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Vol.  I. 


Terjbns  reprtjentei* 

Alonfb,  Inng  ^Naples. 
Sebailian,  his  brother. 
Profpero,  the  rightful  duke  ^Milan- 
Antonio,  his  brother^  the  ufurping  duke  g/^MilaXk 
Ferdinand, y&xi  to  the  king  ^Naples. 
Gonzalo,  an  honefi  old  counfellor  ^Naples* 
Adrian,      \      h.  At 
Francifco,  3  '  \ 

Caliban,  afceoage  and  deformed ^fiave. 
Trinculo,  ajejler. 
Stephano,  a  drunken  butler* 
Mqfter  ofajhip^  Boat/wain^  and  Mariners i^ 

Miranda,  daughter  to  Profpero* 

Ariel,  an  dryjpirit. 

Iris, 

CereSp 

Juno,       \     Jpirits, 

Nymphs^ 

ReaperSf 

Other  Jpirits  attending  on  Profpcfo. 
SCmE^tbefea^witbaJbipi  afterwards,  an  uninhabited  i/land. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  L  On  a  Ship  at  Sea. 

A  Storm^  with  Thunder  and  Ugbtmngm 

Enter  a  Ship-mjstbr^  . 

and  a  BoATSfVAiN. 

Mast.  Boatfwain— 

Boats.  Here,  mafter :  what  cheer? 

Mast.  Good :  fpeak  to  the  mariners : — ^fall  to't  yarely, 
OTwe  run  ourfelves  aground:  beftir,  beflin  [Exit. 

Enter  Mariners. 

Boats.  Heigh,  my  hearts;  cheerly,cheerly,  my  hearts; 

yare,  yare :  Take  in  the  top-fail ;  Tend  to  the  mailer's 

whiftle; — Blow,  till  thou  burft  thy  wind,  if  room  enough! 

Enter  Alonso,  Sebastian^  Antonio^  Ferdinand^ 

GoNZALO^  and  others. 

Alon.  Good  boatfwain,  have  care.  Where's  the  maf- 
ter? Play  the  men. 

Boats.  I  pray  now,  keep  below. 

Jut.  Where  is  the  mafter,  boatfwain? 

Boats.  Do  you  not  hear  him  ?  You  mar  our  labour  j 
Keep  your  cabins :  you  do  aflift  the  ftorm. 

GoN.  Nay,  good,  be  patient. 


4  TEMPEST. 

'  Boats.  When  the  fea  is Hence !  What  care  thefe  roar- 
ers for  the  name  of  king?  To  cabin :  filence:  trouble  us 
not* 

GoN.  Good ;  yet  remember  whom  thou  haft  aboard. 

Boats.  None  that  I  more  love  than  myfelf.  You  arc 
a  counfellor ;  if  you  can  command  thefe  elements  to  fi- 
lence, and  work  the  peace  of  the  prefent,  we  will  not 
hand  a  rope  more ;  ufe  your  authority.  If  you  cannot, 
give  thanks  you  have  lived  fo  long,  and  make  yourfelf 
ready  in  your  cabin  for  the  mifchance  of  the  hour,  if  it  fo 
hap. — Cheerly ,  good  hearts- — ^Out  of  our  way,  I  fay.  [Exit. 

GoN.  I  have  great  comfort  from  this  fellow:  methinks 
he  hath  no  drowning  mark  upon  him ;  his  complexion  is 
perfed  gallows.  Stand  faft,  good  fate,  to  his  hanging ! 
make  the  rope  of  his  deftiny  our  cable,  for  our  own  doth 
little  advantage :  If  he  be  not  bqfn  to  be  hang'd,  our  cafe 
is  miferable.  {Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Boatswain. 

Boats.  Down  with  the  top-maft  ;  yare,  lower,  lower ; 
bring  her  to  try  with  main  courfe.  [A  cry  within.']  A 
plague  upon  this  howling  !  they  are  louder  than  the 
weather,  or  our  office. — 

Re-enter  Sebastian^  Antonio,  and  Gonzalo. 
Yet  again?  What  do  you  here?  Shall  we  give  o'er,  and 
drown  ?  Have  you  a  mind  to  fink  ? 

See.  a  pox  o'  your  throat !  you  bawling,  blafphemous^ 
tmcharitable  dog ! 

Boats.  Work  you  then. 

Ant.  Hang,  cur,  hang!  youwhorefon,  infolentnoife- 
maker!  we  are  lefs  afraid  to  be  drown'd,  than  thou  art. 

GoN.  Til  warrant  him  for  drowning ;  though  the  fhip 
were  no  ftronger  than  a  nut*fliell,  and  as  leaky  as  an  un- 
fianch'd  wench. 
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BojTs.  Lay  her  a-hold,  a-hold ;  fet  her  two  courfes ; 
off  to  fea  again,  lay  her  off. 

Enter  Mjriner s  wet. 
Mjr.  All  loft !  to  prayers,  to  prayers !  all  loft !  [Exeunt. 
Boats.  What,  muft  our  mouths  be  qpld  ? 
Goir.  The  king  and  prince  at  prayers !  let  us  aflift  them. 
For  our  cafe  is  as  theirs. 
See.  I  am  out  of  patience. 

Ant.  We're  merely  cheated  of  our  Uves  by  drunk- 
.   ards. — 

This  wide-chopp'd  rafcal ; 'Would,  thou  might'ft  he 

drowning. 
The  waflung  of  ten  tides  ! 

GoN.  Hell  be  hang'd  yet ; 
Though  every  drop  of  water  fwear  againft  it. 
And  gape  at  wid'ft  to  glut  him.  [A  confufed  noife  witbin.l 
I  Mercy  on  us  ! — ^We  fplit,  we  fplit ! — Tarewell,  my  wife 
and  children  ! — ^Farewell,  brother ! — ^We  fplit,  we  fplit, 

I  we  fplit 

Ant.  Let's  all  jGnk  with  the  king*  [Exit. 

See.  Let's  take  leave  of  him.  [Exit. 

I      GoN.  Now  would  I  give  a  thoufand  furlongs  of  fea  for 

an  acre  of  barren  ground  ;   long  heath,  brown  furze, 

any  thing:    The  wills  above  be   done,  but  I  would 

&n  die  a  dry  death !  [Exit.. 

SCENE  U.  The  ijland:  before  the  cell  of  Prospero.^ 
Enter  Prospero  and  Mi  rand  An 

MiRA.  If  by  your  art,  my  deareft  father,  you  have 
Put  the  wild  waters  in  this  roar,  allay  them  : 
The  Iky,  it  feems,  would  pour  down  (linking  pitch. 
But  that  the*  fea>  mounting  to  the  welkin's  cheek, 
^es  the  fire  o\it.     O,  I  have  fuffer'd 


6  rSMPEST. 

With  thofe  that  I  faw  fufFer !  a  brave  vcflbl. 
Who  had  no  doubt  fome  noble  creatures  in  her, 
Dafh'd  all  to  pieces.     O,  the  cry  did  knock 
Againil  my  very  heart !  Poor  fouls  !  they  perifhM, 
Had  I  been  any  god  of  power,  I  would 
Have  funk  the  fea  within  the  earth,  or  e'er 
It  ihould  the  good  fhip  fo  have  fwallow'd,  and 
The  freighting  fouls  within  her. 

Pro.  Be  collected ; 
No  more  amazement  s  tell  your  piteous  heart. 
There's  no  harm  done. 

MiRA.  O,  woe  the  day  ! 

Pro.  No  harm. 
I  have  done  nothing  but  in  care  of  thee, 
(Of  thee,  my  dear  one  !  thee,  my  daughter !)  whQ 
Art  ignorant  of  what  thou  art,  nought  knowing 
Of  whence  I  am ;  nor  that  I  am  more  better 
Than  Prpfpero,  mafter  of  a  full  poor  cell. 
And  thy  no  greater  father. 

MiRA.  More  to  know 
Did  never  meddle  with  my  thoughts. 

Pro.  Tis  time 
I  (hould  inform  thee  further.     Lend  thy  hand. 
And  pluck  my  magick  garment  from  me.-!— So ; 

[Lays  down  bis  mantle. 
Lie  there  my  art. — Wipe  thou  thine  eyes ;  have  comfort. 
The  direful  fpedacle  of  the  wreck,  which  touch'4 
The  very  virtue  of  compaffion  in  thee, 
I  have  with  fuch  provifion  in  naine  art 
So  fafely  order'd,  that  there  is  no  foul—? 
No,  not  fo  much  perdition  as  an  hair, 
Betid  to  any  creature  in  the  veflel 
Which  thou  hcard*ft  cry,  which  thou  faw'ft  fink.  Sit  down$ 
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For  thou  mnft  now  know  further. 

MiRji.  You  have  often 
Begun  to  tell  me  what  I  am ;  but  ftopp'd 
And  left  me  to  a  bootlefs  inquiiition ; 
Concluding,  Stay,  natyet."^ 

Pro.  The  hour's  now  come  ; 
The  very  minute  bids  thee  ope  thiive  ear ; 
Obey,  and  be  attentive.     Can'ft  thou  remember 
A  time  before  we  came  unto  this  cell  ? 
I  do  not  think  thou  can'ft ;  for  then  thou  waft  not ' 
Out  three  years  old. 

MiRA,  Certainly,  fir,  I  can. 

Fro.  By  what  ?.  by  any  other  houfe,  or  perfon  ? 
Of  any  thing  the  image  tell  me,  that 
Hath  kept  with  thy  remembrance. 

MiRA.  Tis  far  off; 
And  rather  like  a  dream,  than  an  ailurance 
That  my  remembrance  warrants  :  Had  I  not 
Four  or  five  women  once,  that  'tended  me  ? 

Fro.  Thou  had'ft,  and  more,  Miranda  ;  But  how  is  it, 
That  this  Uves  in  thy  mind  ?^  What  feeft  thou  elfe 
In  the  dark  backward  and  abyfm  of  time  ? 
If  thou  remcmber'ft  aught,  ere  thou  cam'ft  here,' 
How  thou  cam'ft  here,  thou  may'ft. 

MiRA.  But  that  I  do  not. 

Fro^  Twelve  years  fince,  Miranda,  twelve  years  fince^ 
Thy  father  was  the  duke  of  Milan,  and 
A  prince  of  power. 

MiRA.  Sir,  are  not  you  my  father  ? 

Fro.  Thy  mother  was  a  piece  pf  virtue,  and 
She  laid — ^thou  waft  my  daughter ;  and  thy  father 
Was  duke  of  Milan ;  and  his  only  heir 
A  princefs  j— no  worfe  iflued. " 

Amj 
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MiRA.  O  the  heavens !  *  \ 

What  foul  play  had  we,  that  we  came  from  thence  ? 
Or  blefled  was't,  we  did  ?' 

Pro.  Both,  both,  my  girl : 
By  foul  play,  as  thou  fay 'ft,  were  we  heav'd  thence  ; 
But  blefledly  holp  hither,  ' 

M/ii-rf.  O,  my  heart  bleeds 
To  think  6'  the  teen  that  I  have  turnM  you  to,^  . 
Which  is  from  my  remembrance !  Pleafe  you,  furthers 

Pito.  My  brother,  and  thy  uiicle,  calPd  Antonio,— 
I  pray  thee,  mark  me, — that  a  brother  (hould 
Be  fo  perfidious  ! — ^he  whom,  next  thyfelf^ 
Of  alf  the  world  I  lov'd,,  and  to  him  put 
The  manage  of  my  ftate;  as,  at  that  time. 
Through  all  the  figniaries  it  was  the  firft. 
And  Profpero  the  prime  duke  ;  being  fo  reputed 
In  dignity,  and,  for  the  liberal  arts. 
Without  a  parallel ;  thofe  being  all  my  ftudy. 
The  government  I  caft  upon  my  brother, 
4And  to  my  ftate  grew  ftranger,  being  tranfported^ 
And  rapt  in  fecret  ftudies.     Thy  falfe  uncle— • 
Doft  thou  attend  me  ? 

MiRA.  Sir,  moft  heedfully, 

Pro.  Being  once  perfeSed  how  to  grant  fuits, 
How  to  deny  them  ;  whom  to  advance,  and  whpxQ 
iTo  trafll  fpr  over-topping  ;  new  created 
The  creatures  that  were  mine  ;  I  fay,  or  changed  them^ 
Or  elfe  new-form*d  them :  having  both  the  key 
Of  officer  and  office,  fet  all  hearts 
To  what  tune  pleas'd  his  ear  ;  that  now  he  was 
The  ivy,  which  had  hid  my  princely  trunk. 
And  fuck'd  my  verdure  out  on't^-rThou  attend'ft  Wt : 
T^  pray  thee,  mark  me^  .  . 


MiRA.  O  good  fir,  1  do. 

Fro.  I  thus  negleding  worldly  ends,  all  dedicate 
To  clofenefs,  and  the  bettering  of  my  mind 
With  that,  which,  but  by  being  fo  retired, 
Cer-priz^d  all  popular  rate,  in  my  falfe  brother 
Awak'd  aji  evil  nature :  and  my  truft. 
Like  a  good  parent,  did  beget  of  him 
A  falihood^  in  its  contrary  as  great  • 

As  taj  truft  was  ;  which  had,  indeed,  no  limit, 
A  confidence  fans  bound.    He  being  thus  lorded^ 
Not  o^y  with  what  my  revenue  yielded. 
But  what  my  power  might  elfe  exadl,— like  one. 
Who  having,  unto  truth,  by  telling  of  it. 
Made  fuch  a  finner  of  his  memory, 
To  credit  bis  own. lie, — ^he  did  believe 
He  was  the  duke  ;  out  of  the  fubftitution. 
And  executing  the  outward  faCe  of  royalty, 
With  all  prerogative  :r— Hence  his  ambition 
Growing, — Doft  hear? 
MiRA.  Your  tale,  fir,  would  cure  deafnefs.  * 

Pro.  To  have  no  fcreen  between  this  part  he  play'd 
And  him  he  play*d  it  for,  he  needs  will  be 
Ahfolute  Milan :  Me,  poor  man !— -my  library 
Wais  dukedom  large  enough ;  of  temporal  royalties 
He  thinks  me  now  incapable :  confederates 
(So  dry  he  was  for  fway)  with  the  king  of  Naples, 
To  give  him  annual  tri^bute,  do  him  homage  ; 
Sabjed  his  coronet  to  his  crown,  and  bend 
The  dukedom,  yet  unbow'd,  (alas,  poor  Milan !) 
To  moft  ignoble  ftooping. 
MiRA.  O  the  heavens ! 

Pro.  Mark  his  condition,  and  the  event;  then  tell  me^ 
tfdu&npuight  be  a  brother*^  ^ 
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MiRj.  I  (hould  fin 
To  think  but  nobly  of  my  grandmother : 
Good  wombs  have  borne  bad  fons. 

JPjjo.  Now  the  condition. 
This  king  of  Naples,  being  an  enemy 
To  me  inveterate,  hearkens  my  brother's  fuit ; 
Which  was,  that  he  in  lieu  o*  the  premifes,— 
Of  homage,  and  I  know  not  how  much  tribute,-^ 
"•Should  prefently  extirpate  me  and  mine 
Out  of  the  dukedom ;  and  confer  fair  Milan, 
With  all  the  honours,  on  my  brother ;  Whereon, 
A  treacherous  army  levy'd,  one  midnight 
Fated  to  the  purpofe,  did  Antonio  open 
The  gates  of  Milan ;  and,  i'  the  dead  of  darknefs. 
The  minifters  for  the  purpofe  hurried  thence 
Me,  and  thy  crying  felf. 

MiRj.  Alack,  for  pity  ! 
I,  not  remembering  how  I  cried  out  then. 
Will  cry  it  o'er  again ;  it  is  a  hint 
That  wrings  mine  eyes. 

Pro.  Hear  a  little  further. 
And  then  Til  bring  thee  to  the  prefent  bufinefs 
Which  now's  upon  us  ;  without  the  which,  this  ftory 
Werp  moft  impertinent. 

MiRj.  Wherefore  did  they  not 
That  hour  deftroy  us  ? 

Pro.  .Well  demanded,  wench ; 
My  tale  provokes  that  queftion.    Dear,  they  durfl  not ; 
(So  dear  the  love  my  people  bore  me)  nor  fet 
A  mark  fo  bloody  bn  the  bufinefs  ;  but 
With  colours  fairer  painted  their  foul  ends. 
Jn  few,  they  hurried  us  aboard  a  bark ; 
Jj^ojc  us  foroe  leagues  to  fea  i  where  they  prepared 


A  rotten  careafs  of  $i  boat,  not  rigg'd. 
Nor  tackle,  faily^nor  mail ;  the  very  rats 
Inftindively  had  quit  it :  there  they  hoift  us. 
To  cry  to  the  fea  that  roared  to  us ;  to  figh 
To  the  winds,  whofe  pity,  fighiag  back  again. 
Did  us  but  loving  wrong; 

MikA.  Alack!  what  trouble 
Was  I  then  to  you! 

fjio.  0!  a  cherubim 
Thou  waft,  that  did  prcfervc  me!  Thou  didft  fmile, 
bfiifed  with  a  fortitude  from  heaven. 
When  I  have  decked  the  fea  with  drops  full  lalt ; 
Under  my  burden  groan'd ;  which  rais'd  in  me 
An  undergoing  ftomach,  to  bear  up 
Againft  what  fliould  enfue,  ^ 

UiKA.  How  came  we  afhore  ? 

fko.  By  Providence  divine. 
Some  food  we  had,  and  fome  frefh  water,  that 
A  noble  Neapolitan,  ^nzalo, 
Ont  of  his  charity,  (who  being  then  appointed 
Matter  of  this  defign,)  did  give  us ;  with 
lUch  garments,  linens,  ftuf&,  and  neceflaries. 
Which  fince  have  fteaded  much  :  fo,  of  his  gentlenefs^p 
Knowing  I  lov*d  my  books,  he  furnifli'd  me. 
From  my  own  library,  with  volumes  that 
I  prize  above  my  dukedom, 

UiKA.  'Would  I  might 
But  ever  fee  that  man! 

?ko.  Now  I  arife  :— 
Sit  ftill,  and  hear  the  laft  of  our  fea-forrow. 
Here  in  this  iiland  we  arriv'd  ^  and  here 
Have  I,  thy  fchoohnafter,  made  thee  more  profit 
Than  other  princes  c^,  ths^t  hstve  more  tiiQQ 
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For  vainer  hours,  and  tutors  not  fo.  careful. 

MiRA.  Heavens  thank  you  for't !     And  now,  I  pray 
,70u,  fir, 
(For  ftill  'tis  beating  in  my  mind)  your  reafoa 
For  railing  this  fea-ftorm  ? 

Pro.  Know  thus  far  forth.— 
By  accident  moft  ftrange,  bountiful  fortune, 
Now  my  dear  lady,  hath  mine  enemies 
Brought  to  this  Ihore :  and  by  my  prefcience 
I  finji  my  zenith  doth  depend  upon 
A  moft  aufpicious  ftar;  whofe  influence 
If  now  1  court  not,  but  omit ^  my  fortunes 
Will  ever  after  droop.— ^Here  ceafe  more  queftipns; 
Thou  art  inclin'd  to  fleep;  'tis  a  good  dulnefs^ 
And  give  it  w^ ; — ^I  know  thou  can'ft  not  choofe.— 

[Miranda  Jheps. 
Come  away,  fervant,  come :  I  am  ready  now ; 
Approach,  my  Ariel ;  come. 

Enter  ^ibl. 

Ari.  All  hail,  great  matter!  grave  fir,  hail!  I  come 
To  anfwer  thy  beft  pleafure;  be't  to  fly. 
To  fwim,  to  dive  into  the  fire,  to  ride 
Qn  the  curPd  clouds;  to  thy  ftrong  bidding,  XsSk 
Ariel,  and  all  his  quality. 

Fro.  Haft  thoir,  fpirit. 
Performed  to  point  the  tempeft  that  I  bade  thee? 

Ari.  To  every  article. 
I  boarded  the  king's  fliip;  now  on  the  beak. 
Now  in  the  waift,  the  deck,  in  every  cabin, 
I  flam'd  ama3ement:  Sometimes,  Td  divide. 
And  bum  in  many  places;  on  the  top-maft. 
The  yards  and  bowfprit,  would  I  flame  diftindiy. 
Then  meet,  and  joia:  Jove's  lightnings,  th?  precurfors. 
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0'  the  dreadful  thunder-claps,  more  momentary 
And  iight^-out-running  were  not:  The  €re,  and  cracks 
Of  fulphurous  roarmg,  the  moft  mighty  Neptxme 
Seem*d  to  befiege,  and  make  his  bold  waves  tremble. 
Yea,  his  dread  trident  ihake. 

Fko.  My  brave  fpirit! 
Who  was  to  firm,  fo  conftant,  that  this  coil 
Would  not  infed  his  reafon? 

Arm.  Not  a  foul 
But  felt  a  fever  of  the  mad,  and  play'd 
Some  tricks  of  defperation:  All,  but  mariners, 
Plung'd  in  the  foaming  brine,  and  quit  the  veilel. 
Then  all  a-fire  with  me:  the  king's  fon,  Ferdinand, 
With  hair  up-daring  (then  like  reeds,  not  hair) 
Was  the  firft  man  that  leap'd;  cried,  Hell  is  empty ^ 
And  all  the  devils  are  here. 

Pro.  Why,  that's  my  fpirit! 
But  was  not  this  high  fhore?  * 

jIri.  Clofe  by,  my  maftdt*. 

Pro.  But  are  they,  Ariel,  fafe? 

Ari.  Not  a  hair  perifli'd; 
On  their  fuftaining  garments  not  a  blemiih. 
But  frefher  than  before:  and,  as  thou  bad'ft  me, 
In  troops  I  have  difpcrs'd  them  'bout  the  ifle: 
The  king's  fon  have  I  landed  by  himf«]f  ; 
Whom  I  left  cooling  of  the  air  with  fighs, 
bi  an  odd  angle  of  the  ifle,  and  fitting. 
His  arms  in  this  fad  knot. 

Pro.  Of  the  king's  fhip. 
Hie  mariners,  fay,  how  thou  hafl  difpos'd. 
And  all  the  refl  o'  the  fleet? 

^Ri^  Safely  in  harbour 
h  the  king's  fhip;  in  the  deep  nook,  where  once 
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Thou  call*dft  me  up  at  midnight^  to  fetch  dew 

From  the  ftill-vex*d  Bermoothes,  there  {he's  hid: 

The  mariners  all  imder  hatches  ftow'd; 

Whom,  with  a  charm  join'd  to  their  fuflfer'd  labour ^ 

I  have  left  afleep:  and  for  the  reft  o*  the  fleet. 

Which  I  difpers'd,  they  all  have  met  again; 

And  are  upon  the  Mediterranean  flote. 

Bound  fadly  home  for  Naples; 

Suppofing  that  they  faw  the  king's  ijiip  ^^eck^d^ 

And  his  great  perfon  perifh. 

Pro.  Ariel,  thy  charge 
Exadly  is  performed;  but  there's  more  work: 
What  is  the  time  o'  the  day? 

jIri.  Paft  the  mid  feafon. 

Pro.  At  leaft  two  gkfles:  The  time  *twixt  fix  and  now, 
M uft  by  us  both  be  fpent  moft  precioufly. 

Ari.  Is  there  more  toil?  Since  thou  doft  give  me  pains. 
Let  me  remember  thee  what  thou  haft  promis'd, 
Which  is  not  yet  perform'd  me* 

Pro.  How  now?  moody? 
What  is't  thou  can'ft  demand  ? 

Ari.  My  liberty* 

Pro.  Before  the  time  be  out  ?  no  more« 

Ari.  I  pray  thee 
Remember,  I  have  done  thee  worthy  fcrvice; 
Told  thee  no  lies,  made  no  miftakings,  ferv'd 
Without  or  grudge,  or  grumblings;  thou  didft  promife 
To  bate  me  a  full  year. 

Pro.  Doft  thou  forget 
From  what  a  torment  I  did  free  thee? 

Ari.  No. 

Pro.  Thou  doft;  and  thmk'ft 
It  much,  to  tread  the  ooze  of  the  fait  deep; 


To  run  upon  the  (harp  wind  of  the  north; 

To  do  me  buiinefs  in  the  veins  o'  the  earth, 

'When  it  is  bak'd  with  froft. 
Au.  I  do  not,  fir.  ' 

Pito.  Thou  lieft,  malignant  thing!  Haft  thou  forgot 

The  fold  witch  Sycorax,  who,  with  age,  and  envy, 

Was  grown  into  a  hoop?  haft  thou  forgot  her? 
Ari.  No,  fir. 

Pro.  Thou  haft:  Where  was  flifi  bom?  fpeak;  tell  me*- 
Ari.  Sir,  in  Argier. 
Pro.  O,  was  flie  fo?  I  itiuft, 
Qace  in  a  month,  recount  what  thou  haft  been. 
Which  thou  forget'ft.    This  damn'd  witch,  Sycorax, 
For  mifchiefs  manifold,  and  forceries  terrible 
To  enter  human  hearing,  from  Argier, 
Thou  know'ft,  was  banifh'd;  for  one  thing  flie  did, 
They  would  not  take  her  life:  Is  not  this  true? 
Ari.  Ay,  fir. 

Pro.  This  blue-ey'd  hag  was  hither  brought  with  child. 
And  here  was  left  by  the  failors:  Thou,  my  Have, 
As  thou  report'ft  thyfelf,  waft  then  her  fervailt: 
And,  for  thou  waft  a  fpirit  too  delicate 
To  2uBt  her  earthy  and  abhorr'd  commands, 
Refufing  her  grand  hefts,  ftie  did  confine  thee. 
By  help  of  her  more  potent  minifters, 
And  in  her  moft  unmitigable  rage. 
Into  a  cloven  pine;  within  which  rift 
Lnprifon'd,  thou  didft  painfully  remain 
A  dozen  years;  within  which  fpace  ftie  died, 
And  left  thee  there;  where  thou  didft  vent  thy  groans^ 
As  &fi  as  mill-wheels  flxike:  Then  was  this  iiland 
(Save  for  the  fon  that  flie  did  litter  here, 
A  fireckled  whelp,  hag-bom)  not  honour'd  with 
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A  human  fhape. 

Ari.  Yes;  Caliban  her  fon. 

Pro.  Dull  thing,  I  fay  fo;  he,  that  Caliban, 
Whom  now  I  keep  in  fervice.     Thou  bell  know'ft 
What  torment  I  did  find  thee  in:  thy  groans 
Did  make  wolves,  howl,  and  penetrate  the  breails 
Of  ever-angry  bears;  it  was  a  torment 
To  lay  upon  the  damn'd,  which  Sycorax 
Could  not  again  undo^  it  was  mine  art, 
When  I  arriv'd,  and  heard  thee,  that  made  gape 
The  pine,  and  let  thee  out. 

jiRi.  I  thank  thee,  mafter, 

Pro.  If  thou  more  murmur'ft,  I  will  rend  an  oak. 
And  peg  thee  in  his  knotty  ei^trails,.  till 
Thou  haft  howPd  away  twelve  winters. 

Arj.  Pardon,  matter: 
I  will  be  correfpondent  to  command, 
And  do  my  fpriting  gently. 

Pro.  Do  foj  and  after  two  days 
I  will  difcharge  thee. 

Ari.  That's  my  noble  mafter! 
What  fhall  I  do?  fay  what?  what  fliall  I  do? 

Prq.  Go  make  thyfelf  like  to  a  nymph  o*  the  fea; 
Be  fubjed  to  no  fight  but  mine;  invifible 
To  every  eye-ball  elfe.     Go,  take  this  fliapc. 
And  hither  come  in't:  hence,  with  diligence.  [Eodt  Ariel. 
Awake,  dear  heart,  awake!  thou  haft  flept  well; 
Awake! 

MiRA.  The  ftrangenefs  of  your  ftory  put 
Heavinefs  in  me. 

Pro.  Shake  it  oflf:  Come  on; 
We'll  vifit  Caliban,  my  flave,  who  never 
Yields  us  kind  anfwer. 
a 
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MiSLM.  Tis  a  villain,  fir^ 
I  do  not  love  to  look  on^ 

Peo.  But,  as  'tis. 
We  cannot  mife  him :  he  does  make  our  fire, 
Fetch  in  our  wood ;  and  ferves  in  offices 
That  profit  us.     What,  ho  !  flave,  Caliban  ! 
Thou  earth,  thou  I  fpeak. 

Cal.  \Witbin,'\  There's  wood  enough  within. 

Pro.  Come  forth,  I  fay;  there's  other  bufinefs  for  thee  t 
Come  forth,  thou  tortoifc !  when  ? 

Re-enter  Akisl^  Hie  a  water-nympb. . 
Fine  apparition  !  My  quaint  Ariel, 
Hark  in  thine  ear. 

Aej.  My  lord,  it  fliall  be  done.  [Exit. 

Pro.  Thou  poifonouS  Have,  got  by  the  deVil  himfelf 
Upon  thy  wicked  dam,  come  forth ! 

Enter  Caliban. 

Cal.  As  wicked  dew  as  e'er  my  mother  brufli'd 
With  raven's  feather  from  unwholefome  fen. 
Drop  on  you  both  !  a  fouth-wefl:  blow  on  ye. 
And  blifler  you  all  o'er ! 

Pro.  For  this,  be  fure,  to-night  thou  flialt  have  cramps, 
Side-ftitches  that  ihall  pen  thy  breath  up ;  urchins 
Shall,  for  that  vaft  of  night  that  they  may  work, 
All  ezercife  on  thee  :  thou  fhalt  be  pinch'd 
As  thick  as  honey-combs,  each  pinch  more  flinging 
Than  bees  that  made  them. 

Cal.  I  muft  eat  my  dinner- 
This  ifland's  mine,  by  Sycorax  my  mothef* 
Which  thou  tak'ft  from  me.     When  thou  cameft  firft. 
Thou  ftrok'ft  me,  and  mad'ft  much  of  me ;  would'ftgive  n  ic 
Water  with  berries  In't ;  and  teach  me  how 
To  name  the  bigger  light,  and  how  the  lefs, 
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That  bum  by  day  and  night :  anjd  then  I  lov'd  thcc^ 

And  fhew'd  thee  all  the  qualities  o*  the  iile, 

The  frefli  ifprings,  brine  pits,  barren  place,  and  fertile  ; 

Curfed  be  I  that  did  fo  !...A11  the  charms 

Of  Sy(!8Kix,  toads,  beetles^  bats,  light  on  you ! 

For  I  am  all  the  fubjeds  that  you  have, 

Which  firft  was  mine  own  king  :  and  here  you  fty  mo 

In  this  hard  rock,  whiles  you  do  keep  from  me 

The  reft  of  the  ifland. 

Pro.  Thou  moft  lying  Have, 
Whom  ftripes  may  move,  not  kindnefs :  Ihaveus'd  thee. 
Filth  as  thou  art,  with  human  car^ ;  and  lodg'd  thee 
In  mine  own  cell,  till  thou  didft  feek  to  violate 
The  honour  of  my  child. 

Cjl.  O  ho,  O  ho  !.,-«'wou'd  it  had  been  done ! 
Thou  didft  prevent  me  j  I  had  peopled  cMe 
This  ifle  with  Calibans, 

Pro.  Abhorred  Have ; 
Which  any  print  of  goodnefs  will  not  take, 
Being  capable  of  all  ill !  I  pitied  thee. 
Took  pains  to  make  thee  fpeak,  taught  thee  each  hour 
.One  thing  or  other :  when  thou  didft  not,  favage. 
Know  thine  own  meaning,  but  would'ft  gabUe  like 
A  thing  moft  brutifli,  I  endowed  thy  purpoies 
With  words  that  made  them  known  :  But  thy  vile  race. 
Though  thou  didft  learn,  had  that  in't  which  good  natures 
Could  not  abide  to  be  with  j  therefore  waft  thou 
Defervedly  confin'd  into  this  rock, 
Who  hadft  deferv'd  more  than  a  prifon. 

Cal.  You  taught  me  language  ;  and  my  profit  on't 
Is,  I  know  how  to  curfe :  The  red  plague  rid  yoiJi 
For  learning  me  your  language ! 

J^fio.  Hag-feed,  hen^^  \ 
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Fetch  us  in  fuel ;  and  be  quick,  th'  wert  bcft, 
To  anfwer  other  bufinefs.    Shrug'ft  thou,  malice  ? 
If  thou  negled'ft,  or  doft  unwilUngly 
What  I  command^rU  rack  thee  with  old  cramps ; 
Fill  all  thy  bones  with  aches ;  make  thee  roar, 
That  beafts  fhall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

Gal.  No,  ^pray  thee  !-^ 
I  muft  obey  :  his  art  is  of  fuch  power,  [-^^» 

It  would  control  my  dam's  god  Setebos, 
And  make  a  vaflal  of  him. 

Pko.  So,  flave ;  hence  !  [Exit  Caliban. 

h-autr  Ariel  invifible^  playing  and  Jtnging  i  Terdi^^ 
HAND  following  bim. 
Ariel^s  Songk 
tome  utiXo  tbefe  yellow  fands^ 

And  then  take  bands  t 
Courtyied  wben  you  have,  and  ii//d^ 

(The  wild  waves  wbift) 
Foot  itfeatly  bere  and  tbere  i 
And^fwtetjprites^  tbe  burden  bear.^ 

Hark.bark!  * 

Bur.  Bowgh,  woWgh<  [dyp^Kf^dty. 

Tbe  watcb-'dogs  bark : 
Bur.  Bowgh^  wowgh,  [^fp^^fi^y* 

Hark  J  bark!  I  bear 
^bejirain  ofjlrutting  cbanticteN 
Cry^  Cock-^'doodle^ocr. 
hk.  Wherefhould  this  mufickbe?  i*theair,orthcearth? 
It  founds  no  more : — ^and  fure^  it  waits  upon 
^e  god  of  the  ifland.    Sitting  on  a  bank, 
Weeping  again  the  king  my  father's  wreck, 
^  mofick  crept  by  me  upon  the  waters  j 
Allaying  both  their  fury,  and  my  paffion, 
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With  it3  fweet  air :  thence  I  have  foUow'd  it. 
Or  it  hath  drawn  me  rather : — But  'tis  gone. 
No,  it  begins  again. 

^RIEL^n^S. 

Full  fatb(^m  Jive  thy  father  lies  ; 
Of  bis  bones  are  coral  made  ; 
Tbofe  are  pearls,  tbat  were  bis  eyes : 

Notbing  ofbim  tbat  dot b  fade ^ 
But  dotbfuffer  afea-cbange 
Into  fometbing  rich  andjirange-. 
Sea^-nympbs  bourly  ring  bis  knell: 
Hark!  now  I  bear  tbem, — ding-dong,  belL 

[Burden,  ding-dong. 
Per.  The  ditty  does  remember  my  drown'd  father: — 
This  is  no  mortal  bufinefs,  nor  no  found 
That  the  earth  owes : — I  hear  it  now  above  me. 

Pro.  The  fringed  curtains  of  thine  eye  advance. 
And  fay,  what  thou  feed  yond*. 

MiRA.  Wliat  is't  ?  a  fpirit  ? 
Lord,  how  it  looks  about !  Believe  me,  fir. 
It  carries  a  brave  form : — But  'tis  a  fpirit. 

Pro.  No,  wench;  it  eats  and  fleeps,  and  hath  fuch  fenfes 
As  we  have,  fuch :  This  gallant,  which  thou  feed. 
Was  in  the  wreck ;  and  but  he's  fomething  ftain'd 
With  grief,  that's  beauty's  canker,  thou  might'ft  call  him 
A  goodly  perfon  •  he  hath  loft  his  fellows, 
And  ftrays  about  to  find  them, 

MiRA.  I  might  call  him 
A  thing  divine ;  for  nothing  natural 
I  ever  faw  fo  noble. 

Pro.  It  goes  on,  \Afide* 

As  my  foul  prompts  it : — Spirit,  fine  fpirit,  I'll  free  thee 
Within  two  days  for  this.  '  ^     . 
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Fee.  Moil  fure,  the  goddefs 
On  whom  thefe  airs  attend ! — ^Vouchfafe,  my  prayer 
^fay  know,  if  you  remain  upon  this  iflarid ; 
And  that  you  will  fome  good  inftruftion  give. 
How  I  may  bear  pie  here :  My  prime  requeft. 
Which  I  do  laft  pronounce,  is,  O  you  wonder ! 
If  you  be  made,  or  no  ? 

MiRA.  No  wonder,  fir  ; 
But,  certainly  a  maid. 

Fee.  My  language !  heavens ! — 
lam  the  beft  of  them  that  fpeak  this  fpeech, 
Were  I  but  where  'tis  fpoken. 

Pro.  How  !  the  beft  ? 
What  wert  thou,  if  the  king  of  Naples  heard  thee  ? 

Fee.  a  fingle  thing,  as  I  am  now,  that  wonders 
To  hear  thee  fpeak  of  Naples :  He  does  hear  me ; 
And,  that  he  does,  I  weep :  myfelf  aip  Naples ; 
Who  with  mine  eyes,  ne'er  fince  at  ebb,  beheld 
The  king  my  father  wreck'd. 

MiEA.  Alack,  for  mercy ! 

Fee.  Yes,  faith,  and  all  his  lords ;  the  duke  of  Milan, 
And  his  brave  fon,  being  twain. 

Peg.  The  duke  of  Milan, 
And  his  more  braver  daughter,  could  control  thee, 
If  now  'twere  fit  to  do't : — At  the  firfl:  fight  \,4fi^^ 

They  have  chang'd  eyes  : — Delicate  Ariel, 
ni  fet  thee  free  for  this ! — A  word,  good  fir ; 
I  fear,  you  hax^e  done  yourfelf  fome  wrong :  a  word. 

MiEA.  Why  fpeaks  my  father  fo  ungently  ?  This 
Is  the  third  man  that  e'er  I  faw ;  the  firft 
That  e'er  I  figh'd  for ;  pity  move  my  father    * 
To  be  inclin'd  my  way  ! 

Fee.  O,  if  a  virgin, 
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And  your  afFedion  not  gone  forth,  PU  make' you 
The  queen  of  Naples. 

Pro.  Soft,  fir ;  one  word  more,— 
They  are  both  in  either*s  powers;  but  this  fwift  bufinefs 
I  muft  uneafy  make,  left  too  light  winning  ,         [jijide. 
Make  the  prize  light.-«rOne  word  more';  I  charge  theq. 
That  thou  attend  me  :•  thou  doft  here  ufurp 
The  name  thou  ow'ft  riot ;  and  haft  put  thyfelf 
Upon  this  ifland,  as  a  fpy,  to  win  it 
From  me,  the  lord  on't. 

Feu.  No,  as  I  am  a  man, 

MiRA.  There's  nothing  ill  can  dwell  in  fiich  a- temple : 
If  the  ill  fpirit  have  fo  fair  an  houfe. 
Good  things  will  ftrive  to  dwell  with*t. 

Pro.  Follow  me.-r-  \X^  Fe^d. 

Speak  not  you  for  him ;  he's  a  traitor. — Come, 
I'll  manacle  thy  neck  and  feet  together : 
Sea-water  ihalt  thou  drink,  thy  food  fhall  be 
The  frefh-brook  mufcles,  wither-d  rqots,  and  hulks 
Wherein  the  acom  cradled :  Follow. 

Fer.  No  ; 
I  will  refift  fuch  entertainment,  t^l 
Mine  enemy  has  more  power.  [He  drawu 

MiRA.  O  dear  father. 
Make  not  too  raih  a  trial  of  him,  for 
He's  gentle,  and  not  fearful. 

Pro.  What,  I  fay. 
My  foot  my  tutor  !-».Put  thy  fword  up,  traitor ; 
Who  priak'ft  a  ftibw,  buf:  dar'ft  not  ftrike,  thy  confcience 
Is  fo  poflefs'd  with  guil^  :  come  from  thy  ward ; 
For  I  can  h§re  difarm  thee  with  this  ftick, 
And  make  thy  weapon  drop. 

MiRA.  Befeech  you,  father ! 
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Pro.  Hence  ;  hang  not  on  my  garments^ 

MiRj.  Sir,  have  pity  ; 
111  be  his  furety . 

Pro.  Silence  :  one  word  more 
Shall  make  me  chide  thee,  if  not  hate  thee.    What ! 
An  advocate  for  ^n  impoftor  ?  hulh  ! 
Thou  think'ft,  there  are  no  more  ^ch  fhapes  as  he. 
Having  feen  but;  him  and  Caliban :  Foolifh  wench  ! 
To  the  mofl  of  .men  this  is  a  Caliban, 
And  they  to  him  are  angels. 

MiRj.  My  afiediions 
Are  then  moft  humble ;  I  have  no  ambition 
To  fee  a  goodlier  man, 

Pro.  Come  on  j  obey :  [To  Fbro% 

Thy  nerves  are  in  their  infancy  again^ 
And  have  no  vigour  in  them* 

FiRf  So  they  are  i 
My  fpirits,  as  in  a  dream,  are  all  bound  up. 
My  fiither*s  lofs,  the  weaknefs  which  I  feel. 
The  wreck  of  all  my  friends,  or  this  roan's  threats. 
To  whom  I  am  fubdu'd,  are  but  light  to  me, 
%ht  I  bnt  through  my  prifon  once  a  day 
Behold  this  maid  :  all  comers  elfe  o'  the  earth 
i^t  liberty  make  ufe  of;  fpace  enough 
Have  I,  in  fuch  a  prifon. 

Pro.  Tt  vrorks  : — Come  on.— 
Thou  hail  dqnq  well,  fine  Ariel ! — ^Follow  me.— 

[To  Ferd.  and  MirAm 
Hark,  what  thou  elfe  (halt  do  me.  [7i  Arieu 

Mir  A.  Be  of  comfort; 
My  Other's  of  a  better  nature,  fir, 
Than  he  appears  by  Ipeech  ;  this  is  unwonted, 
^ch  noisr  camo  from  hiixu 

'n   •••• 
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Pro.  Thou  (halt  be  as  free 
As  mountain  winds  :  but  then  exadly  do 
Air  points  of  my  command. 

^Ri.  To  the  fyllable. 

Pro.  Come,  follow  :  fpeak  not  for  him.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  I.    Another  part  of  the  ijkmd. 

Enter  Alonso,  Sebastian,  Antonio,  Gonzalo^ 

Adrian,  Francisco,  and  others. 

GoN.  'Befeech  you,  fir,  be  merry :  you  have  caufe 
(So  have  we  all)  of  joy ;  for  our  efcape 
Is  much  beyond  our  lofs  :  Our  hint  of  woe 
Is  common ;  every  day,  fome  failor's  wife. 
The  mailers  of  fome  merchant,  and  the  merchant, 
Have  juft  our  theme  of  woe :  but  for  the  miracle,. 
I  mean  our  prefervation,  few  in  millions 
Can  fpeak  like  us :  then  wifely,  good  fir,  weigh 
Our  forrow  with  our  comfort. 

Alon.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

See.  He  receives  comfort  lik*  cold  porridge. 

Ant.  The  vifitor  will  not  give  him  o'er  fo. 

See.  Look,  he's  winding  up  the  watch  of  his  wit ;  by 
and  by  it  will  ftrike. 

GoN.  Sir, 

See.  One: ^Tell. 

GoN.  When  every  grief  is  entertained,  that's  ofFer'd^ 
Comes  to  the  entertainer— 

See.  a  dollar. 

Con.  Dolour  comes  to  himj,  indeed ;  you  have  fpoken 
truer  than  you  purpos'd. 

Smb.  You  have  taken  it  wifelier  than  I  meant  you  fliould  • 


GoN.  Therefore,  my  lord,— 

Jnt.  Fie,  what  a  fpendthrift  is  he  of  his  tongue ! 

Alon.  I  pr'ythee,  fpare. 

GoN.  Well,  I  have  done :  But  yet — 

See.  He  will  be  talking. 

Ant.  Which  of  them,  he,  or  Adrian,  for  a  good  wager, 
firft  begins  to  crow  ? 

Seb*  The  old  cock. 

Ant.  The  cockrel. 

See.  Done :  The  wager  ? 

Ant.  a  laughter. 

Seb.  a  match. 

Aj}r.  Though  this  iiland  feem  to  be  defert,r— 

Seb.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Ant.  So,  ypuVe  pay'd. 

Adk.  Uninhabitable,  and  almofl  inacceflible^..^ 

Seb.^  Yet, 

Adr.  Yet — 

Ant.  He  could  not  mifs  it. 

Aj}r^  It  muft  needs  be  of  fubtle,  tender,  and  delicate 
temperance. 

Ant.  Temperance  va&  a  delicate  wench. 

Seb.  Ay,  and  a  fubtle;  as  he  mod  learnedly  delivered. 

Aj}r.  The  air  breathes  upon  us  here  mbft  fweetly. 

Seb.  As  if  it  had  lungs,  and  rotten  ones. 

Ant.  Or,  as  'twere  perfum'd  by  a  fen. 

GoN.  Here  is  every  thing  advantageous  to  life. 

Ant.  True ;  fave  means  to  live. 

Smb.  Of  that  there's  none,  or  little. 

GoN.  How  lufh  and  lufty  the  grafs  looks  ?  how  green? 

Ant.  The  ground,  indeed,  is  tawny. 

Seb.  With  an  eye  of  green  in't. 

Ant.  He  miffes  not  much. 
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Sbb.  No  ;  he  doth  but  miftake  the  truth  totally. 

GoK.  But  the  rarity  of  it  is  (which  is  indeed  almofl: 
beyond  credit,) 

Sbb.  As  many  vouched  rarities  are. 

GoK.  That  our  garments,  being,  as  they  were,  drenched 
in  the  fea,  hold  notwithflanding  their  frefhnefs,  and 
glofles ;  being  rather  new  dy'd,  than  ftain'd  with  fait 
water. 

jt^NT.  If  but  one  of  his  pockets  could  fpeak,  would  it 
not  fay,  he  lies  ? 

Sbb*  Ay,  or  very  falfely  pocket  up  his  report. 

Goy.  Methinks,  our  garments  are  now  as  frefli  as  when 
we  put  them  on  firft  in  Afrigk,  at  the  marriage  of  the 
king's  fair  daughter  Glaribel  to  the  king  of  Tunis. 

Sbb.  Twas  a  fweet  iiiarriage,  and  we  profper  well  in 
our  return. 

j^DR.  Tunis  was  never  grac'd  before  with  fuch  a  pa- 
ragon to  their  queen. 

GoN.  Not  fince  widow  Dido's  time. 

jiNT.  Widow  ?  a  pox  o'  that !  How  came  that  widow 
in  ?  Widow  Dido  1 

Sbb.  What  if  he  had  fjdd,  widower  j£neas  too  ?  good 
lord,  how  you  take  it ! 

j4dr.  Widow  Dido,  faid  you  ?  yo«  make  me  ftudy  of 
that :  She  was  of  Carthage,  not  of  Tunis. 

GoN.  This  Tunis,  fir,  was  Carthage, 

ytDR.  Carthage  ? 

GoN.  I  afFure  you,  Carthage. 

j!4nt.  His  word  is  mpre  than  the  miraculous  harp. 

Sbb.  He  hath  rais'd  the  wall,  and  houfes  too. 

j4nt.  What  impofiible  matter  will  he  make  eafy  next  ? 

Sbb.  I  think,  he  will  carry  this  ifland  home  in  his 
pockety  and  ^v^  it  his  fon  for  an  apple« 
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Jut.  Andy  fowing  the  kernels  of  it  in  the  fca,  bring 
forth  more  iilands. 

GoN.  Ay  ? 

Ant.  Why,  in  good  time. 

GoN.  Sir,  we  were  talking,  that  our  garments  fecm 
now  as  frefli,  as  when -we  were  at  Tunis  at  the  marriage 
of  yonr  daughter,  who  is  now  queen. 

Ant.  And  the  rareft  that  e'er  came  there. 

Seb.  'Bate,  I  befeech  you,  widow  Dido. 

jfNT.  O,  widow  Dido ;  ay,  widow  Dido. 

GoN.  Is  not,  fir,  my  doublet  as  freih  as  the  firft  day  I 
wore  it  ?  I  mean,  in  a  fort. 

j4nt.  T%at  fort  was  well  fifli'd  for. 

GoNm  When  I  wore  it  at  y«ur  daughter's  marriage  ? 

Alon.  You  cram  thefe  words  into  mine  ears,  againil 
The  ftomach  of  my  fenfe :  'Would  I  had  never 
BJarry'd  my  daughter  there !  for,  coming  thence, 
My  fon  is- loft  \  and,  in  my  rate,  fhe  too. 
Who  is  fo  far  from  Italy  remov'd, 
I  ne'er  again  ihall  fee  her.    O  thou  mine  heir 
Of  Naples  and  of  Milan,  what  ftrange  flfh 
Hath  made  his  meal  on  thee ! 

Tkan.  Sir,  he  may  live ; 
I  law  him  beat  the  fhrges  under  him, 
And  ride  upon  their  backs ;  he  trod  the  water, 
Whofe  enmity  he  flung  aflde,  and  breafted 
The  furge  mod  fwoln  that  met  him  a  his  bold  head 
'Bove  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oar'd 
Hirnielf  with  his  good  arms  in  lufty  flroke 
To  the  fliore,  that  o'er  his  wave-worn  bafis  bow'c^^^ 
As  (looping  to  relieve  him :  I  not  doubt^ 
He  came  alive  to  land. 

A{ON^  No,  nQ,  he's  gone, 
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Ssi.  Sir,  you  may  thank  yourfelf  for  this  great  lofs ; 
That  would  not  blefs  our  Europe  with  your  daughter^ 
But  rather  lofe  her  to  an  African  ; 
Where  flie,  at  leaft,  is  banifb'd  from  your  eye, 
Who  hath  caufe  to  wet  the  grief  on't. 

Alon.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Seb.  You  were  kneePd  to,  and  impbrtunM  otherwife 
By  all  of  us;  and  the  fair  foul  herfelf 
Weigh'd,  between  lothnefs  and  obedience,  at 
Which  end  o'  the  beam  fhe'd  bow.  We  have  loft  your  fon, 
I  fear,  for  ever:  Milan  and  Naples  have 
More  widows  in  them  of  this  bufinefs'  making, 
Than  we  bring  men  to  comfort  them:  the  fault's 
Your  own. 

Alon.  So  is  the  deareft  of  the  lofs. 

GoN.  My  lord  Sebaftian, 
The  truth  you  fpeak  doth  lack  fome  gentlenefs. 
And  time  to  fpeak  it  in:  you  rub  the  fore, 
When  you  fhould  bring  the  plafter. 

See.  Very  well. 

Ant.  And  moft  chirurgeonly. 

GoN.  It  is  foul  weather  in  us  all,  good  fir. 
When  you  are  cloudy. 

See.  Foul  weather  ? 

Ant.  Very  foul. 

GoN.  Had  I  plantation  of  this  iflc,  my  lord,— 

Ant*  He'd  fow  it  with  nettle-feed. 

See.  Or  docks,  or  mallows. 

GoN.  And  were  the  king  of  it.  What  would  I  do  ? 

See.  'Scape ^being  drunk,  for  want  of  wine. 

GoN.  V  the  commonwealth  I  would  by  contraries 
Execute  all  things:  for  no  kind  of  traffick 
Would  I  admit  J  no  name  of  magiftratej 
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Letters  ihould  not  be  known  ;  no  ufe  of  fervice, 

Of  riches  or  of  poverty ;  no  contrails, 

Succeffions ;  bound  of  land,  tilth,  vineyard,  none  2 

No  ufe  of  metal,  corn,  or  wine,  or  oil : 

No  occupation ;  all  men  idle,  all ;      , 

And  women  too ;  but  innocent  and  pure  : 

No  fovereignty : — 

Seb.  And  yet  he  would  be  king  on't. 

Ant.  The  latter  end  of  his  commonwealth  forgets  the 
beginning. 

Goy.  All  things  in  common  nature  fhould  produce 
Without  fweat  or  endeavour :  treafon,  felony. 
Sword,  pike,  knife,  gun,  or  need  of  any  engine, 
Would  I  not  have  ;  but  nature  fhould  bring  forth, 
Of  its  own  kind,  all  foizon,  all  abundance. 
To  feed  my  innocent  people. 

SsB.  No  marrying  'mong  his  fubjefts  ? 

Ant.  None,  man  :  all  idle ;  whores,  and  knaves. 

GoN.  I  would  with  fuch  perfediion  govern,  fir, 
To  excel  the  golden  age. 

Sbb.  'Save  his  majefly  ! 

Ant.  Long  live  Gonzalo! 

GoN.  And  do  you  mark  me,  fir? — 

Alon.  Pr'ythee,  no  more;  thoudoil  talk  nothing  to  me. 

GoN.  I  do  well  believe  your  highnefs ;  and  did  it  to 
mimfter  occafion  to  thefe  gentlemen,  who  are  of  fuch 
fallible  and  nimble  lungs,  that  they  always  ufe  to  laugh 
at  nothing. 

Ant.  'Twas  you  we  laugh'd  at.. 

GoN  Who,  in  this  kind  of  merry  fooling,  am  nothing      J 
to  you :  fo  you  may  continue,  and  laugh  at  nothing  ftilL 

Ant.  What  a  blow  was  there  given  ? 

Seb.  An  it  had  not^  fallen  flat-long. 
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GoN.  You  are  gentlemen  of  briive  mettle ;  you  would 
lift  the  moon  out  of  her  fphere,  if  fhe  would  continue  isk 
it  five  weeks  without  changing. 

lEjiter  Am  EL  invifible^  playiiig  folemnmujich. 

SsJB.  We  would  fo,  and  then  go  a  bat'-fowling. 

Ant*  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  angry. 

GoN.  No,  I  wkrrant  you ;  I  will  not  adventure  my 
difcretion  fo  weakly.  Will  you  laugh  me  aileep,  for  I 
am  very  heavy  ? 

Ant.  Go  fleep,  and  hear  us. 

[AUJleep  but  Alon.  Sbb*  and  Ant. 

Alon.  What,  all  fo  foon  aileep !  I  wifh  mine  eyes 
Would,  with  themfelvcs,  fhut  up  my  thoughts  :  I  find. 
They  are  inclined  to  do  fo. 

See.  Pleafe  you,  fir. 
Do  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it : 
It  feldom  vifits  forrow ;  when  it  doth^ 
It  is  a  comforter. 

Ant^  We  two,  my  lord. 
Will  guard  your  perfon,  while  you  take  yout  relt. 
And  watch  your.fafety. 

Alon.  Thank  you ;  Woild'rous  heavy. — 

[Alonso  Jleeps.    Exit  AkiEl^ 

See.  What  a  ftrange  drowfinefs  pofiiefies  them  ? 

Ant.  It  is  the  quality  o'  the  cliixiate. 

See.  Why 
Doth  it  not  then  our  eyelids  fink  ?  I  find  not 
Myfelf  difpos'd  to  fleep. 

Ant.  Nor  I ;  my  fpirits  are  nimble^ 
They  fell  together  all,  as  by  confent  > 
They  dropped,  as  by  a  thunder-fixoke.    What  might 
Worthy  Sebaftian? — ^O,  what  might  ?— No  more ;— ^ 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  fee  it  in  thy  face,; 
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What  thou  fhould'ft  be :  the  occafion  fpeaks  thee ;  and 
Mj  fbrong  imagination  fees  a  crown 
Dropping  upon  thy  head. 
See.  What,  art  thou  waking  ? 
Ant.  Do  you  not  hear  me  fpeak  ? 
See.  I  do ;  and,  furely, 
It  is  a  (leepy  language;  and  thou  fpeak'ft 
Out  of  thy  fleep  :  What  is  it  thou  didft  fay  ? 
This  is  a  ftrange  repofe,  to  be  afleep 
With  eyes  wide  open ;  ftanding^  fpeaking,  moving^ 
And  yet  fo  £ift  afleep. 

Ant.  Noble  Sebaftian, 
Thou  let'ft  thy  fortune  fleep— die  rather  j  wink^ 
Whiles  thou  art  waking. 

See.  Thou  doll  fnore  difHndly ; 
There's  meaning  in  thy  fnores. 

Ant.  I  am  more  ferious  than  my  cuftom :  yoa 
Muft  be  fo  too,  if  heed  me  ;  which  to  do^ 
Trebles  thee  o'er. 

See.  Well ;  I  am  ftanding  water. 
Ant.  Ill  teach  you  how  to  flow* 
Smb.  Do  fo  :  to  ebb, 
Hereditary  floth  inihiii^  me. 

Ant.  O, 
If  you-  but  knew,  how  you  the  purpofe  cherifli, 
Whiles  thus  you  mock  it !  how,  in  Gripping  it,. 
You  more  inveft  it !  Ebbing  men,  indeed, 
Moft  often  do  fo  near  the  bottom  run, 
By  their  own  fear,  or  floth, 

Seb.  Pr'ythee,  fey  on : 
The  fetting  of  tkiae  eye,  and  cheek,  proclaim 
A  matter  from  thee ;  and  a  birth,  indeed* 
yrimh.  throws  thee  much  to  yield. 
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..,AnT.  Thus,  fir: 

Although  this  lord  of  weak  remembrance,  this 
(Who  fliall  be  of  as  little  memory^ 
When  he  is  earth'd,)  hath  here  almoft  perfuaded 
(For  he's  a  fpirit  of  perfuafion  only,) 
The  king,  his  fon's  alive ;  'tis  as  impoifible 
That  he's  imdrown'd,  as  he  that  fleeps  here,  fwims. 

See.  I  have  no  hope 
That  he's  undrown'^. 

Ant.  O,  out  of  that  no  hope. 
What  great  hope  have  you  !  no  hope,  that  way,  is 
Another  way  fo  high  an  hope,  that  even 
Ambition  cannot  pierce  a  wink  beyond. 
But  doubts  difcovery  there.    Will  you  grant,  with  me. 
That  Ferdinand  is  drown'd  ? 

See.  He's  gone. 

Ant^  Then,  tell  me. 
Who's  the  next  heir  of  Naples  ? 

See.  ClaribeL 

Ant.  She  that  is  queen  of  Tunis  ;  fhe  that  dwells 
Ten  leagues  beyond  man's  life ;  Ihe  that  from  Naples 
Can  have  no  note,  unlefs  the  fun  were  poft, 
(The  man  i'  the  moon's  too  flow,)  till  new-bom  chins 
Be  rough  and  razorable ;  flie,  from  whom 
We  were  all  fea-fwallow'd,  though  fome  caft  again; 
And,  by  that,  defiin'd  to  perform  an  aft. 
Whereof  what's  paft  is  prologue  ;  what  to  come. 
In  yours  and  my  difcharge. 

See.  What  fluff  is  this  ? — ^How  fay  you  ? 
Tis  true,  my  brother's  daughter's  queen  of  Tuni^  > 
So  is  flie  heir  of  Naples  j  'twixt  which  regions 
There  is  fome  fpace. 

Ant.  a  fpace  whofc  every  cubit 
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Seems  to  cry  out,  Hozvjhall  that  Claribel 

Mtafure  us  back  to  Naples  •*— -Keep  in  Tunis, 

And  let  Sebaflian  wake  ! — Say,  this  were  death 

That  now  hath  feiz'd  them ;  why,  they  were  no  worfe 

Than  now  they  are  l  There  be,  that  can  rule  Naples, 

As  well  as  he  that  fleeps ;  lords,  that  can  prate 

As  amply,  and  unnecefTarily, 

As  this  Gonzalo  ;  I  myfelf  could  make 

A  chough  of  as  deep  chat.    O,  that  you  bore 

The  mind  that  I  do !  what  a  ileep  were  this 

For  yonr  advancement !  Do  you  underfland  me  ? 

See.  Methinks,  I  do. 

AsT.  And  how  does  yoiir  content 
Tender  your  own  good  fortune  ? 

See.  I  remember. 
You  did  fupplant  your  brother  Pi*ofpero* 

Ant;,  True : 
And,  look,  how  well  my  garrtients  fit  upon  ine  } 
Much  feater  than  before  :  My  brother's  fervants 
Were  then  my  fellows,  now  they  are  my  men. 

See.  But,  for  your  confcieftce-*- 

Ant.  Ay,  Sir  j  trhere  lies  that  ?  if  it  were  a  kybe^ 
Twould  put  me  to  my  flipper ;  But  I  feel  not 
This  deity  in  my  bofom :  twenty  confciences. 
That  Hand  'twixt  me  and  Milan,  candy'd  be  they, 
And  melt,  ere  they  moleil !  Here  lies  your  brother, 
No  better  than  the  earth  he  lies  upon. 
If  he  were  that  which  now  he's  like  ;  whom  I, 
With  this  obedient  fteel,  three  inches  of  it, 
Can  lay  to  bed  for  ever :  whiles  you,  doing  thus. 
To  the  perpetual  wink  for  aye  might  put 
This  ancient  morfel,  this  fir  Prudence,  who 
Should  not  upbraid  our  courfe.    For  all  the  reft. 
Vox.  L  G 
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They'll  take  fuggeftion,  as  a  cat  laps  milk ; 
They'll  tell  the  clock  to  any  bufinefs  that 
We  fay  befits  the  hour. 

See.  Thy  cafe,  dear  friend. 
Shall  be  my  precedent ;  as  thou  got'ft  Milan, 
ril  come  by  .Naples.     Draw  thy  fword  :  one  ftrokq 
Shall  free  thee  from  the  tribute  which  thou  pay'ft ; 
And  I  the  king  fhall  love  thee. 

Ant.  Draw  together ; 
And  when  I  rear  my  hand,  do  you  the  like 
To  fall  it  on  Gonzalo. 

See.  O,  but  one  word.  IX^^y  co^^^fi  apart. 

Mujick.     Re-enter  Ariel  invifible. 
Ari.  My  mafter  through  his  art  fbrefees  the  danger 
That  thefe,  his  friends,  are  in ;  and  fends  me  forth^ 
(For  elfe  his  project  dies,)  to  keep  them  living. 

[Sings  in  Qonzalo^s  ear. 
While  you  here  dofnoring  lie, 
Open^efd  confpiracy 

His  time  dotb  take : 
If  of  life  you  keep  a  care  ^ 
Shake  offjlumher,  and  beware : 
Awake!  Awake! 
Ant.  Then  let  us  both  be  fudden. 
GoN.  Now,  good  angels,  preferve  the  king !  \Xbey  tvake. 
Alon.  Why,  how  now,  ho !    awake !   Why  are  you 
Wherefore  this  ghaftly  looking  ?  [drawn  ? 

GoN.  What's  the  matter  ? 
See.  Whiles  we  flood  here  fecuring  your  rcpofe. 
Even  ngw,  we  heard  a  hollow  burfl  of  bellowing 
Like  bulls,  or  rather  lions ;  did  it  not  wake  you  ? 
It  flruck  mine  ear  mofl  terribly^ 
Alon^.  I  heard  Clothing, 
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Ant.  O,  'twas  a  din  to  fright  a  monfter's  ear ; 
To  make  an  earthquake !  fure,  it  was  the  roar 
Of  a  whole  herd  of  lions. 

Alon.  Heard  you  this,  Gk)nzalo  ? 

GoN.  Upon  mine  honour,  fir,  I  heard  a  humming, 
And  that  a  ilrange  one  too,  which  did  awake  me : 
I  ihak'd  you,  fir,  and  cry*d ;  as  mine  eyes  open'd, 
I  (aw  their  weapons  drawn  : — ^there  was  a  noife. 
That's  verity  :  'Beft  (land  upon  our  guard ; 
Or  that  we  quit  this  place :  let's  draw  our  weapons. 

Alon.  Lead  off  this  ground ;  and  let's  make  further 
For  my  poor  fon.  [fearch 

GoN.  Heaven's  keep  him  from  thefe  beafis ! 
For  he  is,  fure,  i'  the  ifland* 

Alon.  Lead  away. 

Ari.  Profpero  my  lord  fliall  know  what  I  have  done : 

[Afide. 
So,  king,  go  fafely  on  to  feek  thy  fon.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.-^Anotber  part,  of  the  ijland. 
Ent£r  Caliban,  with  a  burden  of  wood, 
A  noife  of  thunder  beard. 
Cal.  All  the  infections  that  the  fun  fucks  up 
From,  bogs^  fens,  flats^  on  Profper  &11,  and  make  him 
By  inch-meal  a  difeafe  !  His  fpirits  hear  me, 
Aitd  yet  I  needs  muft  curfe.     But  they'll  nor^pinch. 
Fright  me  with  tirchin  Ihows,  pitch  me  i'  the  mire, 
Nor  lead  me,  like  a  fire-brand,  in  the  dark 
Out  of  my  way,  unlefs  he  bid  them ;  but 
For  every  trifle  are  they  fet  upon  me  : 
Sometime  like  apes,  that  moe  and  chatter  at  me. 
And  after,  bite  me  ;  then  like  hedge-hogs,  which 
Lie  tumbling  in-  my.  bare-fbot  way,  and  mount 
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Their  pricks  it  my  foot-fall ;  fometime  am  I 
All  wound  with  adders,  who,  with  cloven  tongue^, 
l)o  hifs  me  into  madnefs  : — ^Lo  !  now  !  lo  ! 

Efiter  TRiNcuLOi 
Here  cbmes  ai  fpirit  of  his  }  and  to  torment  noie^ 
For  bringing  wood  in  flbwly :  I'll  fall  flat  j 
Perchance,  he  wiU  not  mind  me^ 

l^RiN.  Here's  neither  bufti  nor  flirub,  to  bear  off  any 
weather  at  all,  and  another  ftorm  brewing;  I  hear  it 
fing  i'  the  wind:  yond*  fame  black  cloud,  yond'  huge 
one,  looks  like  a  foul  bumbard  that  would  fhed  his  li- 
quor* If  it  Ihould  thunder,  as  it  did  before,  I  know  not 
where  to  hide  my  head  j  ydnd'  fatme  cloud  cannot  choofe 
but  fall  by  pailfuls. — ^What  have  we  here  ?  a  man  or  i 
fijfh  ?  Dead  or  alive  ?  A  fifli :  he  fmelk  like  a  fifh;  a  ve- 
ry aficient  and  fifb-like  fmellj  a  kincl  of,  not  of  the 
neweft.  Poor- John.  A  ftrange  fiih !  Were  I  in  England 
now  (ad  once  I  was)^  and  had  but  this  fifh  painted,^  not 
a  holiday  fool  there  but  would  give  a  piece  of  filver : 
there  would  this  monfter  make  a  man ;  any  ftrange 
beaft  the*e  makes  a  man :  when  they  will  not  give  a 
doit  to  relieve  a  lame  beggar,  they  will  lay  out  ten  to 
fee  a  dead  IrLdian.  Legg'd  hke  a  man }  and  his  fins 
like  arms  !  Warm,  &  my  troth  5  I  do  now  let  loofe  rcvf 
opinion,  hold  it  no  longer  y  this  is  no  fifli,  but  an  ifland^ 
er,  that  hath  lately  fuffer'd  by  a  thunder-bok.  [Thunder.'] 
Alas  I  the  ftoriti  is  come  again  :  my  beft  way  is  to  creep 
under  his  gaberdine  ^  there  is  Ho  other  fhelter  herea- 
bout :  Mifery  acquaints  ii  man  with  ftrange  bedfellows  : 
I  will  here  ftiroud,  till  the  dregs  of  the  ftorm  be  paft* 
Etaer  Stephano^  finging  ;  a  bottle  in  bis  band. 

Stes  I  Jball  no  more  tofea^  tofea^ 

Herejball  I  dye  Orfhoreir^ 
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TTiis  is  a  very  fcurvy  tune  to  ling  at  a  inan's  funeral : 
Well,  here's  my  comfort.  [JDrinh^ 

He  mqfler^  tbejwabber^  the  boat/wain^  and  /, 
Tbegunntr^  and  bis  mate, 

Lo^d  Mall,  Meg^  and  Marian,  and  Margery^ 
But  none  of  us  car^dfor  Kate : 
For  fife  bad  a  tongue  witb  a  tang. 
Would  cry  to  a  Jailor^  Go,  hang : 

She  Imfd  not  tbe  favour  of  tar  UQr  ofpitcb. 
Yet  a  tailor  might  fcratcb  ber  wbere-^erfhe  did  itch : 

Then  tofea,  boys^  and  let  her  go  bang. 
This  is  a  fcurvy  tune  too :  but  here's  rpy  comfort. 

{Drinks. 

Cal.  Do  not  torment  me:  O! 

SfE.  What's  the  matter  ?  Have  we  devils  here  ?  Do 
you  put  tricks  upon  us  with  favages,  and  men  of  Inde  ? 
Ha!  I  have  not  'fcap'd  drowning,  to  be  afeard  now  of 
your  four  legs ;  for  it  hath  been  faid,  As  proper  a  man 
as  ever  went  on  four  legs,  cannot  make  him  give  ground; 
and  it  fliall  be  faid  fo  again,  while  Stephana  breathes  at 
noftrils, 

Cii.  The  fpirit  torments  me:  O ! 

Sn.  This  is  fome  monfter  of  the  ifle,  with  four  legs  j 
^bo  hath  got,  as  I  take  it,  an  ague  :  Where  the  devil 
fiiould  he  learn  our  language  ?  I  will  give  him  fome  rcr 
W, ifit  be  but  for  that:  If  I  can  recover  him,  ^d 
keep  him  tame,  and  get  to  Naples  with  him,  he's  a  pre- 
fent  for  any  emperor  that  ever  trod  on  neat's-leather, 

Cal.  Do  not  torment  me,  pry'thee  ; 
111  bring  my  wood  home  fafter, 

Sti.  He's  in  his  fit  now ;  and  does  not  talk  after  the 
^eft.  He  fliall  tafte  of  my  bottle :  if  he  have  never 
dnint  wine  afore,  it  will  go  jiear  to  remove  bis  fit ;  if 
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I  can  recover  him,  and  keep  him  tame,  I  will  not  take 
too  much  for  him ;  he  fhall  pay  for  him  that  hath  him, 
and  that<fomidly. 

Cjl.  Thou  doft  me  yet  but  Kttle  hurt;  thou  wilt 
Anon,  I  know  it  by  thy  trembling : 
Now  Profper  works  upon  thee. 

Ste.  Come  on  your  ways  ;  open  your  mouth ;  here  is 
that  which  will  give  language  to  you,  cat ;  open  your 
mouth :  this  will  (hake  your  Ihaking,  I  can  tell  you, 
and  that  foundly :  you  cannot  tell  who's  your  friend  ; 
open  your  chaps  again. 

Tjr/jv.  I  fliould  know  that  voice :  It  fliould  be — But 
he  is  drown'd ;  and  thefe  are  devils :  O  !  defend  me  ! — 

STEn  Four  legs,  and  two  voices  ;  a  moft  deUcate  mon- 
fter!  His  forward  voice  now  is  to  fpeak  well  of  his 
friend ;  his  backward  voice  is  to  utter  foul  fpeechcs, 
and  to  detrad.  If  all  the  wine  in  my  bottle  will  reco- 
ver him,  I  will  help  his  ague  :  Come,.  Amen !  I  will 
pour  fome  in  thy  other  mouth, 

STjR/at.  Stephano, — 

Ste.  Doth  thy  other  mouth  call  me?  Mercy !  mercy! 
This  is  a  devil,  and  no  monller:  I  will  leave  him;  I  have 
no  long  fpoon. 

3R/iv.  Stephano ! — if  thou  beeft  Stephano,  touch  me, 
and  fpeak  to  me ;  for  I  amTrinculo  j-*— be  notafeard,— 
thy  good  friend  Trinculo, 

Ste.  If  thou  beeft  Trinculo,  come  forth ;  m  pull 
thee  by  the  lefler  legs :  if  any  be  Trinculo's  legs,  thefe 
are  they.  Thou  art  very  Trincxilo,  indeed :  How  cam'ft 
thou  to  be  the  liege  of  this  moon*calf  ?  Can  he  vent 
Trinculos  ? 

7*RiN.  I  took  him  to  be  kilPd  with  a  thunder-ftroke  ; 
^•^5ut  art  thou  iiot  drown'd,  Stephano?  I  hope  now^ 
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thon  art  not  drown'd.  Is  the  ilorm  over- blown  ?  I  hid 
oeimder  the  dead  moon-calf 's  gaberdine,  for  fear  of 
the  ftorm  :  And  art  thou  living,  Stephano  ?  O  Sjtephano, 
rwo  Neapolitans  Tcap'd ! 

Stb.  Pr'ythee,'  do  not  turn  me  about ;  my  ftomach  is 
fiot  conflant. 

Cal.  Thefe  be  fine  things,  an  if  they  be  not  fprites. 
That's  a  brave  god,  and  bears  celeftial  liquor : 
I  will  kneel  to  him. 

Sts.  Hovr  did'ft  thou  Tcape  ?  How  cam'ft  thou  hither? 
fwcar  by  tliis  bottle,  how  thou  cam'ft  hither.  I  efcap'd 
upon  a  butt  of  fack,  which  the  failors  heav'd  over-board, 
by  this  bottle !  which  I  made  of  the  bark  of  a  tree,  with 
mine  own  hands,  fince  I  was  caft  a-fliore. 

Cal.  m  fwear,  upon  that  bottle,  to  be  thy  true  fub- 
jcd;  for  tiie  liquor  is  not  earthly. 
Ste.  Here  ;  fwear  then  how  thou  efcap'dft. 
TsLiK.  Swam  a-fhore,  man,  like  a  duck ;  I  can  fwim 
like  a  duck«  111  be  fworn, 

Sts.  Here,  kifs  the  book :   Though  thou  canft  fwim 
&ea  duck,  thou  art  made  like  a  goofe. 
7i/jv.  O  Stephano,  haft  any  more  of  this  ? 
i'r^.  The. whole  butt,  man  ;  my  cellar  is  in  a  rock  by 
Ae  fea-fide,  where  my  wine  is  hid.     How  now,  moon- 
calf? how  does  thine  ague  ? 
Cal.  Haft  thou  not  dropp'd  from  heaven  ? 
Srs.  Out  o'  the  moon,  I  do  aflure  thee :   I  was  the 
man  in  the  moon,  when  time  was, 

Cal.  I  have  feen  thee  in  her,  and  I  do  adore  thee  : 
My  miftrefs  fhew'd  me  thee,  thy  dog,  and  bufh, 

Ste.  Come,  fwear  to  that ;  kifs  the  book :  I  will  fur^ 
nifh  it  anon  with  new  contents  :  fwear. 
fRiN.  By  this  good  light,  this  isV  very  (hallow  mon* 
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fter  :_-T.  afeard  of  him  ? — ^,  very  weak  monfter :-— The 
man  i'  the  moon  ?— a  moil  poor  credulous  mpnfter  :— r- 
Well  drawn,  monfter,  in  good  footh, 

Cal.  FU  ftiew  the  every  fertile  inch  o'  the  iiland ; 
And  kifs  thj  fpot ;  I  pr'ythe^  be  my  god- 

^Trin.  By  this  light,  a  moft  perfidious  and  drunken 
njtoni^er  ;  when  hi?  god's  afleep,  he'll  rob  hi§  bpttle, 

Cjl.  rij  kifs  thy  foot :  Til  fwpar  myfelf  thy  fubjed:. 

Ste.  Come  on  then ;  down,  and  fwear, 

"Trin.  I  fliall  laugh  myfelf  to  death  at  this  puppy- 
Jie^ded' monfter  ;  A  moft  fcuryy  monfter]  T could  find 
in  my  heart  to  beat  hiip,-^- 

St^.  Come,  kifs- 

"Trin.  — ^but  that  th$  pqor  mpnfter 's  in  drink :  An 
abpmin^ble  xnpnft^r  !  [berries  ; 

Cjl.  I'll  ftiew  thee  the  beft  fprings ;  I'll  pluck  the^ 
I'll  fifli  for  thee,  and  get  thee  wood  enoug}i, 
A  plague  upon  the  l:yr?int  that  I  ferve ! 
I'll  bear  him  no  more  (licks,  but  follow  thee. 
Thpu  wpnd'iious  man. 

T'rin.  a  moft  ridiculpus  jnonft^r ;  tp  make  a  wonder 
of  a  poor  drunkard. 

Cal.  I  pr'ythee,  let  me  bring  thee  y^here  crabs  grow ; 
And  I  with  ijiy  Ipng  nails  will  dig  thee  pig-nuts ; 
Shew  thee  a  jay's  neft,  and  inftrudl  thee  how 
To  fnare  the  nimble  jnarmozet ;  I'll  bring  thee 
To  cluft'ring  filbQrds,  and  fometimes  I'll  get  thee 
Young  fea-mells  from  the  rock ;  Wilt  thou  go  with  me? 

Ste.  I  pr?ythee  now,  lead  the  way,  without  any  more 
talking. — ^Trinculp,  the  king  and  all  our  company  elfe 
Ijeing  drov^n'd,  we  will  inherit  here.— Here  ;  bear  my 
bottle.     Fellow  Trinculo,  we'll  fill  him  by  and  by  again. 

C41*,  Ffltewell mq^ersfarc^velij/arcwell.  [Sin^sdrunkcnly. 
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CjiL.  No  more  dams  PU  make  for  fijh  ; 
Uor  fetch  in  firing 
M  requiring^ 
Norfcrape  trencbering^  nor  wq/h  cSfb  ; 
*Ban  ^Ban^  Ca — Caliban, 
Has  ^  new  mqfter — Get  a  new  man. 
Freedom,  hey-dey !  hey-day,  freedom !  freedom,  hey- 
day, freedom ! 

Srs^  O  brave  monfter  !  lead  the  way.'  [Exeunt. 

Acr  III 

SCENE  I.  Before  Prospsro's  CelL 
Enter  FbrdinanDj  bearing  a  log. 

Tbr.  There  be  fome  fports  are  painful;  but  their  labour 
Delight  in  them  fets  oflf :  fome  kinds  of  bafenefs 
Are  nobly  undergone  ;  and  moft  poor  matters 
Point  to  rich  ends.     This  my  mean  taik  would  be 
As  heavy  to  me,  a$  -ti^  odious ;  but 
The  miftrefs,  which  I  ferve,  quickens  what's  dead. 
And  makes  my  labours  pleafures  :  O,  fhe  is 
Ten  times  more  gentle,  than  her  father's  crabbed ; 
And  he's  compos'd  of  harfhnefs.     I  muft  remove 
Some  thoufands  of  thefe  logs,  and  pile  them  up. 
Upon  a  fore  injundion :  My  fweet  miftrefs 
Weeps  when  flie  fees  me  work ;  and  fays,  fuch  bafenefs 
Had  ne'er  like  executor.     I  forget : 
But  thefe  fweet  thoughts  do  even  refrefli  my  labours ; 
Moft  bufy-lefs,  when  I  do  it. 

Enter  Miranda;  and  Prospero  at  a  dijlance. 

MiRA.  Alas,  now!  pray  you, 
>Vork  not  fq  hard ;  \  would,  the  lightning  had 
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Burnt  up  thofe  logs,  that  you  are  enjoin'd  to  pile! 
Pray,  fet  it  down,  and  reft  you :  when  this  bums, 
'Twill  weep  for  having  weary'd  you :  My  father 
Is  hard  at  ftudy ;  pray  now,  jreft  yourfelf ; 
He's  fafe  for  thefe  three  hours. 

Fer.  O  moft  dear  miftrefs, 
The  fun  will  fet,  before  I  fliall  difcharge 
What  I  muft  ftrive  to  do. 

MiRA.  If  you'll  fit  down, 
rU  bear  your  logs  the  whHe :  Pray,  give  me  that ; 
I'll  carry  it  to  the  pile. 

Fer.  No,  precious  creature  : 
I  had  rather  crack  my  finews,  break  my  back, 
Than  you  fhould  fuch  difhonour  undergo. 
While  I  fit  lazy  by. 

MiRA.  It  would  become  me 
As  well  as  it  does  you  :  and  I  fhould  do  it 
With  much  more  eafe ;  for  my  good  will  is  to  it,* 
And  yours  againft. 

Pro.  Poor  worm  !  thou  art  infeded ; 
This  vifitation  fhews  it. 

MiRA.  You  look  wearily. 

Fbr.  No,  noble  miftrefs ;  'tis  frefh  morning  with  me. 
When  you  are  by  at  night.    •!  do  befeech  you, 
(Chiefly,  that  I  might  fet  it  in  my  prayers,) 
What  is  your  name  ? 

MiRA.  Miranda  : — O  my  father, 
I  have  broke  your  heft  to  fay  fo ! 

Fer.  Admir'd  Miranda ! 
Indeed,  the  top  of  admiration  ;  worth 
What's  deareft  to  the  world !  Full  many  a  lady 
I  have  ey'd  with  beft  regard ;  and  many  a  time 
The  harmony  of  their  tongues  bath  into  bondage 
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Brought  my  too  diligent  car :  for  feveral  virtues 
Have  I  lik'd  feveral  women  ;  never  any 
With  fo  full  foul,  but  fome  defed  in  her 
Did  quarrel  with  the  nobleft  grace  flie  ow'd, 
And  put  it  to  the  foil :  But  yau,  O  you, 
So  perfect,  and  fo  peerlefs,  are  created 
Of  every  creature's  beft. 
MiSLA.  I  do  not  know 
One  of  my  fcx ;  no  woman's  face  remember. 
Save,  from  my  glafs,  mine  own ;  nor  have  I  fcen 
More  that  I  may  call  men,  than  you,  good  friend. 
And  my  dear  father :  how  features  are  abroad, 
I  am  i^ll-lefs  of;  but,  by  my  modefty, 
(The  jewel  in  my  dower,)  I  would  not  wi0i 
Any  companion  in  the  world  but  you ; 

Nor  can  imagination  form  a  ihape, 

Beiides  yourfelf,  to  like  of:  But  I  prattle 

Something  too  wildly,  and  my  father's  precepts 

Therein  forget, 
Fbk.  I  am,  in  my  condition, 

A  prince,  Miranda ;  I  do  think,  a  king  ; 

(I  would,  not  fo !)  and  would  no  more  endure 

This  wooden  flavery,  than  I  would  fuffer 

The  fle(h-fly  blow  my  mouth. — Hear  my  foul  fpeak;— 

The  very  inflant  that  I  faw  you,  did 

My  heart  fly  to  your  fervice  ;  there  refides. 

To  make  me  Have  to  it ;  and,  for  your  fake. 

Am  I  this  patient  log-man. 
MiRj.  Do  you  love  me  ? 
Fer.  O  heaven,  O  earth,  bear  witnefs  to  this  found. 

And  crown  what  I  profefs  with  kind  event, 

If  I  fpeak  true ;  if  hollowly,  invert 

WJwt  beft  is  boddcd  me,  to  mifchief !  I, 


44  TEMPEST. 

Beyond  all  limit  of  what  elfe  i*  the  world. 
Do  love,  prize,  honour  you. 

MfRA.  I  am  a  fool. 
To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  o£ 

Pro.  Fair  encounter 
Of  two  moll  rare  afFedtions  !  Heavens  rain  grace 
On  that  which  breeds  .between  them  ! 

Fer.  Wherefore  weep  you  ? 

MiRA.  At  mine  unworthinefs,  that  dare  not  offer 
What  I  delire  to  give  ;  and  much  lefs  take, 
What  I  fhall  die  to  want :  But  this  is  trifling ; 
And  all  the  more  it  feeks  to  hide  itfelf. 
The  bigger  bulk  it  fhews.     Hence,  bafhful  cunning  I 
And  prompt  me,  plain  and  holy  innocence  ! 
I  am  your  wife,  if  you  will  marry  me  ; 
If  not,  I'll  die  your  maid :  to  be  your  fellow 
You  may  deny  me  ;  but  PU  be  your  fervant, 
Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Fer.  My  miflrefs,  deareft, 
And  I  thus  humble  ever. 

MiRA.  My  hufband  then  ? 

Fer.  Ay,  with  a  heart  as  willing 
As  bondage  e'er  qf  freedom :  here's  my  hand.        [well, 

MiRA.  And  mine,  with  my  heart  in't :  And  now  fare- 
Till  half  an  hour  hence. 

Fer.  a  thoufand  !  thoufand !     [Exeunt  Fer.  and  Mir^ 

Pro.  So  gl^4  of  ^l^s  ^s  they,  I  cannot  be, 
Who  are  furpriz'd  with  all ;  but  my  rejoicing 
At  nothing  can  be  more.     I'll  to  my  book ; 
For  yet,  ere  fupper  time,  muft  I  perfonn 
Much  bufinefs  appertaining,  lExit. 
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SCENE  11.  Another  part  of  the  ijkmd. 
Eater  Stephano  and  TkiNCULo;  Caliban  foUowing 

with  a  bottle. 
Ste.  Tell  not  me;— when  the  butt  is  out,  we  will 
drink  water  ;  not  a  drop  before  :  thcrefprc  bear  up,  and 
boaid'em  :  Servant-monfler,  drink  to  me^ 

l^EiN.  Servant-monfter  ?  the  folly  of  this  ifland  !  They 
liy,  there's  but  five  upon  this  ifle :  we  are  three  of  them; 
if  the  other  two  be  brain'd  like  us,  the  ftate  totters. 

Ste.  Drink,  fervant-monfter,  when  I  bid  thee ;  thy 
eyes  are  almoft  fet  in  thy  head. 

Tji/jvr.  Where  ihould  they  be  fet  elfe  ?  he  were  a  brave 
monfter  indeed,  if  they  were  fet  in  his  tail. 

Srs.  My  man-monfler  hath  drown*d  his  tongue  in 
lack  :  for  my  part,  the  fea  cannot  drown  me  :  I  fwam, 
ere  I  could  recover  the  fliore,  five-and-thirty  leagues,  off 
and  on,  by  this  Ught.— Thou  fhalt  be  my  Ueutenaiit, 
monfter,  or  my  flandard. 
T'ein.  Your  lieutenant,  if  yOu  lift  ;  he^s  no  ftandard. 
Ste.  We'll  not  run,  monfieur  monfter. 
Tit/iv.  Nor  go  neither  :  but  you'll  he,  like  dogs ;  and 
yet  fay  nothing  neither. 

Ste.  Moon-calf,  fpeak  once  in  thy  life,  if  thou  beeft 
a  good  moon-calf 

Cal.  How  does  thy  honour  ?  Let  me  lick  thy  flioe ; 
m  not  ferve  him,  he  is  not  valiant- 

7i/iv.  Thou  lieft,  moft  ignorant  monfter;  I  am  in  cafe 
to  juftle  a  conftable :  Why,  thou  debofti'd  fifh  thou,  was 
there  ever  man  a  coward,  that  hath  drun^  fo  much  fack 
as  I  to-day  ?  Wilt  thou  tell  a  monftrous  He,  being  but 
half  a  fifh,  and  half  a  monfter  ? 
Cal.  Lo,  how  he  mocks  me !  wilt  thou  let  him,  my  lord  I 
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Tkijv:.  Lord,  quoth  be !-— that  a  monfter  ihould  be 
fuch  a  natural ! 

Cal.  Lo,  lo,  again !  bite  him  to  deaths  I  pr'jrthee, 

Ste.  Trinculo,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  your  head  ;  if" 
you  prove  a  mutineer,  the  next  tree — ^The  poor  mon- 
fter's  my  fubjed,  and  he  Ihall  not  fuflfer  indignity. 

Cal.  I  thank  my  noble  lord.   Wilt  thou  be  pleas'd 
To  hearken  once  again  the  fuit  I  made  thee  ? 
'  Stb.  Marry  will  I :  kneel,  and  repeat  it  j  I  will  (land, 
and  fo  fhall  Trinculo. 

Enter  Ariel^  mvifibk. 

Cal.  As  I  told  thee 
Before,  I  am  fubjed:  to  a  tyrant ; 
A  forcerer,  that  by  his  cunning  hath 
Cheated  me  of  the  ifland* 

Aki.  Thou  lieft. 

Cal.  Thou  lieft,  thou  jefting  monkey;  thou ; 
I  Would,  my  valiant  mafter  would  deftroy  thee : 
I  do  not  he. 

Ste.  Trinculo,  if  you  trouble  him  any  more  in  his 
tale,  by  this  hand,  I  will  fupplant  fome  of  your  teeth. 

Tlkin. .Why,  I  faid  nothing. 

Ste.  Mum  then,and  no  more — [7i  Caliban.']  Proceed* 

Cal.  I  fay,  by  forcery  he  got  this  ifle ; 
From  me  he  got  it.     If  thy  greatnefs  will 
Revenge  it  on  him — ^for,  I  know,  thou  dar'ft ; 
But  this  thing  dare  not.  * 

Ste.  That's  moft  certain. 

Cal.  Thou  fhalt  be  lord  of  it,  and  PU  ferve  thee* 

Ste.  How  now  fhall  this  be  compafs'd  ?  Canft  thou 
bring  me  to  the  party  ? 

Cal.  Yea,  yea,  my  lord ;  PU  yield  him  thee  afleep^ 
Where  thou  may'it  knock  a  nail  into  his  head« 
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jfRU  Thou  lieft,  thou  canft  not« 
Cjl.  What  a  py'd  ninny's  this?  Thou  fcurvy  patch!-*. 
I  do  befeech  thy  greatneis,  give  him  blows. 
And  take  his  bottle  from  him:  when  that's  gone, 
He  fhall  drink  nought  but  brine ;  for  Til  not  fhew  him 
Where  the  quick  fireihes  are. 

Sts,  Trinculo,  run  into  no  further  danger :  interrupt 
the  moniler  one  word  further,  and,  by  this  hand,  Pll 
turn  my  mercy  out  of  doors,  and  make  a  ilock-fifli  of 
thee. 

T'rin.  Why,  what  did  I  ?  I  did  nothing ;  Pll  go  fur- 
ther oflf. 
Stb.  Didft  thou  not  fay,  he  lied  ? 
Ari.  Thou  HcfL 

Sts.  Do  I  fo  ?  take  thou  that,  [strikes  bimJ]  As  you 
like  this,  give  me  the^  lie  another  time. 

Tjt/jv.  I  did  not  give  the  lie : — Out  o'  your  wits,  and 
hearing  too  ?         A.  pox  o'  your  bottle!  this  can  fack, 
and  drinking  do.—^  murrain  on  your  monfter,  and  the 
devil  take  your  fingers ! 
Cal.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Ste.  Now,  forward  with  your  tale.  Pr'ythee  ftand  fur- 
ther off. 

Cal.  Beat  him  enough :  after  a  little  time,  t 

m  beat  him  too. 
Ste.  Stand  further. — Come,  proceed. 
Cal.  Why,  as  I  told  thee,  'tis  a  cuftom  with  him 
P  the  afternoon  to  fleep  :  there  thou  may-ft  brain  him, 
Having  firft  feiz'd  his  books  ;  or  with  a  log 
Batter  his  ikull,  or  paunch  him  with  a  flake, 
Or  cut  his  wezand  with  thy  knife :  Remember^ 
Firft  to  poflefs  his  books  ;  for  without  them 
He's  but  J^.fot,  as  I  ^m,  nor  hath  not 
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One  fpirit  to  command :  They  all  do  hate  hint. 

As  rOotedly  as  I :  Bum  but  his  books ; 

He  has  brave  utenfils,  (for  fo  he  calls  them,) 

Which,  when  he  has  a  houfe,  he'll  deck  withal. 

And  that  moil  deeply  to  conlider,  is 

The  beauty  of  his  daughter ;  he  himfelf 

Galls  her  a  non^pareil :  I  ne'er  faw  woman  ^ 

But  only  Sycorax  my  dam,  and  (he ; 

But  (he  as  far  furpafleth  Sycorax, 

As  greatefl  does  lead. 

Sts.  Is  it  fo  brave  a  lafs  ? 

Cjl.  Ay,  lord ;  (he  will  become  thy  bed,  I  warranty 
And  bring  thee  forth  brave  brood. 

Sts.  Monfter,  I  will  kill  this  man :  his  daughter  and 
I  will  be  king  and  queen ;  (fave  our  graces !)  and  Trin- 
culo  and  thyfelf  fhall  be  vice-roys  :«^Doft  thou  like  the 
plot,  Trinculo  ? 

7'rin.  Excellent- 

Stb.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  I  am  forry  I  beat  thee :  btic^ 
while  thou  liv'ft,  keep  a  good  tongue  in  thy  head. 

Cal.  Within  this  half  hour  will  he  be^afkep ; 
Wilt  thou  deftroy  him  then  ? 

Ste.  Ay,  on  mine  honour. 

^Ri.  This  will  I  tell  my  niafter. 

Cal.  Thou  mak'ft  me  merry :  I  am  full  of  pleafure  j 
Let  us  be  jocund  i  Will  you  troll  the  catch 
You  taught  me  but  while-ere  ? 

Ste.  At  thy  requeft,  monfter ,^  I  will  do  reafdn,  any 
reafon :  Come  on,  Trinculo,  let  us  fing#  ISin^s. 

Flout  ^em^  andjkout  *em  ;  andjkout  ^em^  and  flout  *em  ; 

T!bougbt  is  free. 

Cal.  That's  not  the  tune. 

[Ariel  plays  the  tune  on  a  tabor  and  pipe. 
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Ste.  What  is  this  fame  ? 

I'm  IN.  This  is  the  tune  of  our  catch,  played  by  the 
pidure  of  No-body. 

Ste.  If  thou  beeft  a  man,  (how  thyfelf  in  thy  hke- 
nefs :  if  thou  befeft  a  devil,  take't  as  thou  lift. 

Trix.  O,  forgive  me  my  fins  f 

Ste.  He  that  dies,  pays  all  debts  :  I  defy  thee  J— . 
Mercy  upon  us ! 

CjiL.  Art  thou  afeard  ? 

Ste.  No,  monfter,  not  I; 

Cjl.  Be  not  afeard;  the  ille  is  full  of  nolfes, 
Sounds,  and  fweet  a^rs,  that  give  delight,  and  hurt  not^ 
Sometimes  a  thoufapd  twangling  inftruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  ears  ;  and  fometime  voices, 
That,  if  I  then  had  Wak'd  after  long  fleep, 
Will  make  me  (lecp^again :  and  then,  in  dreaming. 
The  clouds,  methought,  would  open,  and  (hew  riches 
Ready  to  drop  upon  me ;  that,  when  I  wak'd, 
I  cry^d  to  dream  agaiiii 

Stx.  This  will  prove  i  brave  kingdom  to  me, 
Where  I  (hall  have  my  mufic  for  nothing. 

Cjl.  When  Profjiero  is  deftrpy'd. 

Ste.  That  fliall  be  by  and  by :  I  remember  the  ftory. 

T'jt/AT.  The  found  ii  going  away :  let's  follow  it,  and 
after,  do  our  work; 

Ste.  Lead,  monfter  j  ^e*ll  follow.— ^I  would,  I  could 
ik  this  taborer  :  he  lays  it  on. 

Tejn.  Wilt  come  ?  HI  follow,  Stephano.  [Exeunt. 

- 

SCENE  IIL  Jnotber  part  (if  the  ifland. 
huer  Alonso,  Sebastian,  Antonio,  Gonzalo^ 

Adrian,  Francisco,  and  others. 
GoN.  ByV  la'kin,  I  can  go  no  further,  Sir ; 
Vol.  I.  D 
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My  old  bones  ache  :  here's  a  maze  trod,  indeed. 
Through  forth-rights,  and  meanders !  by  ypur  patience, 
I  needs  muft  reft  me. 

>Alon.  Old  lord,  I  cannot  blame  thee. 
Who  am  myfelf  attached  with  wearinefs. 
To  the  duUing'of  my  fpirits :  fit  down,  and  reft. 
Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  hope,  and  keep  it 
No  longer  for  my  flatterer :  he  is  drown'd, 
Whom  thus  we  ftray  to  find ;  and  the  fea  mocks 
Our  fruftrate  fearch  on  land  :  Well,  let  him  go. 

Ant.  I  am  right  glad  that  he's  fo  out  of  hope. 

[Afide  to  Sebastian. 
Do  not,  for  one  repulfe,  forego  the  purpofe 
That  you  refolv'd  to  efFed. 

See.  The  next  advantage 
Will  we  take  thoroughly. 

Ant.  Let  it  be  to-night ; 
For,  now  they  are  opprefs'd  with  travel,  they 
Will  not,  nor  cannot,  ufe  fuch  vigilance, 
As  when  they  are  frefli. 

See.  I  fay,  to-night :  no  more. 
Solemn  and Ji range  mujick  ;  and  Prospero  aiove^  invifibl^. 

Enter  feveraljirange  Shapes,  bringing  in  a  banquet ;  tbey 

dance  about  it  with  gentle  aBions  of  falutation ;  and^  in-- 

siting  the  king,  l^c.  to  eat,  they  depart. 

Alon.  What  harmony  is  this  ?  my  good  friends,  hark ! 

GoN.  Marvellous  fweet  mufick !  [thefe  ? 

Alon  J  Give  us  kind  keepers,  heavens  !    What  were 

See.  a  living  drollery  :  Now  I  will  believe. 
That  there  are  unicorns  ;  that,  in  Arabia 
There  is  one  tree,  the  phoenix'  throne  j  one  phoenix 
At  this  hour  reigning  there. 

Ant.  ril  believe  both  j 
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And  what  does  elfe  want  credit,  come  to  me. 

And  rU  be  fwom  'tis  true  :  Travellers  ne'er  did  lie, 

Though  fools  at  home  condemn  them. 

Goat.  If  in  Naples 
I  Ihould  report  this  now,  would  they  believe  me  ? 
If  I  fhould  fay,  I  faw  fuch  iflanders, 
(For,  certes,  thefe  are  people  of  the  ifland,) 
Who,  though  they  are  of  monftrous  fliape,  yet,  note, 
Their  manners  are  more  gentle-kind,  than  of 
Our  hiunan  generation  you  Ihall  find 
Many,  nay,  almoft  any. 

Pko.  Honeft  lord, 
TaoTi  haft  faid  well ;  for  fome  of  you  there  prefent, 
^\re  worfe  than  devils.  [^4fide, 

Alon.  I  cannot  too  much  mufe, 
3jch  ihapes,  fuch  gefture,  and  fuch  found,  expreffing 
Aithough  they  want  the  ufe  of  tongue,)  a  kind 
'^excellent  dumb  difcourfe. 
Pjio.  Praife  in  departing. 
T^AN.  They  vanifh'd  ftrangely. 

5fjj.  No  matter,  fince  [machs 

^ey  have  left  their  viands  behind ;  for  we  have  fto- 
^'lil't  pleafe  you  tafte  of  what  is  here  ? 
Alon.  Not  L 

Gojv.  Faith,  fir,  you  need  not  fear :  When  we  were  boys, 
^o  would  believe  that  there  were  mountaineers, 
Beror-lapp'd  like  bulls,  whofe  throats  had  hanging  at 

them 
Pallets  of  flefli  ?  or  that  there  were  fuch  men, 
,  ^'liofe  heads  ftood  in  their  breafts  ?  which  now  we  find, 
jf^h  putter-out  on  five  for  one,  will  bring  us 
1  '^'jod  warrant  of. 
AioN.  I  will  ftand  to,  and  feed, 

Dij 
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Although  my  laft :  no  matter,  fince  I  feel 

The  beft  is  paft  : — ^Bfother,  my  lord,  the  duke, 

Stand  too,  and  do  as  we. 

Thunder  and  lightning.     Enter  Ariel  like  a  harpy  ;  clapf 

bis  wings  upon  the  table,  and,  with  a  guaint  device,  the 

banquet  vanijhes. 

Ari.  You  are  three  men  of  fin,  whom  deftiny 
(That  hath  to  inftrument  this  lower  worlds 
And  what  is  in*t)  the  never  furfeited  fea 
Hath  caufed  to  belch  up ;  and  on  this  iiland 
Where  man  doth  not  inhabit ;  you  *mongft  men 
Being  moft  unfit  to  Jive.     I  have  made  you  mad ; 

[Seeing  Alon.  Sjss.  ^c.  draiv  their  /words 
And  even  with  fuch  like  valour,  men  hang  and  drown 
Their  proper  felves.     You  fools  !  I  aid  my  fellows 
Are  minifters  of  fate  ;  the  elements 
Of  whom  your  fwords  are  tempered,  may  as  well 
Wound  the  loud  winds,  or  with  bemock'd-at  ftabs 
Kill  the  flill^lofing  waters,  a^  diminifh 
One  dowle  that's  in  my  plume ;  my  fellow  minifters 
Are  like  invulnerable  :  if  you  could  hurt. 
Your  fwords  are  now  too  mafly  for  your  ftrengths. 
And willnot  be  uplifted r  But,  remember, 
(For  that's  my  bufinefs  to  you,)  that  you  three 
From  Milan  did  fupplant  good  Profpero  j 
Expos'd  unto  the  fea,  which  hath  requit  it. 
Him,  and  his  innocent  child :  for  which  foul  deed 
The  powers,  delaying,  not  forgetting,  have 
Incens'd  the  feas  and  fliores,  yea,  all  the  creatunes^ 
Againft  your  peace:  Thee,  of  thy  fon,  Alonfo, 
They  have  bereft ;  and  do  prwiounce  by  me. 
Lingering  perdition  (worfe  than  any  death 
Can  be  at  once,)  fliaU  ftep  by  ftep  attend 
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Yon,  and  your  ways ;  whofe  wraths  to  guard  you  from 
(WTiich  here,  in  this  moll  defolate  ifle,  elfe  falls 
L^pon  your  heads,)  is  nothing,  but  heart's  forrow. 
And  a  clear  life  enfuing. 
fir  vam/bes  in  thunder :  tben^  to/oft  mujick^  enter  the  Shapes 

agcin^  and  dance  with  mops  and  mowes^  and  carry  out  the 

table. 

Pro.  {^A/ide.l  Bravely  the  figure  of  this  harpy  haft  thou 
Perfbrm'd,  my  Ariel ;  a  grace  it  had,  devouring : 
Of  my  inftrudlion  haft  thou  nothing  'bated, 
In  what  thou  had'ft  to  fay :  fo,  with  good  life. 
And  obfervation  ftrange,  my  meaner  minifters 
Their  feveral  kinds  have  done:  my  high  charms  work. 
And  thefe,  mine  enemies,  are  all  knit  up] 
h  dieir  diftraftions :  they  now  are  in  my  power ; 
And  in  thefe  fits  I  leave  them,  whilft  I  vifit 
Young  Ferdinand  (whom  they  fuppofe  is  dirown'd,) 
And  his  and  my  lov'd  darling,  \^Exit  pROSPBRofrom  above. 

Gox.  T  the  name  of  fomething  holy,  fir,  why  ftand  you 
la  this  ftrange  ftare  ? 

Alon.  O,  it  is  monftrous !  monftrous ! 
Methought,  the  billows  fpoke,  and  told  me  of  it ; 
The  winds  did  fing  it  to  me  ;  and  the  thunder. 
That  deep  and  dreadful  organ-pipe,  pronounced 
The  name  of  Profper ;  it  did  bafs  my  trefpals. 
Therefore  my  fon  i'  the  ooze  is  bedded ;  and 
ni  feek  him  deeper  than  e'er  plummet  founded, 
And  with  him  there  lie  mudded,  lExit, 

5es.  But  one  fiend  at  a  time,. 
ni  fight  their  legions  o'er, 

iivr.  Ill  be  thy  fecond.  [Exeunt  Smb.  and  Ant. 

GoN.  All  three  of  them  are  defperate;  their  great  guilt, 
like  poifon  given  to  work  a  great  time  after, 

Diij 
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Now  *gins  to  bite  the  fpirits  : — ^I  do  befeech  you 
That 'are  of  fuppler  joints,  follow  them  fwiftly. 
And  hinder  them  from  what  this  ecftacy 
May  now  provoke  them  to. 

^/dri.  Follow,  I  pray  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACflV. 

SCENE  I.  Before  Prosperous  cell. 

Enter  Pros PEROf  Ferdinand  and  Miranda. 

Pro.  If  I  have  too  aufterely  punifli'd  you, 
Your  compenfation  makes  amends  ;  for  I 
Have  given  you  here  a  thread  of  mine  own  life, 
Or  that  for  which  I  live  ;  whom  once  again 
I  tender  to  thy  hand :  all  thy  vexations 
Were  but  my  trials  of  thy  love,  and  thou 
Haft  ftrangcly  ftood  the  teft :  here,  afore  Heaven, 
I  ratify  this  my  rich  gift.     O  Ferdinand, 
Do  not  fmile  at  me,  that  I  boaft  her  off. 
For  thou  fhalt  find  flie  will  outftrip  all  praife, 
And  make  it  halt  behind  her, 

Fer,  I  do  believe  it, 
Againft  an  oracle. 

Pro.  Then,  as  my  gift,  and  thine  own  acquifition 
Worthily  purchased,  take  my  daughter  :  But 
If  thou  doft  break  her  virgin  knot  before 
All  fandimonious  ceremonies  may 
With  full  and  holy  rite  be  minifter'd, 
No  fweet  afperfion  fhall.the  heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  contrad  grow ;  but  barren  hate, 
Sour-ey'd  difdain,  and  difcord,  fhall  beftrew 
The  union  of  you»  bed  with  weeds  fo  loathly. 
That  you  |haU  hate  it  both  ;  therefore,  taj^e  heed, 
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As  Hymen^s  lamps  fhall  light  you. 

Fer.  As  I  hope 
For  quiet  days,  fair  iflue,  and  long  life, 
With  fuch  love  as  'tis  now.;  the  murkieft  den, 
TTie  moil  opportune  place,  the  ftrong'ft  fuggeftioiw 
Our  worfer  Genius  can,  fhall  never  melt 
Mine  honour  into  luft  ;  to  take  away 
The  edge  of  that  day's  celebration. 
When  I  fhall  think,  or  Phoebus'  fleeds  are  founder'd^ 
Or  night  kept  chain'd  below. 

Pro.  Fairly  fpoke: 

Sit  then,  and  talk  with  her,  fhe  is  thine  own . 

What,  Ariel ;  my  induflrious  fervant  Ariel ! 

Enter  Ariel. 

Ari.  ^Vhat  would  my  potent  mafler  ?  here  I  am. 

Pro.  Thou  and  thy  meaner  fellows  your  lafl  fervicc 
Did  worthily  perform  ;  and  I  mufl  ufe  you 
In  fuch  another  trick  :  go^  bring  the  rabble, 
Qer  whom  I  give  thee  power,  here,  to  this  place ; 
Incite  them  to  quick  motion  ;  for  I  mufl 
Beflow  upon  the  eyes  of  this  yoimg  couple 
Some  vanity  of  mine  art ;  it  is  my  promife^ 
And  they  expe<5  it  from  me. 

Ari.  Prefently  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  with  a  twink, 

Ari.  Before  you  can  fay,  Comey  and  gOy 
And  breathe  twice  ;  and  cry,  So,  fo  ; 
Each  one,  tripping  on  his  toe. 
Will  be  here  with  mop  and  mowe ; 
Do  you  love  me,  mafler  ?  no. 

Pro.  Dearly,  my  delicate  Arid ;  Do  not  approacfa,! 
Till  thou  dofl  hear  me  call. 

Ari.  Well  I  conceivQ.  [Exit. 

D  iiij 


5^  TEMPBST. 

Pro.  Look,  thou  be  true ;  do  not  give  dalliance 
Too  much  the  rein ;  the  ftrongeft  oaths  are  fir^yr 
To  the  fire  i*  the  blood:  be  more  dbftemious, 
Or  elfe,  good  night,  your  vow  ! 

F9i^  I  warrant  you,  fir  ; 
The  white-cold  virgin  fiiow  ujlon  my  heart 
Abates  the  ardour  of  my  livfer. 

PmWell 

Now  come,  my  Ariel ;  bring  a  corollary^ 
Rather  than  want  a  fpirit ;  appear^  atid  pertly;—^ 
No  tongue ;  all  eyes ;  be  filent.  [Soft  uiujki^ 

A  Mafque.   Enter  Iris. 
Iris.  Ceres,  mod  bounteou?  lady,  thy  rich  leas. 
Of  wheat,  rye,  barley,  vetches,  oats,  and  peafe; 
iThy  turfy  mountains,  where  live  nibbling  (heep. 
And  flat  meads  thatch*d  with  ftover,  them  to  k?ep ; 
Thy  banks  with  peonied  and  lilied  brims, 
Which  fpungy  April  at  thy  h^ft  bet  rims,  [groves, 

To  make  cold  nymphs  chafte  crowns ;  and  thy  brbom 
Whofe  fhadow  the  difmifled  bachelor  loves. 
Being  lafs-lom ;  thy  pole-clipt  vineyard ; 
And  thy  fea-marge,  fl:eril,  and  rocky-hard, 
Where  thou  thyfelf  do'fl:  air  ;  The  queen  o'  the  Iky, 
Whofe  watery  arch,  and  meflenger,  am  I, 
Bids  thee  leave  thefe ;  and  with  her  fovereign  grace, 
Here  on  this  grafs-plot,  in  this  very  place. 
To  come  wid  fport :  her  peacocks  fly  amain ; 
Approach,  rich  Ceyes,  her  to  entertain,   • 

Enter  Ceres. 
Cer.  Hail,  manyrcolour'd  meflenger,  that  ne'eu 
Doft  difobey  the  wife  of  Jupiter  j 
Who,  with  thy  fafiron  wings,  upon  my  flowers 
jpigufeft  honey-drops,  refreftiing  fliowers  j 


TEMPEST.  |7 

And  with  each  end  of  thy  blue  boifr  doll  crown 
My  bofky  acres,  and  my  unihrubb'd  down, 
Rich  fcarf  to  my  proud  earth ;  Why  hath  thy  queers 
Summon'd  me  hither,  to  this  fhort-grafs'd  green  ? 

Iris.  A  contrail  of  true  love  to  celebrate ; 
And  feme  donation  freely  to  eftate 
On  the  blefs'd  lovers. 

Cer.  Tell  me,  heavenly  bow. 
If  Venus,  or  her  fon,  as  thou  doft  know. 
Do  now  attend  the  queen  ?  fince  they  did  plot 
The  means,  that  dufky  Dis  my  daughter  got, 
Her  and  her  blind  boy's  fcand&l'd  company 
I  have  fbrfwom. 

Iris.  Of  her  fociety 
Be  not  afraid :  I  met  her  deity 
Cutting  the  clouds  towards  Paphos ;  and  her  fon 
Dove-drawn  with  her :  here  thought  they  to  have  done 
Some  wanton  charm  upon  this  man  and  maid, 
Whofe  vows  are,  that  no  bed-rite  fliall  be  paid  / 

Till  Hymen's  torch  be  lighted  :  but  in  vain ; 
Mars's  hot  minion  is  retum'd  again ; 
Her  wafpi(h*-headed  fon  ha^  broke  his  arrows, 
Swears  he  will  fhoot  no  more,  but  play  with  fparrows. 
And  be  a  boy  right  out. 

Cer.  Higheft  queen  of  ftate,- 
Great  Juno  comes ;  I  know  her  by  her  gait. 

Enter  Juno. 
JuN.  Howdoes  my  bountieous  fifter?  Go  with  me, 
To  bleis  this  twain,  that  they  may  profperous  be, 
And  hono\ir'd  in  their  iffue. 

SONG. 
Juno.  Honour,  ricbesj  marriage-htefftng^ 
hong  continuance^  and  increafing^ 


Hourly  joys  heJliU  upon  you  ! 
yunojtngs  ber  bleffings  on  you. 
Cer.  Eartb^s  increafe^  andfoifon  plenty  ; 
BamSy  and  gamers  never  empty  ; 
Vines y  witb  clti/Pring  buncbes  growing  ; 
Plants^  imthgoodly  burden  boxving  ; 
Spring  come  to  you^  at  tbefartbejl^ 
In  tbe  very  end  ofbar^ejl ! 
Scarcity  y  and  want^JhaUJhun  you  ; 
Ceres^  blejjingfo  is  on  you. 
Fer.  This  is  a  moft  majeftic  vifion,  and 
Harmonious  charmingly  :  May  I  be  bold 
To  think  thefe  fpirits  ? 

Pro.  Spirits,  which  by  mine  art 
I  have  from  their  confines  call'd  to  ena<3: 
My  prefent  fancies.     . 

Fer.  Let  me  live  here  ever ; 
So  rare  a  wonder'd  father,  axid  a  wife, 
Make  this  place  Paradife. 

[Juno  and  Ceres  wbifper^  and  fend  Iris  on  employment. 1 
Pro.  Sweet  now,  filence  : 
Juno  and  Ceres  whifper  ferioufly ; 
There's  fomething  elfe  to  do :  hufh,  and  be  mute. 
Or  elfe  our  fpell  is  marr'd. 

/R/5.Younymphs,cairdNaiads,ofthewand'ringbrooks, 
With  your  fedg'd  crowns,  and  ever-harmlefs  looks. 
Leave  your  crifp  channels,  and  on  this  green  land 
Anfwer  your  fummons ;  Juno  does  command : 
Come,  temperate  nymphs,  and  help  to  celebrate 
A  contract  of  true  love ;  be  not  too  late. 

Enter  certain  Nympbs. 
You  fun-bum'd  ficklemen,  of  Auguft  weary. 
Come  hither  from  the  furrqw,  and  be  merry  i . 
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Make  holy-day :  your  rye-ftraw  hats  put  on, 

And  thefe  frefli  nymphs  encounter  every  one 

In  country  footing. 

Ester  certain  Reapers,  properly*  habited :  t  bey  Join  with  the 

Nympbs  in  a  graceful  dance  ;  towards  tbe  end  wbereof 

FkOSPERoJlarts  fuddenly,  and /peaks  ;  after  wbicb,  to' a 

firaage,  hollow ,  and  confufed  noife,  they  heavily  vanijh. 

Pro.  [afide.']  I  had  forgot  that  foul  confpiracy 
Of  the  beafl  Caliban,  and  his  confederates, 
Againft  my  life  ;  the  minute  of  their  plot       [no  more. 
Is  almoft  come [To  thefpirits.l  Well  done ; — avoid ; — 

Fer.  This  is  mod  ftrange:  your  father's  in  fome  pailion 
That  works  him  ftrongly. 

MiRA.  Never  till  this  day, 
Saw  I  him  touch'd  with  anger  fo  diftemper'd- 

Pro.  You  do  look,  my  fon,  in  a  mov'd  fort, 
As  if  you  were  difmay'd  :  be  cheerful,  fir  : 
Our  revels  now  are  ended  :  thefe  our  adors, 
As  I  foretold  you,  were  all  fpirits,  and 
Arc  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air  : 
And,  like  the  bafelefs  fabrick  of  this  vifion, 
The  cloud-capt  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces, 
The  folemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itfelf. 
Yea,  all  which  it  inherit,  fhall  difTolve  ; 
And,  like  this  infubftantial  pageant  faded. 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind  :  We  are  fuch  ftuflf 
As  dreams  are  ma^e  of,  and  our  little  life 

Is  rounded  with  a  fleep Sir,  I  am  vex'd  ; 

Bear  with  my  weaknefs  ;  my  old  brain  is  troubled. 

Be  not  difturb'd  with  my  infirmity  : 

If  you  be  pleased,  retire  into  my  cell. 

And  there  repofe  ;  a  turn  or  two  PU  walk^. 

To  ilill  my  beating  mind, 
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Fer.  Mirj.  We  wifh  your  peace.  [Exeunt. 

Pro.  Come  withathought : — ^I  thank  you : — ^Ariel,come. 
Enter  Ariel. 

Ari.  Thy  thoughts  I  cleave  to  :  What's  thy  pleafure? 

Pro.  Spirit, 
We  muft  prepare  to  meet  with  Caliban* 

Aki.  Ay,  my  commander  :  when  I  prefehted  Ceres, 
I  thought  to  have  told  thee  of  it ;  but  I  fear'd, 
Left  I  might  anger  thee. 

Pro.  Say  again>  where  didft  thou  leave  thefe  varlets  ? 

Ari.  I  told  you,  fir,  they  were  red-hot  with  drinking; 
So  full  of  valour,  that  they  fmote  the  air 
For  breathing  in  their  faces  ;  beat  the  ground 
For  kifling  of  their  feet :  yet  always  bending 
Towards  their  projed :  Then  I  beat  my  tabor. 
At  which,  like  unback'd  colts,  they  prick*d  their  ears. 
Advanced  their  eye-lids,  lifted  up  their  nofes. 
As  they  fmelt  mufick  ;  fo  I  charmed  their  ears. 
That,  calf-like,  they  my  lowing  foUow'd,  through 
Tooth'd  briers,  fharp  furzes,  pricking  gofs,  ahd  thorns. 
Which  entered  their  frail  fhins  :  at  laft  I  left  them 
I*  the  filthy  mantled  pool  beyond  your  cell. 
There  dancing  up  to  the  chins,  that  the  foul  lake 
O'er-ftunk  their  feet. 

Pro.  This  was  well  done,  my  bird : 
Thy  fhape  invifible  retain  thou  ftill : 
The  trumpery  in  my  houfe,  go,  bring  it  hither. 
For  ftale  to  catch  thefe  thieves. 

Ari.  I  go,  I  go.  [Exit. 

Pro.  a  devil,  a  bom  devil,  on  whofe  nature 
Nurture  can  never  ftick  ;  on  whom  my  pains^ 
Humanely  taken,  all,  all  loft^  quite  loft ; 
And  ^,  with  age,  his  body  uglier  grows^ 
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So  his  mind  cankers :  I  will  plague  them  all, 

Bx-aOsr  Akiel  hadenimtb glifieriag  apparel^  l£c. 
Even  to  roaring  : — ^Come,  haqg  them  on  this  line. 
Prospbro  and  Ariel  remain  inv^ibk.     Enter  CAtiBAif^ 
Stephano^  and  ^rinculo,  all  wet. 
Cal.  Pray  you,  tread  foftly ,  that  the  blind  mole  may  not 
Hear  a  foot  fall :  we  now  are  near  his  cell. 

Stm.  Monfter,  your  fairy,  which,  you  fay,  is  a  harm* 
lefs  fairy,  has  done  little  better  than  play'd  the  Jack 
with  us. 

jTjrii^.  Monfter,  I  do  fmell  all  horfe-pifs ;  at  which  my 
nofe  is  in  great  indignation. 

Ste.  So  is  mine.  Do  you  hear,  monfter  ?  If  I  ftiould 
take  a  difpleafure  againft  you  ;  look  you, — 

^RiN.  Thou  wert  but  a  loft  monfter. 

Cal.  Good  my  lord,  give  me  thy  favour  ftill : 
Be  patient,  for  the  prize  Y\\  bring  thee  to 
Shall  hood- wink  this  mifchance :  therefore,  fpeak  foftly; 
All's  hufli'd  as  midnight  yet. 

7i/jv.  Ay,  but  to  lofe  our  bottles  in  the  pool, — 

Ste.  There  is  not  only  difgrace  and  diftionour  in  that, 
monfter,  but  an  infinite  lofs. 

Tkjjv.  Thjjt's  more  to  me  than  my  wetting  :  yet  this 
is  your  harmlefs  fairy,  monfter.  ' 

Ste.  I  will  fetch  off*  my  bottle,  though  I  be  o'er  ears 
for  my  labour. 

Cal.  Pr'ythee,  my  king,  be  quiet :  Seeft  thou  here. 
This  is  the  mouth  o'  the  cell :  no  noife,  and  enter  : 
Do  that  good  mifchief,  which  may  make  thi$^  ifland 
Thine  own  for  ever,  and  I,  thy  Caliban, 
For  aye  thy  foot-licker,  [thoughts. 

Ste.  Give  me  thy  hand :  I  do  begin  to  have  bloody 

IjRiN.  O  king  Stephano  !  O  peer !  O  \^orthy 
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Stephano  !  look,  what  a  wardrobe  here  is  for  thee  I 

Cal.  Let  it  alone,  thou  fool ;  it  is  but  tralh. 

Trin.  O,  ho,  monfter ;  we  know  what  belongs  to  a 
frippery  : — ^O  king  Stephano ! 

Ste.  Put  off  that  gown,  Trinculo  ;  by  this  hand,  VVL 
have  that  gown. 

I'rin.  Thy  grace  (hall  have  it, 

Cal.  The  dropfy  drown  this  fool !  what  do  you  mean. 
To  doat  thus  on  fuch  luggage  ?  Lfct's  along. 
And  do  the  murder  firft  :  if  he  awake. 
From  toe  to  crown  he'll  fill  our  fkins  with  pinches  ; 
Make  us  ftrange  ftuflF. 

.  Ste.  Be  you  quiet,  monfter — Miftrefs  line,  is  not 
this  my  jerkin  ?  Now  is  the  jerkin  under  the  line : 
now,  jerkin,  you  are  like  to  lofe  your  hair,  and  prove  a 
bald  jerkin. 

l^RiN.  Dp,  do  :  We  fteal  by  line  and  level,  and't  like 
your  grace. 

Ste.  I  thank  thee  for  that  jeft;  here's  a  garment  for't: 
wit  fliall  not  go  unrewarded,  while  I  am  king  of  this 
CQuntry :  Steal  by  line  and  levels  is  an  excellent  pafs  of 
pate  ;  there's  another  garment  for't. 

I'rin.  Monfter,  come,  put  fome  lime  upon  your  fin- 
gers, aiid  away  with  the  reft. 

Cal.  I  will  have  none  on't :  we  fliall  lofe  our  time, 
And  all  be  tum'd  to  barnacles,  or  to  apes 
With  foreheads  villainous  low. 

Ste.  Monfter,  lay-to  your  fingers;  help  to  bear  this 
away,  where  my  hogfliead  of  wine  is,  or  I'll  turn  you 
out  of  my  kingdom :  go  to,  carry  this. 

Tk/iNT.  And  this. 

Ste.  Ay,  and  this. 
A  noife  of  hunters  beard.    Enter  divers  Spirits  ^  in  Jhape  of 
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hounds^  and  bunt  them  about;  Prospero  and  Ariel  fct^ 

ting  tbem  on. 

Pro.  Hey,  Mountain,  hey ! 

Jri.  Silver/  there  it  goes,  Silver/ 

Pro.  Fwy,  Fury/  there,  Tyrant,  there  !  hark,  hark  ! 

\Cal.  Ste.  and  T'rin.  are  driven  out. 
Go,  charge  my  goblins  that  they  grind  their  joints 
With  dry  convulfions ;  fhorten  up  their  finews         • 
Widi  aged  cramps  j  and  more  pinch-fpotted  make  them. 
Than  pard,  or  cat  o'  mountain. 

Jri.  Hark,  they  xoar. 

Pro.  Let  them  be  himted  foimdly :  At  this  hour 
Lie  at  my  mercy  all  mine  enemies  : 
Shortly  fhall  all  my  labours  end,  and  thou 
Shalt  have  the  air  at  freedom :  for  a  little. 
Follow,  and  do  me  fervice.  [Exeunt* 
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SCENE  I.  Before  the  Cell  of  Prospero.  ^ 

Enter  Prospero  in  bis  magick  robes,  and  Ariel. 

Pro.  Now  does  my  projed  gather  to  a  head  : 
My  charms  crack  not ;  my  fpirits  obey ;  and  time 
Goes  upright  with  his  carriage.     How's  the  day  ? 

Ari.  On  the  fixth  hour  ;  at  which  time,  my  lord, 
You  £dd  our  work  fhould  ceafe. 

Pro.  I  did  fay  fo. 
When  firft  I  raised  the  tempeft.    Say,  my  fpirit, 
How  fares  the  king  and  his  ? 

Ari.  Confin'd  together 
In  the  fame  fafhion  as  you  gave  in  charge ; 
Juft  as  you  left  them  ;  all  prifoners,  fir, 
In  the  lime-grove  which  weather- fends  your  cell  i 
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They  cannot  budge,  till  your  releafe.    The  king. 
His  brother,  and  yours,  abide  all  three  diftra<%ed; 
And  the  remainder  mourning  over  them, 
Brim-full  of  forrow,  and  difmay  ;  but  chiefly 
Him  you  term'd,  fir,  TTjie  good  old  lordy  Gonzflh  s 
His  tears  run  down  his  beard,  like  winter's  drops 
From  eaves  of  reeds :  your  charm  fo  ftrongly  works  them^ 
That  if  you  now  beheld  them,  your  a£fe(^on$ 
Would  become  te;ider< 

Pro.  Do*ft  thou  think  fo,  fpirit  ? 

Ari.  Mine  would,  fir,  were  I  human- 

Pko,  And  mine  (hall. 
Haft  thou,  which  art  but  air,  a  touch,  a  feeling 
Of  their  afflidions  ?  and  (hall  not  ijiyfelf, 
One  of  their  kind,  that  relifh  all  as  ibarply,  ^ 
Paflion  as  they,  be  kindlier  mov'd  than  thpu  art  ? 
Though  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  ftruck  to  the  quick. 
Yet,  with  my  nobler  reafon,  'gainft  my  fury 
Do  I  take  part :  the  rarer  adion  is 
In  virtue  than  in  vengeance :  they  being  penitent^ 
The  fole  drift  of  my  purpofe  doth  extend 
Not  a  frown  further :  Go,  rel^fe  them,  Ariel  i 
My  charms  111  break,  their  fenfes  Til  rcftore, 
And  they  (hall  be  themfelves. 

jRi.  V\\  fetch  them,  fir,  {Exit. 

Pro.  Ye  elves  of  hills,brooks,ftanding  lakes  and  groves; 
And  ye,  that  on  the  fands  with  printlefs  foot 
Do  chafe  the  ebbing  Neptune,  and  do  fly  him, 
When  he  comes  back  ;  you  demy-puppets,  that 
By  moon-fliine  do  the  green-four  ringlets  make, 
Whereof  the  ewe  not  bites  ;  and  you,  whofe  paftime 
Is  to  make  midnight  mufhrooms  ;  that  rejoice 
To  hear  the  folemn  curfe\^;  by  whofe  aid 
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(Weak  mailers  though  ye  be,)  I  have  be-dimm'd 
The  noon-tide  fun,  call'd  forth  the  mutinous  winds. 
And  'twixt  the  green  fea  and  the  azur'd  vault 
Set  roaring  war :  to  the  dread  rattling  thunder 
Have  I  given  fire,  and  rifted  Jove's  ftout  oak 
^f ith  his  own  bolt :  the  ftrong-bas'd  promontory 
Have  I  made  Ihake  ;  and  by  the  fpurs  pluck'd  up 
The  pine,  and  cedar :  graves,  at  my  command, 
Have  waky  their  fleepers ;  oped,  and  let  them  forth 
By  my  fo  potent  art :  But  this  roligh  magick 
I  here  abjure  :  and,  when  I  have  required 
Some  heavenly  mufick,  (which  even  now  I  do,)   , 
To  work  mine  end  upon  their  fenfes,  that 
This  airy  charm  is  for,  I'll  break  my  ftafF, 
Burj  it'certain  fathoms  in  the  earth. 
And,  deeper  than  did  ever  plummet  found, 
ni  drown  my  ^ook,  [Solemn  mujich 

h-tnter  Ariel  :  after  bim,  A  l  on  so,  with  afrantick  gef- 
lure,  attended  by  Gonzalq ;  Sebastian  and  Anto^ 
^loinlike  manner,  attended  by  Adrian  and  Francisco: 
fbey  all  enter  the  circle  which  Prospero  bad  made,  and 
there Jlcmd  charmed ;  which  Pr ospero obferving, /peaks. 
Afolemn  air,  and  the  beft  comforter 
To  an  unfettled  fancy,  cure  thy  brains, 
,  Xow  ufelefs,  boiled  within  thy  fkull  I  There  fland, 

For  you  are  fpell-ftopp'd, 

Holy  Gonzalo,  honourable  man, 
Mine  eyes,  even  fociable  to  the  fhew  of  thine, 
fall  fellowly  drops, — ^The  charm  diffolves  apace  ; 
And  as  the  monling  Heals  upon  the  night, 
Melting  the  darknefs,  fo  their  rifing  fenfes  ' 
Begin  to  chafe  the  ignorant  fumes  that  mantle 
Their  clearer  reafon, — ^O  my  good  Gonzalo, 
Vol,  I,  E 
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My  true  preferVer,  and  a  loyal  fSr 

To  him  thou  fbllow'ft  ;  I  will  pay  thy  graces 

Home,  both  in  word  and  deed ^Moft  cruelly 

Didft  thou,  Alonfo,  ufe  me  and  my  daughter : 
Thy  brother  was  a  furtherer  in  the  ad ; — 

ThouVt  pinch'd  for't  now,  Sebaftian Flefti  and  bloody 

You  brother  mine,  that  entertained  ambition, 
Expell'd  remorfe,  and  nature  ;  who,  with  Sebaftian, 
(Whofe  inward  pinches  therefore  are  moft  ftrong,) 
Would  here  have  kilPd  your  king  ;  I  do  forgive  thee. 
Unnatural  though  thou  art ! — ^Their  underftanding 
Begins  to  fwell ;  and  the  approaching  tide 
Will  fliortly  fill  the  reafonable  (hores, 
That  now  lie  foul  and  muddy-     Not  one  of  them. 
That  yet  looks  on  me,  or  would  know  me  : — Ariel, 
Fetch  me  the  hat  and  rapier  in  my  cell ;     [Exit  Aribl^ 
I  will  dif-cafe  me,  and  myfelf  prefent. 
As  I  was  fometime  Milan  : — quickly,  fpirit ; 
Thou  (halt  ere  long  be  free. 

Ariel  re-enters yfinging^  and  helps  to  attire  PttosPEKO^ 
Ari.  Where  the  bee  fucks,  there  fuck  I ;, 

In  a  cowflifs  bell  I  lie  ; 

^ere  I  couch  when  owls  do  cry. 

On  the  bat^  shack  I  do  fly  ^ 
.  After  fummer,  merrily  : 

Merrily,  merrily,  fhall  I  live  now^ 

Under  the  bhffom  that  hangs  on  the  bough. 
Pro.  Why,  that%  my  dainty  Ariel :  I  (hall  mifs  thee  ; 

But  yet  thou  fhalt  have  freedom :  fo,  fo,  fo 

To  the  king's  fhip,  invifible  as  thou  art : 
There  (halt  thou  find  the  mariners  afieep 
Under  the  hatches ;  the  mafter,  and  the  boatfwain, 
Being  awake,  enforce  them  to  this  place ; 
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And  prefently,  I  pr'ythee. 

Ari.  I  drink  the  air  before  me,  and  return 
Or  e'er  your  pulfe  twice  beat,  [Exit  Ariel. 

GoN.  All  torment,  trouble,  wonder,  and  amazement 
Inhabits  here  ;  Some  heavenly  power  guide  us 
Oat  of  this  fearful  country  ! 

Fro.  Behold,  fir  king. 
The  wronged  duke  of  Milan,  Profpero  2 
For  more  afilirance  that  a  livhig  prince 
Does  now  fpeak  to  thee,  I  embrace  thy  body } 
And  to  thee,  and  thy  company,  I  bid 
A  hearty  welcome. 

Alon.  Whe'r  thou  beeft  he,  or  no. 
Or  fome  inchahted  trifle  to  abufe  me, 
As  late  I  have  been,  I  not  know  :  thy  pulfe 
Beats,  as  of  flefh  and  blood ;  and,  fince  I  faw  thee. 
The  affli<%on  of  my  mind  amends,  with  which, 
I  fear,  a  madnefsheld  me :  this  muft  crave 
(And  if  this  be  at  all,)  a  moft  ftrange  ftory. 
Thy  dukedom  I  refign ;  and  do  intreat 
Thou  pardon  me  my  wrongs : — ^But  how  ihould  Profpero 
Be  living,  and  be  here  ? 

Pro.  Firft,  noble  friend. 
Let  me  embrace  thine  age ;  whofe  honour  cannot 
Be  meafur'd,  or  confin'd. 

GoN.  Whethep  this  bp. 
Or  be  not,  I'll  not  fwear. 

Pro.  You  do  yet  tafte 
Some  ftibtikies  o*  the  ifle,  that  will  not  let  you 
Believe  things  certain : — ^Welcome,  my  friends  all  :-^ 
But  you,  my  brace  of  lords,  were  I  fo  minded, 

[AJide  to  See.  ondANT^ 
I  hefe  could  pluck  his  highnefs'  frown  upon  you^ 
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And  juftify  you  traitors  ;  at  this  time 
I'll  tell  no  tales. 

See.  The  devil  fpeaks  in  him,  [Jftde. 

J^RO.  No : — 
For  you,  mod  wicked  fir,  whom  to  call  brother 
Would  even  infedl  ray  mouth,  I  do  forgive 
Thy  ranked  fault ;  all  of  them ;  and  require 
My  dukedom  of  thee,  which,  perforce,  I  know, 
Thou  muft  reftore- 

jiioN.  If  thou  beeft  Profpero, 
Give  us  particulars  of  thy  prefervation  : 
How  thou  hall  met  us  here,  who  three  hours  fince 
Were  wreck'd  upon  this  fhore ;  where  I  have  loft, 
How  (harp  the  point  of  this  remembrance  is  I 
My  dear  fon  ferdin^d. 

P^o.  I  am  woe  for't,  fir. 

Alon,  Irreparable  is  the  Ipfs ;  and  patience 
Says,  it  is  paft  her  cure. 

Fko.  I  rather  think, 
You  have  not  fought  her  help ;  of  whofe  foft  grace, 
(For  the. like  lofs,  I  have  her  foyereign  aid, 
And  reft  myfelf  content. 

Alon.  You  the  like  lofs  ? 

Tko.  As  great  to  me,  as  late ;  and,  portable 
To  make  the  dear  lofs,  have  I  means  much  weaker 
Than  you  may  call  to  comfort  you  ;  for  I 
Have  loft  my  daughter. 

Alon.  a  daughter  ? 
O  heavens  I  that  they  were  living  both  in  Naples, 
The  king  and  queen  there  !  that  they  were,  I  wifh 
Myfelf  were  mudded  in  that  oozy  bed 
-^^ere  my  fon  lies.    When  did  you  lofe  your  daughter? 

f^o.  In  this  laft  tempeft.  I  perceive,  thefe  lords 
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At  this  encounter  do  fo  much  admire, 

That  they  devour  their  reafon  ;  and  fcarce  think 

Their  eyes  do  offices  of  trilth,  their  words 

Are  natural  breath :  but,  howfoe'er  you  have 

Been  juftled  from  your  fenfes,  know  for  certain, 

That  I  am  Profpero,  and  that  very  duke 

^Tiich  was  thruft  forth  of  Milan ;  who  moft  ftrangely 

Upon  this  (bore,  where  you  were  wrecked,  was  landed. 

To  be  the  lord  on't.    No  more  yet  of  this ; 

For  'tis  a  chronicle  of  day  by  day, 

Not  a  relation  for  a  breakiaft,  nor 

Befimng  this  firfl  meeting.    Y^elcome,  fir ; 

Tliis  cell's  my  court :  here  have  I  few  attendants, 

And  fubjeds  none  abroad :  pray  you,  look  in. 

My  dukedom  fince  you  havd  given  me  again, 

Iwill  requite  you  with  as  good  a  thing  j 

At  leaft,  bring  forth  a  wonder,  to  content  ye, 

As  much  as  me  my  dukedom  4 

"He  entrance  of  the  cell  opens  ^  and  difcovers  FERDit^AND 
and  Miranda  playing  at  chefs. 

Miu.  Sweet  lord,  you  play  me  falfe- 

Fn.  No,  my  deareft  love, 
^  -ould  not  for  the  world- 

MiRA.  Yes,  for  a  fcore  of  kingdoms,you  (hould  wrangle, 
And  I  would  call  it  fair  play, 

-'Ilo^.  If  this  prove 
Avifion  of  the  ifland,  one  dear  fon 
^tall  I  twice  lofe. 

^£B,  A  moft  high  miracle  ! 

Fer.  Though  the  feas  threaten,  they  are  merciful : 
iluve  curs'd  them  without  caufe.  [Ferd.  kneels  to  Alon. 

fio}f.  Now  all  the  bleffings 
^^  glad  father  compafs  thee  about ! 

Eiij 
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Arife,  and  fay  how  thou  cam'fl  here- 

MiRA*  O !  wonder ! 
How  many  goodly  creatures  are  there  here ! 
How  beauteous  mankind  is !  O  brave  new  world. 
That  has  fuch  people  in^t ! 

Pro.  'Tis  new  to  thee* 

Alon.  What  is  this  maid,  with  whofti  thou  waft  at  play  ? 
Your  eld'ft  acquaintance  cannot  be  three  hours : 
Is  flie  the  goddeCs  that  hath  fever'd  us, 
And  brought  us  thus  together  ? 

Fek.  Sir,  ihe's  mortal ; 
But,  by  immortal  providence,  fhe^s  mine ; 
I  chofe  her,  when  I  could  not  alk  my  father 
For  his  advice  j  nor  thought  I  had  one  :  fhe 
Is  daughter  to  this  famous  duke  of  Milan^ 
Of  whom  fo  often  I  have  heard  renown. 
But  never  faw  before ;  of  whom  I  have 
Received  a  fecond  life,  and  fecond  father 
This  lady  makes  him  to  me. 

Alon.  I  am  hers  : 
But  O,  how  oddly  will  it  found,  that  I 
Muft  afk  my  child  forgivenefs  ! 

Tko.  There,  fir,  flop ; 
Let  us  not  buf den  our  remembrance^ 
With  a  heavinefs  that's  gone. 

GoN.  I  have  inly  wept. 
Or  fliould  have  fpoke  ere  this.   Look  down,  you  gods. 
And  on  this  couple  drop  a  blefled  crown  ; 
For  it  is  you,  that  have  chalk'd  forth  the  way 
Which  brought  us  hither  ! 

Alon.  I  fay,  amen,  Gonzalo  ! 

GoN.  Was  Milan  thruft  from  Milan,  that  his  ifluc 
Should  become  kings  of  Naples  ?  0,  rejoice 
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Beyond  a  common  joy ;  and  fet  it  down 

^Vith  gold  on  lading  pillars  :  In  one  voyage 

Did  Claribel  her  hufband  find  at  Tunis ; 

And  Ferdinand,  her  brother,  found  a  wife. 

Where  he  himfelf  was  loft ;  Profpero  his  dukedom, 

In  a  poor  ifle  ;  and  all  of  us,  ourfelves. 

When  no  man  was.  his  own. 

Alon.  Give  me  your  hands :  [^0  Fer.  and  Mir. 

Let  grief  and  forrow  ftill  embrace  his  heart. 
That  doth  not  wifli  you  joy  ! 

GoN.  Be*t  fo  !  Amen ! 
It-enter  Ariel^  with  tbe  Mqfter  and  Boatjwain  amazedfy 

following. 

0  look,  fir,  look,  fir ;  here  are  more  of  us  ! 

1  prophefy'd,  if  a  gallows  were  on  land. 

This  fellow  could  not  drown : — ^Now,  blafphemy. 
That  fwear'ft  grace  o'erboard,  not  an  oath  on  fliore  ? 
Haft  thou  no  mouth  by  land  ?  What  is  the  news  ? 

Boats.  The  beft  news  is,  that  we  have  fafely  found 
Our  king,  and  company  :  the  next,  our  fliip, — 
Which,  but  three  glafles  fince,  we  gave  out  fplit, — 
Is  tight,  and  yar6,  and  bravely  rigg'd,  as  when 
We  firft  put  out  to  fea. 

Aki.  Sir,  all  this  fervice^ 
Have  I  done  fince  I  went.  C  \Afide. 

Pro.  My  trickfy  fpirit ! ) 

Jlon.  Thefe  are  not  natural  events ;  they  ftrengthen. 
From  ftrange  to  ftranger : — Say,  how  came  you  hither  ? 

Boats.  If  I  did  think,  fir,  I  were  well  awake, 
I'd  ftrive  to  tell  you.    We  were  dead  of  fleep. 
And  (how,  we  know  not,)  all  clapp'd  under  hatches. 
Where,  but  even  now,  with  ftrange  and  feveral  noifes 
Of  roaring,  fiirieking,  howling,  gingling  chains, 
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And  more  diverfity  of  founds,  all  horrible. 
We  were  awak'd  ;  ftraitway,  at  liberty  : 
Where  we,  in  all  her  trim,  freflily  beheld 
Our  royal,  good,  and  gallant  fhip ;  our  mafter 
CapVing  to  eye  her :  On  a  trice,  fo  pleafe  you, 
Even  in  a  dream,  were  we  divided  from  them, 
And  were  brought  moping  hither-    ^ 

jIri.  Was't  well  done  ? 

Pro.  Bravely,my  diligence-  Thou  Ihalt  be  free. 
^    jIlon.  This  is  as  ftrange  a  maze  as  e*er  men  trod : 
And  there  is  in  this  bufinefs  more  than  nature 
Was  e\*er  conduct  of:  fome  oracle 
Muft  redlify  our  knowledge. 

Pro.  Sir,  my  liege, 
t)o  not  infeft  your  mind  with  beating  on 
The  flrangenefs  of  this  bufinefs  ;  at  pick'd  leifure. 
Which  Ihall  be  fhortly,  fingle  I'll  refolve  you 
(Which  to  you  fhall  feem  probable,)  of  every 
Thefe  happened  accidents :  till  when,  be  cheerful, 
And  think  of  each  thing  well.— Come  hither,  fpiritj 

[jl/ide. 
Set  Caliban  and  his  companions  free  r 
Untie  the  fpelL  [Exit  Ariel.I  How  fares  my  gracious  fir? 
There  are  yet  miffing  of  your  company 
Some  few  odd  lads,  that  you  remember  not. 
Re-enter  Ariel,  driving  in  Caliban,  Stephano,  and 
Trinculo,  in  their  Jiolen  c^pareL 

Ste.  Every  man  fliift  for  all  the  reft,  and  let  no  man 
take  care  for  himfelf ;  for  all  is  but  fortune : — Coragio, 
bully-monfter,  Coragio ! 

7k/jv.  If  thefe  be  true  fpies  which  I  wear  in  my  head^ 
here's  a  goodly  fight. 

Cal.  O  Setebos,  thefe  be  brave  fpirits,  indeed! 
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How  fine  my  mafter  is !  I  am  afraid 
He  will  chaftife  me. 

See.  Ha,  ha ; 
What.things  are  thefe,  my  lord  Antonio  ! 
Will  money  buy  them  ? 

jInt.  Very  like  ;  one  of  them 
Is  a  plain  fifti,  and,  no  doubt,  marketable. 

Pro.  Mark  but  the  badges  of  thefe  men,  my  lords^ 
Then  fay,  if  they  be  true : — ^This  mif*{hapen  knave,—— 
His  mother  was  a  witch  ;  and  one  fo  ftrong 
That  could  control  the  moon,  make  flows  and  ebbs, 
And  deal  in  her  command,  without  her  power : 
Thefe  three  have  robb'd  me  ;  and  this  demi-devil 
(For  he*s  a  baftard  one,)  had  plotted  with  them 
To  take  my  life :  two  of  thefe  fellows  you 
Mud  know,  and  own ;  this  thing  of  darknefs  I 
Acknoveledge  mine. 

CjtLs  I  fhall  be  pinch'd  to  death. 

Alon.  Is  not  this  Stephano,  my  drunken  butler  ?. 

See.  He  is  drunk  now  :  Where  had  he  wine  ? 

Alon.  And  Trinculo  is  reeling  ripe :  Where  fhould  they 
Fmd  this  grand  Uquor  that  hath  gilded  them  ? — 
How  cam'ft  thou  in  this  pickle  ?. 

Trin.  I  have  been  in  fuch  a  pickle,  fince  I  faw  you 
hft,  that,  I  fear  me,  will  never  out  of  my  bones :  I  fhall 
not  fear  fly-blowing* 

See.  WTiy,  how  now,  Stephano  ? 

Ste.  O,  touch  me  not;  I  am  not  Stephano,  but  a  cramp. 

Pro.  You*d  be  king  of  the  ifle,  firrah  ? 

Ste.  I  fhould  have  been  a  fore  one  then- 

Alon.  This  is  as  flirange  a  thing  as  e'er  I  looked  on. 

{Pointing  to  Caliban. 

Pro.  He  is  as  difproportion'd  in  his  manners, 
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As  in  his  {hape : — Go,  firrah,  to  my  cell ; 
Take  with  you  your  companions  ;  as  you  look 
To  have  my  pardon,  trim  it  handfomely. 

Cal.  Ay,  that  I  will;  and  PU  be  wife  hereafter. 
And  feek  for  grace  :  What  a  thrice-double  afs 
"Was  I,  to  take  this  drunkard  for  a  god. 
And  worfhip  this  dull  fool  ? 

Pro.  Go  to ;  away ! 

Alqn.  Hence,  and  beftow  your  luggage  where  you 
found  it. 

SEBi  Or  ftole  it,  rather.     \Exeunt  Cal.  Ste.  and  T'rin. 

Pro.  Sir,  I  invite  your  highnefs,  and  your  train. 
To  my  poor  cell :  where  you  (hall  take  your  reft 
For  this  one  night ;  which  (part  of  it,)  I'll  wafte 
With  fuch  difcourfe,  as,  I  not  doubt,  fliall  make  it 
Go  quick  away :  the  ftory  of  my  life. 
And  the  particular  accidents,  gone  by. 
Since  I  came  to  this  ifle :  And  in  the  mom, 
ni  bring  you  to  your  (hip,  and  fo  to  Naples, 
Where  I  have  hope  to  fee  the  nuptial 
Of  thefe  our  dear-beloved  folemniz'd  ; 
And  thence  retire  me  to  my  Milan,  where 
Every  third  thought  fhall  be  my  grave. 

jiLON.  I  long 
To  hear  the  ftory  of  your  life,  which  muft 
Take  the  ear  ftrangely. 

Pro.  ril  deliver  all ; 
And  promife  you  calm  feas,  aufpicious  gales, 
And  fail  fo  expeditious,  that  fliall  catch 
Your  royal  fleet  far  ofi:-:-.My  Ariel ; — chick, — 
That  is  thy  charge ;  then  to  the  elements 
Be  free,  and  fare  thou  well ! — [afide.]  Pleafe  you,  draw 
near-  [Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 

SPOKEN  BY  PROSPERO. 

NOW  my  charms  are  all  o^ertbrown^ 
And  wbatjirengtb  I  bave^s  mine  own  j 
Which  is  mq/i  faint :  nozv^  ^tis  true^ 
I  mu/i  be  here  confined  by  yoUy 
Orfent  to  Naples:  Let  me  not. 
Since  I  have  my  dukedom  got, 
AndpardorCd  the  decerver,  dwell 
In  this  bare  ijland,  by  yourjpell; 
But  releafe  me  from  my  bands. 
With  the  help  of  your  good  hands. 
Gentle  breath  of  yours  my  fails 
MuftfiU,  or  elfe  my  pfyeBfcils, 
Winch  was  topleqfe:  Now  I  want 
Spirits  to  enforce,  art  to  enchant; 
And  my  ending  is  de/pair, 
Unlefs  I  be  relieved  by  prayer  ; 
Which  pierces  fo,  that  it  qffaults 
Mercy  itfelf,  and  frees  all  faults. 

As  you  from  crimes  would  pardoned  be. 

Let  your  indulgence  fet  me  free. 


GBNTLMMEN 
VERONA. 


Perfons  reprefented. 


V  Gentlemen  ^Verona. 


Duke  of  Milan,  father  to  Silvia. 

Valentine, 

Proteus, 

Antonio,  father  to  Proteus. 

Thurio,  afoolijh  rival  to  Valentine. 

Eglamour,  ^m/^r1Silvia  in  her  ^cape^ 

Speed,  a  clawmjb  fervant  to  Valentine, 

Launce,  fervant  to  Proteus. 

Panthino,^rz;^z«/  to  Antonio. 

Hoft^  where  Julia  hdges  in  Milan. 

Outflows. 

Julia,  a  lady  of  Verona,  beloved  by  Proteus, 
Silvia,  the  duk^s  daughter^  beloved  by  Valentine^ 
Lucetta,  waiting-woman  to  Julia. 

Servants f  mu/icians. 

SCENE f  fometimes  in  Verona ;  fometimes  in  Milan ;  and 
on  the  frontiers  of  Mantua^ 


two  GENTLEMEN  of 
VERONA. 


Acr  I. 

SCENE  L  An  open  place  in  Verona. 
Enter  Valentine  and  Proteus. 

Val.  Ceafe  to  perfuadc,  my  loving  Prot6us ; 
Home-keeping  youth  have  ever  homely  wits : 
Wer't  not,  afFedipn  chains  thy  tender  days 
To  the  fweet  glances  of  thy  honoured  love, 
I  rather  would  entreat  thy  company. 
To  fee  the  wonders  of  the  world  abroad, 
Than,  living  dully  fluggardiz'd  at  home. 
Wear  out  thy  youth  with  fhapelefs  idlenefs. 
But,  fince  thou  lov'ft,  love  flill,  and  thrive  therein, 
£ven  as  I  would,  when  I  to  love  begin. 

Peo.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  Sweet  Valentine,  adieu ! 
Think  on  thy  Proteus,  when  thou,  haply,  feeft 
Some  rare  note-worthy  objed  in  thy  travel  : 
Wifli  jne  partaker  in  thy  happinefs, 
When  thou  doft  meet  good  hap ;  and,  in  thy  danger, 
If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee. 
Commend  thy  grievance  to  my  holy  prayers, 
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For  I  will  be  thy  beed's-man,  Valentine, 

Val.  And  on  a  love-book  pray  for  my  fuccefs. 
Pro.  Upon  fome  book  I  love,  I'll  pray  for  thee, 
Val.  That's  on  fome  Ihallow  ftory  of  deep  love. 

How  young  Leander  crofs'd  the  Hellefpont. 
Pro.  That's  a  deep  ftory  of  a  deeper  love  ; 

For  he  was  more  than  over  ftioes  in  love. 

Val.  'Tis  true ;  for  you  are  over  boots  in  love, 

And  yet  you  never  fwam  the  Hellefpont. 

Pro.  Over  the  boots  ?  nay,  give  me  not  the  boots* 
Val.  No,  Til  not,  for  it  boots  thee  not. 
Pro.  What  ? 
Val.  To  be 

Jn  love,  where  fcom  is  bought  with  groans ;  coy  looks, 

With  heart-fore  iighs  ;  one  fading  moment's  mirth, 

With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  nights  ; 

If  haply  won,  perhaps,  a  haplefs  gain  ; 

If  loft,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won  ; 

However,  but  a  folly  bought  with  wit. 

Or  elfe  a  wit  by  folly  vanquiflied. 

Pro.  So,  by  your  circumftance,  you  call  me  fool, 
Val.  So,  by  your  circumftance,  I  fear,  you*ll  prove< 
Pro.  'Tis  love  you  cavil  at ;  I  am  not  Love. 
Val.  Love  is  your  mafter,  for  he  mafters  you ; 

And  he  that  is  fo  yoked  by  a  fool, 

Methinks  fliould  not  be  chronicled  for  wife. 
Pro.  Yet  writers  fay,  As  in  the  fweeteft  bud 

The  eating  canker  dwells,  fo  eating  love 

Inhabits  in  the  fineft  wits  of  all, 
Val.,  And  writers  fay,  As  the  moft  forward  budi 

I  eaten  by  the  canker  ere  it  blow, 

Iven  fo  by  love  the  young  and  tender  wit 

Is  tunj'd  to  foUy ;  blafting  in  the  bud, 
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Lofing  his  verdure  even  in  the  prime  ^ 
And  all  the  fair  effedfe  of  future  hopes. 
But  wherefore  wade  I  time  to  counfel  thee, 
That  an  a  votary  to  fond  defire  ? 
Once  more  adieu  :  my  father  at  the  road 
Eipeds  my  coming,  there  to  .fee  me  fliippM. 

Pro.  And  thither  will  I  bring  thee,  Valentine* 

Val.  Sweet  Proteus,  no  ;  now  let  us  take  bur  leave. 
At  Milan,  let  me  hear  from  thee  by  letters, 
Of  thy  fuccefs  in  love,  and  what  news  elfe 
Betideth  here  in  abfence  of  thy  friend  ; 
And  I  likewife  will  vifit  thee  with  mine* 

Pro.  All  happinefs  bechance  to  thee  in  Milan  ! 

Vu.  As  much  to  you  at  home !  an^  fo,  farewell ! 

[Exit  ValsntinM, 

Pro.  He  after  honour  hunts,  I  after  love  : 
He  leaves  his  friends,  to  dignify  them  more  ; 
Heave  myfelf,  my  friends,  and  all  for  love* 
iliou,  Julia,  thou  haft  metamorphosed  me  j 
Made  me  negled  my  ftudies,  lofe  my  time^ 
^Var  with  good  counfel,  fet  the  world  at  nought  J 
Made  wit  with  niufing  weak,  heart  lick  with  thought* 
Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  Sir  Proteus,  fave  you  :  Saw  you  tny  matter  ? 

Pro.  But  now  he  parted  hence,  to  embark  for  Milan. 

Sfebd.  Twenty  to  one  then,  h«  is  fhipp'd  already ; 
And  I  have  playM  the  fheep,  in  lofing  him. 

Pro.  Indeed  a  fheep  doth  very  often  ftray^ 
An'  if  the  (hepherd  be  a  while  away. 

Speed.  You  conclude,  that  my  matter  is  a  fhcpherd 
then,  and  I  a  flieep  ? 

Pro.  I  do.  [wake  or  fleep* 

Speed.  Why  .then  my  horns  are  his  horns,  whether  I 
Vol.  I.  F 
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pROi  A  filly  anfwer,  and  fitting  well  a  fheep. 

Speed.  This  proves  me  ftill  a  fbeep. 

pROi  True  j  and  thy  matter  a  fliepherd. 

Speed.  Nay,  that  I  can  deny  by  a  circumftance.' 

Pro,  It  ftiall  go  hard,  but  FU  prove  it  by  another. 

Speed.  The  fliepherd  feeks  the  flieep,  and  not  the 
flieep  the  fliepherd ;  but  I  feek  my  mafter,  and  my  maf- 
ter  feeks  not  me :  therefore,  I  am  no  flieep. 

Pro.  The  flieep  for  fodder  follow  the  fliepherd,  the 
fliepherd  for  food  follows  not  the  flieep  ;  thou  for  wages 
foUowefl:  thy  mafter,  thy  mafter  for  wages  follows  not 
thee  :  therefore^  thou  art  a  flieep- 

SpMed.  Such  another  proof  will  make  me  cry  baa* 

Pro.  But  doft  thou  hear?  gav'ft  thou  my  letter  to  Julia  ? 

Speed,  hj^  fir :  I,  a  loft  mutton,  gave  your  letter  to 
her,  a  laced  mutton  j  and  flie,  a  laced  mutton,  gave  me, 
a  loft  mutton,  nothing  for  my  labour. 

Pro^  Here's  too  fmall  a  pafture  for  fuch  a  ftore  of 
muttons. 

Speed.  If  the  ground  be  overcharg'd,  you  were  beft 
ftick  her. 

Pro.  Nay,  in  that  your  aftray;  'twere  beft  pound  you. 

Speed.  Nay,  fir,  lefs  than  a  pound  fliall  ferve  me  for 
carrying  your  letter. 

Pro.  You  miftake  ;  I  mean  the  pound,  a  pinfold. 

Speed.  From  a  poujid  to  a  pin  ?  fold  it  over  and  over, 
*Tis  threefold  too  little  for  carrying  a  letter  to  your  lover, 

Pro.  But  what  faid  flie  ?  did  flie  nod  ?      ^Speed  nods. 

Speed.  I. 

Pro.  Nod,  I  ?  why,  that's  noddy. 

Speed.  You  miftook,  fir  j  I  fay,  flie  did  nod  :  and  ycy\ 
a(k  me,  if  flie  did  nod  ;  and  I  fay,  L 

Pro.  And  that  fet  together^  is~.noddy«  , 


OF  rSRONA.  83 

Speed.  Now  you  have  taken  the  pains  to  fet  it  toge- 
ther, take  it  for  your  pains. 

Pro.  No,  no,  you  fhall  have  it  for  bearing  the  letter. 

Speed.  Well,  I  perceive,  I  muft  be  fain  to  bear  with 
you. 

Pro.  Why,  fir,  how  do  you  bear  with  me  ? 

Speed.  Marry,  fir,  the  letter  very  orderly  j  having  no- 
thing but  the  word,  noddy,  for  my  pains. 

Pro.  Befhrew  me,  but  you  have  a  quick  wit. 

Speed.  And  yet  it  cannot  overtake  your  flow  purfe. 

Pro.  Come,  come,  open  the  matter  in  brief:  What 
Oidihe? 

Spebd^  Open  your  purfe,  that  the  money,  and  the 
matter,  may  be  both  at  once  deliver'd. 

Pro.  Well,  fir,  here  is  for  your  pains  :  What  faid  flie? 

Speed.  Truly,  fir,  I  think  you'll  hardly  win  her. 

Pro.  Why  ?  Could'ft  thou  perceive  fo  much  from  her? 

Speed.  Sir,  I  could  perceive  nothing  at  all  from  her ; 
no,  not  fo  much  as  a  ducat  for  delivering  your  letter : 
And  being  fo  hard  to  me  that  brought  your  mind,  I  fear, 
iheTl  prove  as  hard  to  you  in  telUng  her  mind.  Give 
her  no  token  but  ftones  ;  for  flie's  as  hard  as  fteel. 

Pro.  WTiat,  faid  ftie  nothing  ? 

Speed.  No>  not  fo  much  as — take  this  for  thy  pains. 
To  teftify  your  bounty,  I  thank  you,  you  have  teftern'd 
inc ;  in  requital  whereof,  henceforth  carry  your  letters 
joorfelf :  and  fo,  fir,  FU  commend  you  to  my  mafter. 

Pro.  Go,  go,  be  gone,  to  fave  your  fliip  from  wreck ; 
Which  cannot  perifli,  having  thee  aboard, 
Seing  deftin'd  to  a  drier  d6ath  on  fliore  : 
1  muft  go  fend  fome  better  meflenger ; 
^  fear,  my  Julia  would  not  deign  my  lines, 
living  them  from  fuch  a  worthlefs  pofl:.        [Exeunt. 

F  ij 
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SCENE  11.  The  fame.     Garden  cf  Julians  boufe. 
Enter  Julia  and  Lucetta. 
'    JVL.  But  fay,  Lucetta,  now  we  are  alone, 
Would'ft  thou  then  counfel  me  to  fall  in  love  ? 

Luc.  Ay,  madam  ;  fo  you  ftumble  not  unheedfuUy. 
"   Jul.  Of  all  the  fair  refort  of  gentlemen, 
That  every  day  with  parle  encounter  me, 
In  thy  opinion,  which  is  worthieft  love  ? 

Luc.  Pleafe  you,  repeat  their  namej^  Pll  fliew  my  mind 
According  to  my  (hallow  fimple  IkilL 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  fair  Sir  Eglamour  ? 
'    Luc.  As  of  a  knight  well-fpoken,  jjeat  and  fine; 
But,  were  I  you,  he  never  fhould  be  mine. 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  rich  Mercatio  ? 

Luc.  Well,  of  his  wealth  ;  but  of  himfelf,  fo,  fo. 

Jul.  What  think'ft  thou  of  the  gentle  Proteus  ? 

•  Luc.  Lord,  lord  !  to  fee  what  folly  reigns  in  us ! 
Jul.  How  now  !  what  means  this  paffion  at  his  name? 

♦  Luc.  Pardon,  dear  madam  ;  ^tis  a  paffing  fliame. 
That  I,  unworthy  body  as  I  api, 

Should  cenfure  thus  on  lovely  gentlemen. 

Jul.  Why  not  on  Proteus,  as  of  all  the  reft  ? 

Luc.  Then  thus,— of  many  good  I  think  him  beft. 

3^ir£.  Your  reafon  ? 

Luc.  I  have  no  other  but  a  woman's  reafon ; 
I  think  him  fo,  becaufe  I  think  him  fo. 
'    Jul.  And  would'ft  thou  have  me  caft  my  love  on  him  T 

Luc.  Ay,  if  you  thought  your  love  not  caft  away. 

Jul.  Why,  he  of  all  the  reft  hath  never  mov'd  me. 

Luc.  Yet  he  of  all  the  reft,  I  think,  beft  loves  ye. 

Jul.  His  little  fpeaking  fliows  his  love  but  fmall. 
»*  Luc.  Fire,  that  is  clofeft  kept,  bums  moft  of  all. 
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Jul.  They  do  not  love,  that  do  not" (how  their  love. 

Luc.  O,  they  love  leaft,  that  let  men  know  their  love; 

Jul.  I  would,  I  knew  his  mind. 

Uic.  Perufe  this  paper,  madam. 

Jul.  To  Julia^ — Say,  from  whom  ? 

Luc.  That  the  contents  will  fhew. 

Jul.  Say,  fay ;  who  gave  it  thee  ?  [tens  ; 

Luc.  Sir  Valentine's  page;  and  fent,  I  think,  from  Pro- 
He  would  have  given  it  you,  but  I,  being  in  the  way,  • 
Did  in  your  name  receive  it ;  pardon  the  fault,  I  pray, 

Jul.  Now,  by  my  modefty,  a  goodly  broker  I 
Dare  you  prefimie  to  harbour  wanton  lines  ? 
To  whifper  and  confpire  againft  my  youth  ? 
N'ow,  trull  me,  'tis  an  office  of  great  worth, 
And  you  an  officer  fit  for  the  place. 
There,  take  the  paper,  fee  it  be  retura'd  ; 
Or  elfe  return  no  more  into  my  fight. 

Luc.  To  plead  for  love  deferves  more  fee  than  hate. 

Jul.  Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Luc.  That  you  may  ruminate.  -  [Exih 

Jul.  And  yet,  I  would  I  had  o'erlook'd  the  letter. 
It  were  a  fhame,  to  call  her  back  again. 
And  pray  her  to  a  fault  for  which  I  chid  her. 
What  fool  is  flie,  that  knows  I  am  a  maid. 
And  would  not  force  the  letter  to  my  view  ? 
Since  maids,  in  modefty,  fay  Noj  to  that 
^VTiich  they  would  have  the  profferer  conftrue,  j4y^ 
Fie,  fie  !  how  wayward  is  this  foolifh  love, 
That,  like  a  tefty  babe,  will  fcratch  the  nurfe, 
And  prefently,  all  humbled,  kifs  the  rod  ! 
How  churlilhly  I  chid  Lucetta  hence, 
^Tien  willingly  I  would  have  had  her  here ! 
How  angerly  I  taught  my  brow  to  frown. 
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When  inward  joy  enforc'd  my  heart  to  fmile  I 
My  penance  is,  to  call  Lucetta  back. 
And  afk  remiflion  for  my  folly  paft  : 
What  ho  !  Lucetta  ! 

Re-enter  Lucetta. 

Luc.  What  would  your  ladyfliip  ? 

Jul.  Is  it  near  dinner-time  ? 

Luc.  I  would  it  were ; 
That  you  might  kill  your  ftomach  on  your  meat^ 
And  not  upon  your  maid. 

Jul.  What  is't  you  took  up 
So  gingerly  ? 

Luc.  Nothing. 

Jul.  Why  did'ft  thou  ftoop  then  ? 

Luc.  To  take  a  paper  up  that  I  let  fall. 

Jul.  And  is  that  paper  nothing  ? 

Luc.  Nothing  concerning -me. 

Jul.  Then  let  it  lie  for  thofe  that  it  concerns. 

Luc.  Madam,  it  will  not  he  where  it  concerns, 
Unlefs  it  have  a  falfe  interpreter. 

Jul.  Some  love  of  yours  hath  writ  to  you  in  rhimo* 

Luc.  That  I  might  ling  it,  madam,  to  a  tune : 
Give  me  a  note :  your  ladyfliip  can  fet. 

Jul.  As  little  by  fuch  toys  as  may  be  poflible : 
Bell  ling  it  to  the  tune  of  Light  o"  hue. 

Luc.  It  is  too  heavy  for  fo  light  a  tune. 

Jul.  Heavy  ?  belike,  it  hath  fome  burden  then. 

Luc.  Ay ;  and  melodious  were  it,  wpuld  you  ling  it, 

Jul.  And  why  not  you  ? 

Luc.  I  cannot  reach  fo  high. 

Jul.  Let's  fee  your  fong  : — How  now,  minion  ? 

Luc.  Keep  tune  there  Hill,  fo  you  will  ling  it  out : 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  do  not  lU^e  this  tune, 
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Jul.  You  do  not  ? 

Luc.  No,  madam ;  it  is  too  fliarp, 

Jul.  You,  minion,  are  too  faucy. 

Luc.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  flat, 
And  mar  the  concord  with  too  harfh  a  defcant : 
ITiere  vranteth  but  a  mean  to  fill  your  fong. 

Jul.  The  mean  is  drown'd  with  your  unruly  bafe, 

Luc.  Indeed,  I  bid  the  bafe  for  Proteus. 

Jul.  This  babble  fhall  not  henceforth  trouble  me. 
Here  is  a  coil  with  proteftation ! —  [I'ears  the  letUr^ 

Go,  get  you  gone  ;  and  let  the  papers  lie  : 
You  would  be  fingering  them,  to  anger  me. 

Luc.  She  makes  it  ftrange;  but  (he  would  be  bed  pleas'd 
To  be  fb  anger'd  with  another  letter.  [£xi>« 

Jul.  Nay,  would  I  were  fo  *anger'd  with  the  fame  ! 

0  hateful  hands,  to  tear  fuch  loving  words  ! 
Injurious  wafps !  to  feed  on  fuch  fweet  honey, 
And  kill  the  bees,  that  yield  it,  with  your  flings  ! 
Ill  kifs  each  feveral  paper  for  amends- 
Look,  here  is  writ — kind  Julia  ; — ^unkind  Julia  I 
As  in  revenge  of  thy  ingratitude, 

1  throw  thy  name  againft  the  bruifing  ftones. 
Trampling  contempt uoufly  on  thy  difdain. 
Look,  here  is  writ — love-wounded  Proteus : — 
Poor  wounded  name !.  my  bofom,  as  a  bed. 

Shall  lodge  thee,  till  thy  wound  be  throughly  heaPd  j 
And  thus  I  fearch  it  with  a  fovereign  kifs. 
But  twice,  or  thrice,  was  Proteus  written  down  ? 
Be  calm,  good  wind,  blow  not  a  word  away, 
T)Sl  I  have  found  each  letter  in  the  letter, 
Except  mine  own  name ;  that  fome  whirlwind  bear 
Unto  a  ragged,  fearful,  hanging  rock, 
And  throw  it  thence  into  the  raging  fea  ! 

Fmj 
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Lo,  here  in  one  linie  is  his  name  twice  writ,— 
Poor  forlorn  Proteus,  pqffionate  Proteus, 
To  tbejweet  Julia  ; — ^that  Til  tear  away ; 
And  yet  I  will  not,  fith  fo  prettily 
He  couples  it  to  his  complaining  names  : 
Thus  will  I  fold  them  one  upon  another  ; 
Now  kifs,  embrace,  contend,  do  what  you  will. 
Re-enter  Lucbtta. 

Luc.  M^dam,  dinner's  ready,  and  your  father  ftays. 

Jul.  Well,  let  us  go, 

Lvc.  What,  fhall  thefe  papers  lie  like  tell-tales  here  ? 

Jul.  If  you  refpedl  them,  beft  to  take  them  up. 

Luc.  Nay,  I  was  taken  up  for  laying  them  dqwu  : 
Yet  here  they  fhall  not  lie,  for  catching  cold. 

Jul.  I  fee,  you  have  a  month's  mind  to  them. 

Luc.  Ay,  madam,  you  may  fay  what  fights  you  fee  5 
I  fee  things  too,  although  you  judge  I  wink, 

Jul.  Gome,  come,  will't  pleafe  you  go  ?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Tie  fame.     A  Room  in  J  n  ton  id's  Ihttfe. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Panthino. 

Ant.  Tell  me,  Panthino,  what  fad  talk  was  that. 
Wherewith  my  brother  held  you  in  the  cloifter  ? 

Pant.  'Twas  of  his  nephew  Proteus,  your  fon* 

Ant.  Why,  what  of  him  ? 

PanT',  He  wonderM,  that  your  lordfhip 
Would  fuffer  him  to  fpend  his  youth  at  home  \ 
While  other  men,  of  flender  reputation. 
Put  forth  their  fons  to  feek  preferment  out : 
Soilie,  to  the  wars,  to  try  their  fortmie  there  j 
Some,  to  difcover  iflands  far  away ; 
Some,  to  the  ftudious  univerfities. 
fpr  any,  or  for  all  thefe  exercifcs^ 


OF  VMRONA.  89 

He  faid,  that  Proteus,  your  fon,  was  meet ; 
And  did  requeft  me,  to  importune  you. 
To  let  him  fpend  his  time  no  more  at  home. 
Which  would  be  gre^t  impeachment  to  his  age, 
In  having  known  no  travel  in  his  youth. 

^NT.  Nor  need'ft  thou  much  importune  me  to  that 
Whereon  this  month  I  have  been  hammering- 
I  have  confider'd  well  his  lofs  of  time ; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfed  man, 
Not  being  try'd,  and  tutorM  in  the  world : 
Experience  is  by  induftry  atchiev*d,  - 
And  perfbi^d  by  the  fwift  courfe  of  time : 
Then,  tell  me,  whither  were  I  bell  tc  fend  him  ? 

Pant.  I  think,  your  lordfliip  is  not  ignorant. 
How  his  companion,  youthful  Valentine, 
Attends  the  emperor  in  his  royal  court. 

Ant.  I  know  it  well.  [thither : 

Pant.  Twere  good,  I  think,  your  lordihip  fent  him 
There  fliall  he  pradice  tilts  and  tournaments. 
Hear  fweet  difcourfe,  converfe  with  ^oblemen ; 
And  be  in  eye  of  every  exercife. 
Worthy  his  youth  and  noblenefs  of  birth. 

Ant.  I  Hke  thy  counfel ;  well  haft  thou  advisM : 
And,  that  thou  may'ft  perceive  how  well  I  Uke  it. 
The  execution  of  it  fhall  make  known ; 
Even  with  the  fpeedieft  expedition 
I  will  difpatch  him  to  the  emperor's  court. 

Pant.  To-morrow,  nwy  it  pleafe  you,  Don  Alphoi^Q, 
With  other  gentlemen  of  good  efteem. 
Are  journeying  to  falute  the  emperor. 
And  to  conunend  their  fervice  to  his  will. 

Ant.  Gk>od  company  ;  with  them  fhall  Proteus  go : 
And,  in  good  time, — ^now  \Yill  we  breali  with  him. 
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Enter  Proteus. 
Pro.  Sweet  love !  fweet  lines !  fweet  life  ! 
Here  is  her  hand,  the  agent  of  her  heart ; 
Here  is  her  oath  for  love,  her  honour's  pawn : 
O,  that  our  fathers  would  applaud  our  loves, 
To  feal  our  happinefs  with  their  confents ! 

0  heavenly  Julia ! 

^NT.  How  now  ?  what  letter  are  you  reading  there  ? 

Pro,  May't  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  'tis  a  word  or  two 
Of  commendation  fent  from  Valentine, 
Delivered  by  a  friend  that  came  from  him. 

JInt.  Lend  me  the  letter  ;  let  me  fee  what  news. 

Pro.  There  is  no*  news,  my  lord ;  but  that  he  writes 
How  happily  he  lives,  how  well  belov'd, 
And  daily  graced  by  the  emperor ; 
Wifhing  me  with  him,  partner  of  his  fortune. 

jiNT.  And  how  iland  you  afFeded  to  his  wifh  ? 

Pro.  As  one  relying  on  your  lordfhip's  will. 
And  not  depending  on,  his  friendly  wifh. 

j4nt.  My  will  is  fomething  forted  with  his  wifh : 
Mufe  not  that  I  thus  fuddenly  proceed ; 
For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  an  end. 

1  am  refolv'd,  that  thou  fhalt  fpend  fome  time 
With  Valentinus  in  the  emperor's  court ; 
What  maintenance  he  from  his  friends  receives^ 
Like  exhibition  thou  fhalt  have  from  me. 
To-morrow  be  in  readinefs  to  go  : 

Excufe  it  not,  for  I  am  peremptory. 

Pro.  My  lord,  I  cannot  be  fo  foon  provided  5 
Pleafe  you,  deliberate  a  day  or  two. 

jInt.  Look,  what  thou  want'fl,  fhjill  be  fent  after  thee: 

No  more  of  flay ;  to-morrow  thou  mufl  go. 

Come  on,  Panthino  j  you  fhall  be  employ'd     ^ 
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To  haftcn  on  his  expedition.     [Exeunt.  Ant.  and  Fant. 

Pro.  Thus  have  I  ihunn'd  the  fire,  for  fear  of  burning ; 
And  drench'd  me  in  the  fea,  where  I  am  drown'd : 
I  fear'd  to  fhew  my  father  Julians  letter. 
Left  he  ihould  take  exceptions  to  my  love; 
And  with  the  vantage  of  mine  own  excufe 
Hath  he  excepted  moft  againft  my  love, 
0,  how  this  fpring  of  love  refembleth 

The  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day; 
Which  now  fliews  all  the  beauty  of  the  fun. 

And  by  and  by  a  cloud  takes  all  away! 
Re-enter  Panthino. 

Pjnt.  Sir  Proteus,  your  father  calls  for  you; 
He  is  in  hafle,  therefore,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Pro.  Why,  this  it  is !  my  heart  accords  thereto  ; 
And  yet  a  thoufand  times  it  anfwers,  no.  [Exeunt^ 

j4cr  11. 

SCENE  L  MfLAN.  An  Apartment  in  the  Dukb^s  Tcdacei 
Enter  Valentine  and  Speed. 

Speed.  Sir,  your  glove. 

Val.  Not  mine;  my  gloves  are  on. 

Speed.  Why  then  this  may  be  yours,  for  this  is  but  one« 

Val.  Ha!  let  me  fee:  ay,  give  it  me,  it's  mine: — , 
Sweet  ornament  that  decks  a  thing  divine! 
Ah  Silvia!  Silvia! 

Speed.  Madam  Silvia!  madam  Silvia! 

Val.  How  now,  firrah? 

Speed.  She  is  not  within  hearing,  fir. 

Val.  Why,  fir,  who  bade  you  call  her? 

Speed.  Your  worftiip,  fir;  or  elfe  I  miilook. 

Tifi*  Well,  vou'U  ftill  be  too  forward* 
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Spmbd.  ^d  yet  I  was  laft  chidden  for  being  too  flow. 

Val.  Go  to,  fir;  tell  me,  do  you  k^ow  madam  Silvia? 

Speed.  She  that  your  worftup  loves? 

FJiL.  Why,  how  ki^ow  you  that  I  am  in  love? 

Speed.  Marry,  by  thefe  fpecial  marks:  firft,  you  have 
leam'd,  like  fir  Proteus,  to  wreath  your  arms  like  a  male- 
content;  to  relifh  a  love-fong,  like  a  Robin-red-breaft; 
to  walk  alone,  like  one  that  l^id  the  peftilence;  to  figh, 
like  a  fchool-boy  that  had  loft  his  A.  B«  C;  to  weep, 
like  a  young  wench  that  had  buried  her  grandam;  to 
faft,  like  one  that  takes  diet;  to  watch,  like  one  that 
fears  robbing;  to  fpeak  puling,  like  .a  beggar  at  Hallow- 
mas. You  were  wont,  when  you  laugh'd,  to  crow  Kkc 
a  cock;  when  you  walk'd,  to  walk  like  oaie  of  the  lions; 
when  you  fafted,  it  was  prefently  after  dinner;  when  you 
look'd  iadly,  it  was  for  want  of  money:  and  iiow  you  are 
metamorphosed  with  a  miflrefs,  that,  when  I  look  on  you^ 
I  can  hardly  think  you  my  mafter. 

Fal.  Are  all  thefe  things  perceiv'd  in  me? 

Spe^d.  They  are  all  perceived  without  you. 

Fal.  Without  me?  they  cannot. 

Speed.  Without  you?  nay,  that's  certain;  for,  without, 
you  were  fo  fimple,  none  elfe  would:  but  you  are  fo 
without  thefe  foUies,  that  thefe  follies  are  within  you, 
and  fhine  through  you  like  the  water  in  an  urinal;  that 
not  an  eye,  that  fees  you,  but  is  a  phyfician  to  comment 
on  your  malady. 

Fal.  But,  tell  me,  doft  thou  know  my  lady  Silvia? 

Speed.  She,  that  you  gaze  on  fo,  as  (he  fits  at  fupper? 

Fal.  Haft  thou  obferved  that?  even.flie  I  mean. 

Speed.  Why,  fir,  I  know  her  not. 

Fal.  Doft  thou  know  her  by  my  gating  on. her,  and 
yet  know'ft  her  apt? 
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Speed.  Is  flie  not  hard-favour'd,  fir? 

Val.  Not  fo  fair,  boy,  as  well-favour'd. 

Speed.  Sir,  I  know  that  well  enough. 

Val.  What  doft  thou  know? 

Speed.  That  flie  is  not  fo  fair,  as  (of  you)  well  fa- 
voured. 

Val.  I  mean,  that  her  beauty  is  exquifite,  but  her  fit- 
vour  infinite. 

Speed.  That's  becaufe  the  one  is  painted,  And  the  other 
outof  all  count. 

Val.  How  painted?  and  how  out  of  count? 

Speed.  Marry,  fir,  fo  painted,  to  make  her  fair,  that 
no  man  counts  of  her  beauty. 

Val.  How  efteemeft  thou  me?  I  account  of  her  beauty. 

Speed.  You  never  faw  her  fince  {he  was  deformed, 

Vai.  How  long  hath  fliie  been  deformed  ? 

Speed.  Ever  fince  you  loved  her. 

Val.  I  have  loved  her  ever  fince  I  faw  her;  and  ftill  I 
fee  her  beautiful. 

Speed.  If  you  love  her,  you  cannot  fee  her. 

Val.  Why  > 

Speed.  Becaufe  love  is  blind.  O,  that  you  had  mine 
eyes;  or  your  owti  eyes  had  the  lights  they  were  wont 
to  have,  when  you  chid  at  fir  Proteus  for  going  un- 
gartered ! 

Val.  What  fliould  I  fee  then? 

Speed.  Your  own  prefent  folly,  and  her  paffing  defor- 
niity:  for  he,  being  in  love,  could  not  fee  to  garter  his 
hofc;  and  you,  being  in  love,  cannot  Tee  to  put  on  your 
kofe.  . 

Val.  Belike,  boy,  then  you  are  in  love;  for  laft  morn- 
ing you  could  not  fee  to  wipe  my  flioes. 

Speed.  True,  fir;  I  was  in  love  with  my  bed:  I  thank 
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you,  you  fwinged  me  for  my  love,  which  makes  me  the 
bolder  to  chide  you  for  yours. 

Val.  In  conclufion,  I  ftand  afFeded  to  her. 

Speed.  I  would  you  were  fet;  fo,  your  affedion  would 
ceafe. 

Val.  Laft  night  (he  enjoin'd  me  to  write  fome  lines 
to  one  fhe  loves. 

Speed.  And  have  you? 

Val.  I  have. 

Speed.  Are  they  not  lamely  writ? 

Val.  No,  boy,  but  as  well  as  I  can  do  them: — ^Peace, 
here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Si  LF I  A. 

^PEJTJ).  O  excellent  motion!  O  exceeding  puppet!  now 
will  he  interpret  to  her. 

Val.  Madam  and  miftrefs,  a  thoufand  good-morrows. 

Speed.  O,  'give  you  good  even  I  here's  a  million  of 
manners.  S^Afide. 

SiL.  Sir  Valentine  and  fervant,  to  you  two  thoufand. 

Speed.  He  fhould  give  her  interefl,  and  (he  gives  it 
him.      ' 

Val.  As  you  engoin'd  me,  I  have  writ  your  letter. 
Unto  the  fecret  namelefs  friend  of  yours; 
Which  I  was  much  unwilling  to  proceed  in. 
But  for  my  duty  to  your  ladyfliip. 

SiL.  I  thank  you,  gentle  fervant:  'tis  very  clerkly  done. 

Val.  Now  trull  me,  madam,  it  canxe  hardly  ofFj 
For,  being  ignorant  to  whom  it  goes, 
I  writ  at  random,  very  doubtfully. 

SiL.  Perchance  you  think  too  much  of  fo  much  pains? 

Val.  No,  madam,  fo  it  flead  you,  I  will  write, 
Pleafe  you  command,  a  thoufand  times  as  much; 
And  yet, — 
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StL.  A  pretty  period  !  Well,  I  guefs  the  fequel ; 
And  yet  I  will  not  name  it  :-.wand  yet  I  care  not ;— . 
And  yet  take  this  again ; — and  yet  I  thank  you ; 
Meaning  henceforth  to  trouble  you  no  more. 

Sps^d.  And  yet  you  will ;  and  yet  another  yet.  [^^. 

FJl.  What  means  your  ladyfhip  ?  do  you  not  like  it? 

SiL.  Yes,  yes  ;  the  lines  are  very  quaintly  writ : 
But  fince  unwillingly,  take  them  again ; 
Nay,  take  them. 

Fal.  Madam  they  are  for  you* 

SiL.  Ay,  ay ;  you  writ  them,  fir,  at  my  requeft ; 
But  I  will  none  of  them  ;  they  are  for  you : 
I  would  have  had  them  writ  more  movingly. 

^i.  Pleafe  you^  I'll  write  your  ladyfliip  another. 

SiL.  And,  when  it's  writ,  for  my  fake  read  it  over : 
And,  if  it  pleafe  you,  fo  ;  if  not,  why,  fo. 

Vjl.  If  it  pleafe  me,  madam  !  what  then  ? 

SiL.  Why,  if  it  pleafe  you,  take  it  for  your  labour ; 
And  fo  good-morrow,  fervant.  [Exit  Silfia. 

Speed.  O  jell  xmfeen,  infcrutable,  invifible. 
As  a  nofe  on  a  man's  face,  or  a  weathercock  on  a  fteeple ! 
My  mafter  fues  to  her ;  and  flie  hath  taught  her  fuitor, 
He  being  her  pupil,  to  become  her  tutor. 
0  excellent  device  !  was  there  ever  heard  a  better  ? 
TTiat  my  mafter,  being  fcribe,  to  himfelf  fhould  write 
the  letter  ?  [yourfelf  ? 

y^L.  How  now,  fir  ?    what  are  you  reafoning  with 

Speed.  Nay,  I  was  rhiming ;  'tis  you  that  have  the 

FjiL.  To  do  what  ?  [reafon. 

Speed.  To  be  a  fpokefman  from  madam  Silvia. 

F>x.  To  whom  ? 

Speed.  To  yourfelf:  why»  fhe  wooes  you  by  a  figure. 

FjiL.  What  figure  ? 
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Speed.  By  a  letter,  I  fliould  fay. 

Fa  I.  Why,  (he  hath  not  writ  to  me  ? 

SPEEjy.  What  need  (he,  when  (he  made  you  write  to 
yourfelf  ?  Why,  do  yoti  not  perceive  the  jell  ? 

Fal.  No,  believe  me. 

Speed.  No  believing  you  indeed,  fir:    But  did  you 
perceive  her  earneft  ? 

Fal.  She  gave  me  none,  except  an  angry  word. 

^PEED.  Why,  fhe  hath  given  you  a  letter. 

Fal.  That's  the  letter  I  writ  to  her  friend. 

Speed.  And  that  letter  hath  (he  deliver'd,  and  there 
an  end. 

Fal.  I  would,  it  were  ho  worfe. 

Speed.  Fll  warrant  you,  'tis  as  well : 
For  qfim  you  bave  writ  to  ber  ;  andjhe^  in  modefiy^ 
Or  elf e  for  want  of  idle  time^  could  not  again  reply; 
Or  fearing  elfe  fome  meffenger^  that  might  her  mind  difcovtr^ 
Herfe^batb  taught  her  love  himfelfto  write  unto  her  lover. — 
All  this  I  fpeak  in  print ;  for  in  print  I  found  it— 
Why  mufe  you,  fir  ?  *tis  dinner-time. 

Fal.  I  have  din*d. 

Speed.  Ay,  bift  heirken,  fir :  though  the  cameleon 

Love  can  feed  on  the  air,  I  am  one  that  ain  nourifhed 

by  my  viduals,  and  would  fain  have  rtieat :  O,  be  not 

,  like  your  miftrefs  ;  be  moved,  be  moved.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.  Ferona.     A  Room  in  Julia's  Houfe. 
Enter  Pro teus  and  Jul ia^ 
.    Fro.  Have  patience,  gentle  Julia. 
Jul.  1  muft,  where  is  no  remedy. 
Pro.  When  poflSibly  I  can,  I  will  return. 
.  Jul.  If  you  turn  not,  you  will  return  the  fooner : 
Keep  this  remembrance  for  thy  Julia's  fake.  [Givir^a  ring. 
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"Pro.  Why  then  we'll  make  exchange ;  here,  take  you 

Jul.  And  feal  the  bargain  with  a  holy  kifs.         [this. 

Pro.  Here  is  my  hand  for  my  true  conflancy ; 
And  when  that  hour  o'er-llips  me  in  the  day» 
Wherein  I  figh  not,  Julia,  for  thy  fake. 
The  next  enfuing  hour  fome  foul  mifchance 
Toraient  me  for  my  love's  forgetfulnefs  ! 
My  father  flays  my  coming ;  anfwer  not ; 
The  tide  is  now :  nay,  not  thy  tide  of  tears  ; 
That  tide  i^U  flay  me  longer  than  I  fhould  :  [ExitJvLiA. 
Julia,  farewell. — ^What !  gone  without  a  word  ? 
Ay,  fo  true  love  fhould  do :  it  cannot  fpeak  ; 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds,  than  words,  to  grace  it. 
Enter  Panthino. 

Pan.  Sir  Proteus,  you  are  flaid  for» 

Pro.  Go  ;  I  come,  I  come  : — 
Alas !  this  parting  flrikes  poor  lovers  dumb.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Tie  fame.     AJlreet. 
Enter  LAVNcSy  leading  a  dog. 

Laun.  Nay,  'twill  be  this  hour  ere  I  have  done  weep- 
ing ;  all  the  kind  of  the  Launces  have  this  very  fault :  I 
bave  received  my  proportion,  like  the  prodigious  fon, 
and  am  going  with  fir  Proteus  to  the  Imperial's  court. 
I  think.  Crab  my  dog  be  the  fourefl-natured  dog  that 
Htcs  :  my  mother  weeping,  my  father  wailing,  my  fitter 
crying,  our  maid  howling,  our  cat  wringing  her  hands, 
and  all  our  houfe  in  a  great  perplexity,  yet  did  not  this 
cnicl-hearted  cur  fhed  one  tear :  he  is  a  flone,  a  very 
pebble-flone,  and  has  no  more  pity  in  him  than  a  dog : 
a  Jew  would  have  wept  to  have  feen  our  parting  ;  why, 
my  grandam  having  no  eyes,  look  you,  wept  herfelf 
blind  at  my  parting.     Nay,  Pll  fhow  you  the  manner  of 

Vol.  L  G 
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it :  This  flioe  is  my  father ; — ^no,  this  left  doe  is  my  fa- 
ther;— ^no,  no,  this  left  fhoe  is  my  mother; — ^nay,  that 
cannot  be  fo  neither ; — ^yes,  it  is  fo,  it  is  fo ;  it  hath  the 
worfer  fole :  This  fhoe,  with  the  hole  in  it,  is  my  mo- 
ther, and  this  my  father  ;  A  vengeance  on't !  there  'tis: 
now,  fir,  this  flaff  is  my^fifter ;  for,  look  you,  (he  is  as 
white  as  a  lily,  and  as  fmall  as  a  wand :  this  hat  is  Nan^ 
our  maid ;  I  am  the  dog  : — no,  the  dog  is  himfelf,  and 
I  am  the  dog, — O,  the  dog  is  me,  and  I  am  myfelf ;  ay^ 
fo,  fo.  Now  come  I  ta  my  father  ;  Father^  your  Ueffingi 
now  fhould  not  the  fhoe  fpeak  a  word  for  weeping ;  now 
fhould  I  kifs  my  father  i  well,  he  weeps  on : — ^now  come 
I  to  my  mother,  (O,  that  fhe  could  fpeak  now !)  like  a 

wood  woman ; — ^well,  I  kifs  her ; why  there  'tis ;  here's 

my  mother's  breath  up  and  down :  now  come  I  to  my 
fifler ;  mark  the  moan  fhe  makes :.  now  the  dog  all  this 
while  fheds  iwt  a  tear,  nor  fpeaksa  word;  but  feehoMr 
I  lay  the  dufl  with  my  tears. 

FMer  Pantbino^ 

Pan.  Launce;  away,  away,  aboard ;  thy  mafler  is  fhip- 
ped,  and  thou  art  to  poft  after  with  oars.  What's  the 
matter  ?  why  weep'fl  thou,  man  ?  Away,  afs  ;  you  will 
lofe  the  tide,  if  you  tarry  any  longer. 

Laun.  It  is  no  matter  if  the  ty'd  were  lofl ;  for  it  is 
the  unkindefl  ty'd  that  ever  any  man  ty'd. 

Pan.  What's  the  unkindefl  tide  ?  . 

Laun.  Why,  he  that's  ty'd  here  ;  Crab,  my  dog. 

Pan.  Tut,  man,  I  mean  thoult  lofe  the  flood ;  and' 
ih  lofing  the  flood,  lofe  thy  voyage  ;  and,  in  lofing  tliy 
voyage,  lofe  thy  maflcr ;  and,  in  lofing  thy  mafler,  lofe 
thy  fervice ;  and,  in  lofing  thy  fervice, — ^Why  dofl  thovi- 
flop  my  mouth  ? 

Laun.  For  fear  thou  fhould'fl  lofe  thy  tongue.. 
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PjN.  Where  fliould  1  lofe  my  tongue  ? 

Laun.  In  thy  tale. 

Pan.  In  thy  tail  ? 

Laun.  Lofe  the  tide,  and  the  voyage,  and  the  mallet^ 
and  the  fervice  ?  The  tide ! — ^Why,  man,  if  the  rivef 
were  dry,  I  am  able  to  fill  it  with  my  tears  ;  if  the  wind 
were  down,  I  could  drive  the  boat  with  my  fighs. 

Pan.  Come,  come  away,  man ;  I  was  fent  to  call  thee* 

Laun.  Sir,  caU  me  what  thou  dareft» 

Pan.  Wilt  thou  go  ? 

Laun.  Well,  I  will  go*  [Exiunt^ 

SCENE  iP^.  Milan.     An  Apartment  in  the  Dvke^s  Palace^ 

Enter  VALBNTiNEy  Silvia^  Thurio^  and  Speeds 

SiL.  Servant — 

F^ii.  Miftrefs? 

Spbed^  Mafter,  fir  Thurio  frowns  on  you* 

Val.  Ay,  boy,  it*s  for  love* 

Speed.  Not  of  you. 

Val.  Of  my  miftrefs  then* 

Speed.  Twere  good,  you  koock'd  him* 

SiL.  Servant,  you  are  fad. 

Fal.  Indeed,  madam,  I  feem  fo. 

Thu.  Seem  you  that  you  are  not  ? 

Fal.  Haply,  I  do* 

Thu.  So  do  counterfeits* 

Fal.  So  do  you. 
,  Tmr.  Wiiat  feem  I,  that  I  am  not  ? 

Fal.  Wife. 

Thu.  What  inflanc  eof  the  contrary  ? 

Fal.  Your  folly. 

Thu.  And  how  quote  you  my  folly  ? 

Fal.  I  quote  it  in  your  jerkin. 

Gij 
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T'hv.  My  jerkin  is  a  doublet. 

Val.  Well,  then,  Til  double  your  folly, 

1'hu.  How  ? 

SiL.  What,  angry,  fir  Thurio?  do  you  change  colour? 

Val.  Give  him  leave,  madam ;  he  isakind  of  cameleon. 

T/fu.  That  hath  more  mind  to  feed  on  your  blood, 
than  live  in  your  air. 

V^AL,  You  have  faid,  fir. 

'Thu.  Ay,  fir,  and  done  too,  for  this  time. 

Val.  I  know  it  well,  fir ;  you  always  end  ere  you  begin. 

SiLk  A  fine  volley  of  words,  gentlemen,  and  quickly 
fiiot  off. 

Val.  *Tis  indeed,  rtiadam ;  we  thank  the  giver* 

SiL.  Who  is  that,  fervant.? 

Val.  Yourfelf,  fweet  lady  ;  for  you  gave  the  fire  :  fir 
Thurio  borrows  his  wit  from  your  ladyfhip's  looks,  and 
fpends  what  he  borrows,  kindly  in  your  company. 

TjFfi;.  Sir,  if  you  fpend  word  for  word  with  me,  I  Ihall 
make  your  wit  bankrupt. 

Val.  I  know  it  well,  fir :  you  have  an  exchequer  of 
words,  and,  I  think,  no  other  treafure  to  give  your  fol- 
lowers ;  for  it  appears  by  their  bare  liveries,  that  they 
live  by  your  bare  words.  [father, 

SiL.  No  more,  gentlemen,  no  more  ;  here  comes  my 
'   Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  Now,  daughter  Silvia,  you  are  hard  befet. 
Sir  Valentine,  your  father's  in  good  health  : 
What  fay  you  to  a  letter  from  your  friends  ^ 

Of  much  good  news  ? 

Val.  IVty  lord,  I  will  be  thankful 
To  any  happy  meflTenger  from  thence, 

Duke.  Know  you  Don  Antonio,  your  countryman  ? 

Val.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  I  know  the  gentleman 
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To  be  of  worth,  and  worthy  eftimation, 
And  not  without  defert  fo  well  reputed. 

DuKS.  Hath  he  not  a  fon  ? 

Val.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  a  fon,  that  well  deferves 
The  honour  and  regard  of  fuch  a  father. 

DuKB.  You  know  him  well  ? 

Val.  I  knew  him,  as  myfelf ;  for  from  our  infancy 
We  have  conversed,  and  fpent  our  hours  together : 
And  though  myfelf  have  been  an  idle  truant, 
Omitting  the  fweet  benefit  of  time. 
To  clothe  iiiine  age  with  angeUike  perfe£lion ; 
Yet  hath  fir  Proteous,  for  that's  his  name. 
Made  ufe  and  fair  advantage  of  his  days  ; 
His  years  but  young,  but  his  experience  old  ;  ) 

His  head  unmellow'd,  but  his  judgment  ripe  ; 
And,  in  a  word,  (for  far  behind  his  worth 
Come  all  the  praifes  that  I  now  beftow,) 
He  is  complete  in  feature,  and  in  mind. 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman. 

DuKB.  Befhrew  me,  fir,  but,  if  he  make  this  good, 
He  is  as  worthy  for  an  emprefs'  love, 
As  meet  to  be  an  emperor's  counfellor. 
Well,  fir ;  this  gentleman  is  come  to  me. 
With  commendation  from  great  potentates  ; 
And  here  he  means  to  fpend  his  time  a-while : 
I  think,  'tis  no  unwelcome  news  to  you. 

Val.  Should  I  have  wifh'd  a  thing,  it  had  been  he. 

Duke.  Welcome  him  then  according  to  his  worth ; 
Silvia,  I  fpeak  to  you ;  and  you,  fir  Thurio  1-7- 
For  Valentine,  I  need  not  'cite  him  to  it  : 
111  fend  him  hither  to  you  prefently.  [Exit.  Dijke. 

Val.  This  is  the  gentleman,  I  told  your  ladyfhip, 
Had  come  along  with  me,  but  that  his  miflrefs 
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Did  hold  his  eyes  lock'd  in  her  cryftal  looks, 

SiL.  Belike,  that  now  fhe  hath  enfranchised  them 
Upon  fome  other  pawn  for  fealty, 

P^AL.  Nay,  fure,  I  think,  fhe  holds  theni  prifoners  ftill, 

SiL.  Nay,  then  he  fhould  be  blind ;  and,  being  blind. 
How  could  he  fee  his  way  to  feek  out  you  ? 

Val.  Why,  lady,  love  hath  twenty  pair  of  eyes. 

^Hu,  They  fay,  that  love  hath  not  jm  eye  at  alL 

Val.  To  fee  fuch  lovers,  Thurio,  as  yourfelf  j 
Upon  a  homely  objed  love  can  wink. 
EnterlF^OTEUS. 

SiL.  Have  done,  have  done;  here  comes  the  gentleman. 

Fal.  Welcome,  dear  Proteus ! — Miftrefs,  I  befeech  you^ 
Confirm  his  welcome  with  fome  fpecial  favour, 

SiL.  His  worth  is  warrant  for  his  welcome  hither. 
If  this  be  he  you  oft  have  wifh'd  to  hear  from. 

Fal.  Miflrefs,  it  is ;  fweet  l^dy,  entertain  him 
To  be  my  fellow-fervant  to  your  ladyfliip. 

Sjl.  Too  low  a  miflrefs  for  fo  high  a  fervant. 

Pro.  Not  fo,  fweet  lady  ;  but  too  mean  a  fervant 
To  have  a  look  of  fuch  a  worthy  miflrefs. 

Fal.  Leave  off  difcourfe  of  difability : — 
Sweet  lady,  entertain  him  for  your  fervant. 

Pro,  My  duty  will  I  boaft  of,  nothing  elfe. 

SiL.  And  duty  never  yet  did  want  his  meed  : 
Servant,  you  are  welcome  to  a  worthlefs  miflrefs. 

Pro.  ril  die  qn  him  that  fays  fo,  but  yourfelf, 

SiL.  That  you  are  welcome  ? 

Pro^  No  i  that  you  are  worthlefs. 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,my  lord  your  father  would  fpeak  with  you , 

SiL.  I'U  wait  upon  his  pleafure,  [Epcit  Ser.F4NT% 

^ome,  Sic.  Thurio, 
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Go  with  me: — ^Once  more,  new  fcrvant,  welcome  : 

rU  leave  you  to  confer  of  home-a&irs ; 

When  you  have  done,  we  look  to  hear  from  you. 

Pro.  We'll  both  attend  upon  your  ladyfhip. 

[Exeunt  Silfia^  7'hurio^  and  Spb£D. 

Val.  Now,  tell  me,  how  do  all  from  whence  you  came  ? 

Fro.  Your  friends  are  well,  and  have  them  much  com- 

Val.  And  how  da  yours  ?  [mended. 

Pao.  I  left  them  all  in  health. 

Val.  How  does  your  lady?  and  how  thrives  your  love? 

Fro.  My  talcs  of  love  were  wont  to  weary  you ; 
I  know,  you  joy  not  in  a  love-difcourfe. 

Val.  Ay,  Proteus^  but  that  life  is  altered  now : 
I  have  done  penance  for  contemning  love  j   ^ 
Whofe  high  imperious  thoughts  have  punifh'd  me  \ 
With  bitter  fafts,  with  penitential  groans, 
With  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart-fore  fighs ; 
For,  in  revenge  of  my  contempt  of  love. 
Love  hath  chac'd  fleep  from  my  enthralled  eyes. 
And  made  them  watchers  of  mine  own  heart's  forrow. 
0,  gentle  Proteus,  love's  a  mighty  lord ; 
And  hath  fo  humbled  me,  as,  I  confefs, 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  corredion. 
Nor,  to  his  fervice,  no  fuch  joy  on  earth ! 
Now,  no  difcourfe,  except  it  be  of  love  ; 
Now  can  I  break  my  fall,  dine,  fup,  and  fleep, 
Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 

Fro.  Enough ;  I  read  your  fortune  in  your  eye : 
Was  this  the  idol  that  you  worftiip  fo  ? 

Val.  Even  flie  ;  and  is  (he  not  a  heavenly  faint  ? 

Fro.  No  ;  but  flie  is  an  earthly  paragon. 

Val.  Call  her  divine. 

Fro.  I  will  not  flatter  her. 

Gnij 
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Fal.  O,  flatter  me  ;  for  love  delights  in  praifes. 

Pro.  When  I  was  lick,  you  gave  me  bitter  pills ; 
And  I  muft  minifter  the  like  to  you. 

Fal.  Then  fpeak  the  truth  by  her ;  if  not  divine. 
Yet  let  her  be  a  principality, 
•Sovereign  to  all  the  creatures  on  the  earth. 

Pro.  Except  my  miftrefs. 

FJiL,  Sweet,  except  not  any ; 
Except  thou  wilt  except  againft  my  love. 

Pro.  Have  I  not  reafon  to  prefer  mine  own  ? 

Fa  I.  And  I  will  help  thee  to  prefer  her  too : 
She  (hall  be  dignified  with  this  high  honour, — • 
To  bear  my  lady's  train  ;  left  the  bafe  earth 
Should  from  her  vefture  chance  to  fteal  a  kifs,    . 
And,  of  fo  great  a  favour  growing  proud, 
Di0ain  to  root  the  fummer-fwelling  flower, 
And  make  rqugh  winter  everlaftingly* 

Pro.  Why,  Valentine,  what  braggardifm  is  this  ? 

Fal.  Pardon  me,  Proteus :  all  I  can,  is  nothing 
To  her,  whofe  worth  makes  other  worthies  nothing  i 
She  is  alone, 

Pro,  Then  let  her  alone. 

Fal.  Not  for  the  world :  why,  man,  ihe  is  mine  own  j 
And  I  as  rich  in  having  fuch  a  jewel. 
As  twenty  feas,  if  all  their  fand  were  pearl, 
The  watqr  nedar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold. 
Forgive  me,  that  I  do  not  dream  on  thee, 
Becaufe  thou  feeft  me  dote  upon  my  love. 
My  foolifh  rival,  that  her  father  likes. 
Only  for  his  pofl^eflions  are  fo  huge. 
Is  gone  with  her  along;  and  I  muft  after, 
For  love,  thou  know'ft,  is  full  of  jealoufy, 

J^^a,.  JPvt  fhe  loves  you  ? 
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Fjl.  Ay,  and  we  are  betroth'd; 
Nay^  more,  our  marriage  hour. 
With  all  the  cunning  manner  of  our  flight. 
Determined  of:  how  I  muft  climb  her  window; 
The  ladder  made  of  cords;  and  all  the  means 
Plotted ;  and  'greed  on,  for  my  happinefs. 
Good  Proteus,  go  with  me  to  my  chamber, 
In  thefe  ajB&irs  to  aid  me  with  thy  counfel. 

Pro.  Go  on  before ;  I  ftiall  enquire  you  forth : 
I  muft  unto  the  road,  to  difembark 
Some  neceilaries  that  I  needs  muft  ufe  i 
And  then  I'll  prefently  attend  you, 

yjiL.  Will  you  make  hafte  ? 

Pro.  I  will {Exit  Fjl. 

Even  as  one  heat  another  heat  expels, 
Or  as  one  nail  by  ftrength  drives  out  another, 
So  the  remembrance  of  my  former  love 
Is  by  a  newer  objed  quite  forgotten. 
Is  it  mine  eye,  or  Valentinus'  praife. 
Her  true  perfeftion,  of  my  falfe  tranfgreffion. 
That  makes  me,  reafonlefs,  to  reafon  thus? 
She*s  fair;  and  fo  is  Julia,  that  I  love; — 
That  I  did  love,  for  now  my  love  is  thaw'd; 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  'gainft  a  fire. 
Bears  no  impreffion  of  the  thing  it  was. 
Methinks,  my  zeal  to  Valentine  is  cold; 
And  that  I  love  him  not,  as  I  was  wont: 
0!  but  I  love  his  lady  too,  too  much; 
And  that's  the  reafon  I  love  him  fo  Uttle. 
How  (hall  I  dote  on  her  with  more  advice. 
That  thus  without  advice  begin  to  love  her? 
Tb  but  her  pidure  I  have  yet  beheld. 
And  that  hath  dazzled  my  reafon's  light; 
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But  when  I  look  on  her  perfedHons, 

There  is  no  reafon  but  I  fhail  be  blind. 

If  I  can  check  my  erring  love,  I  will; 

If  not,  to  compafs  her  Fil  ufe  my  fkill.  [Exit. 

SCENE  r.    Tie  fame.    AJirttt. 
Enter  Speed  and  Lavnce. 

Speed.  Launce!  by  mine  honefty,  welcome  to  IVfiian. 

Ljiuiff^  Forfwear  not  thyfelf,  fweet  youth;  for  I  am  not 
welcome.  I  reckon  this  always — ^that  a  man  is  never  un- 
done, till  he  be  h^ng'd;  nor  never  welcome  to  a  place,  till 
fome  certain  ftiot  be  paid,  and  the  hoftefs  fay,  welcome. 

Speed.  Come  on,  you  mad-cap,  I'll  to  the  ale-houfe 
with  you  prefently ;  where,  for  one  fhot  of  five  pence, 
thou  fhalt  have  five  thoufand  welcomes.  But,  firrah,  how 
did  thy  mafter  part  with  madam  Julia  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  afi:er  they  clofed  in  earned,  they  parted 
very  fairly  in  jeft. 

Speed.  But  fhall  fhe  marry  him  ? 

Ljun.  No. 

Speed.  How  then  ?  Shall  he  marry  her  ? 

Laun.  No,  neither. 

Speed.  What,  are  they  broken  ? 

Laun.  No,  they  are  both  as  whole  as  a  fifli* 

Speed.  Why  then,  how  Hands  the  matter  with  them? 

Laun.  Marry  •thus;  when  it  flands  well  with  him,  it 
{lands  well  with  her. 

Speed.  What  an  afs  art  thou  ?  I  underftand  thee  not. 

Laun.  What  a  block  art  thou,  that  thou  canft  not  ? 
My  ftaff  undevftands  me. 

Speed.  What  thou  fay'ft  ? 

LjtuN.  Ay,  and  what  I  do  too:  look  thee,  I'll  but  lean, 
(md  my  Haff  underfiands  me. 
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Speed*  It  (lands  under  thee,  indeed. 

Laun.  Why,  Hand  xmder  and  underfland  is  all  one. 

Speed.  But  tell  me  true,  wilPt  be  a  match  ? 

Lavn.  Afk  my  dog :  if  he  lay,  ay,  it  will ;  if  he  fay, 
no,  it  will ;  if  he  Ihake  his  tail,  and  fay  nothing,  it  will. 

Speed.  The  concluiion  is  then,  that  it  will. 

Lavn.  Thou  flialt  never  get  fuch  a  fecret  from  me, 
but  by  a  parable. 

Speed.  Tis  well  that  I  get  it  fo.  But,  Launce,  how 
fay'ft  thou,  that  my  matter  is  become  a  notable  lover? 

Laun.  I  never  knew  him  otherwife. 

Speed.  Than  how? 

Laun.  A  notable  lubber,  as  thou  reported  him  to  be. 

Speed.  Why,  thou  whorfon  afs,  thou  miflakeft  me. 

Laun.  Why,  fool,  I  meant  not  thee ;  I  meant  thy 
mafler. 

Speeds  I  tell  thee,  my  mafter  is  become  a  hot  lover. 

Laun.  Why,  I  tell  thee,  I  care  not  though  he  bum 
himfelf  in  love.  If  thou  wilt  go  with  me  to  the  ale- 
lioufe,  fo;  if  not,  thou  art  an  Hebrew,  a  Jew,  and  not 
worth  the  name  of  a  Chriftian. 

Speed.  Why? 

Laun.  Becaufe  thou  haft  not  fo  much  charity  in  thee^ 
as  to  go  to  the  ale  with  a  Chriftian ;  Wilt  thou  go  ? 

Speed.  At  thy  fervice.  lExeunt, 

■  -         ..  11       -  -  ,j^ 

SCENE  FL    Tie  fame.    An  Apartment  in  the  Palace^ 
Ijiter  Proteus. 

Pro.  To  leave  my- Julia,  ftiaU  I  be  forfwom; 
To  love  fair  Silvia,  flmll  I  be  forfwom;   . 
To  wrong  my  friend,  I  fhall  be  much  forfwom; 
And  even  that  power,  which  ^ve  me  firft  my  oath^i 
hoyokes  me  to  %f»s  threefold  perjury^, 
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Love  bade  me  fwear,  and  love  bids  me  forfwear: 

0  fweet-fuggefting  love,  if  thou  haft  finu'd, 
Teach  me,  thy  tempted  fubjed,  to  excufe  it! 
At  firft  I  did  adore  a  twinkling  ftar, 

But  now  I  worfhip  a  celeftial  fun. 
Unheedful  vows  may  heedfully  be  broken; 
And  he  wants  wit,  that  wants  refolved  will 
To  learn  his  wit  to  exchange  the  bad  for  betten- 
Fie,  fie,  unreverend  tongue !  to  call  her  bad, 
Whofe  fovereignty  fo  oft  thou  haft  preferred. 
With  twenty  thoufand  foul-confirming  oaths. 

1  cannot  leave  to  love,  and  yet  I  do ; 

But  there  I  leave  to  love,  where  I  fliould  love. 
Julia  I  lofe,  and  Valentine  I  lofe : 
If  I  keep  them,  I  needs  muft  lofe  myfelf  j 
If  I  lofe  them,  thus  find  I  by  their  lofs. 
For  Valentine,  myfelf;  for  Julia,  Silvia* 
I  to  myfelf  am  deafer  than  a  friend ; 
For  love  is  ftill  more  precious  than  itfelf : 
And  Silvia,  witnefs  heaven,  that  made  her  fair ! 
Shews  Julia  but  a  fwarthy  Ethiope. 
I  will  forget  that  Julia  is  alive, 
Rememb'ring  that  my  love  to  her  is  dead ; 
And  Valentine  I'll  hold  an  enemy. 
Aiming  at  Silvia  as  a  fweeter  friend. 
I  cannot  now  prove  ocnftant  to  myfelf, 
Without  fome  treachery  us'd  to  Valentine : — 
This  night,  he  meaneth  with  a  corded  ladder 
To  climb  celeftial  Silvia's  chamber-window ; 
Myfelf  in  counfel,  his  competitor : 
Now  prefently  Til  give  her  fiither  notice 
Of  their  difguifing,  and  pretended  flight ; 
Who,  all  enrag'd^  will  banifh  Valentine ; 
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For  Thurio,  he  intends,  fhall  wed  his  daughter  i 
But,  Valentine  being  gone,  I'll  quickly  crofs, 
By  fome  fly  trick,  blunt  Thurio's  dull  proceeding* 
Love,  lend  nie  wings  to  make  my  purpofe  fwift, 

As  thou  haft  lent  me  wit  to  plot  this  drift!  lExit. 

-      ■  --~  —  ■  -     ■    ■ 

SCENE  FIL    Verona.    A  Rootn  in  Julia's  Houfe. 
Enter  Julia  and  Lucetta. 

Jul.  Counfel,  Lucetta;  gentle  girl,  aflift  me! 
And,  even  in  kind  love,  I  do  conjure  thee,-— 
Who  art  the  table  wherein  all  my  thoughts 
Are  vifibly  charader'd  and  engrav'd, — 
To  leflbn  me ;  and  tell  me  fome  good  mean, 
How,  with  my  honour,  I  may  undertake 
A  journey  to  my  loving  Proteus. 

Luc.  Alas !  the  way  is  wearifome  and  long. 

Jul.  a  true-devoted  pilgrim  is  not  weary 
To  meafure  kingdoms  with  his  feeble  fteps ; 
Much  lefs  fliall  fhe,  that  hath  love's  wings  to  fly ; 
And  when  the  flight  is  made  to  one  fo  dear, 
Of  fuch  divine  perfe6Uon,  as  fir  Proteus. 

Luc.  Better  forbear,  till  Proteus  make  return. 

Jul.  O,  know'ft  thou  not,  his  looks  are  my  foul's  food? 
Pity  the  dearth  that  I  have  pined  in. 
By  longing  for  that  food  fo  long  a  time. 
Didft  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  love. 
Thou  would'ft  as  foon  go  kindle  fire  with  fnow, 
A5  feek  to  quench  the  fire  of  love  with  words. 

Luc.  I  do  not  feek  to  quench  your  love's  hot  fire ; 
But  qualify  the  fire's  extreme  rage. 
Left  it  ihould  bum  above  the  bounds  of  reafon. 

Jul.  The  more  thou  dam'ft  it  up,  the  more  it  bums  5 
The  current,  that  with  gentle  murmur  gUdes, 
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Thou  know'ft,  being  ftopp'd,  impatiently  doth  rage ; 

fiut,  when  his  fair  courfe  is  not  hindered, 

He  makes  fweet  mufic  with  the  enam^ePd  ftones, 

Giving  a  gentle  kifs  to  every  fedge 

He  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage; 

And  fo  by  many  winding  nooks  he  ftrays. 

With  willing  fport,  to  the  wild  ocean. 

Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  courfe : 

I'll  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  ilream , 

And  make  a  paftime  of  each  weary  Hep , 

Till  the  laft  ftep  have  brought  me  tp  my  love  ; 

And  there  I'll  reft,  as,  after  much  turmoil, 

A  blefled  foul  doth  in  Elyfium. 

Luc.  But  in  what  habit  will  you  go  along  ? 

yuL.  Not  like  a  woman ;  Ikr  I  would  prevent 
The  loofe  encounters  of  lafcivious  men  : 
Gentle  Lucetta,  fit  me  with  fuch  weeds 
As  may  befecm  fome  well-reputed  page. 

Luc.  Why  then  your  ladyfliip  muft  cut  your  hair. 

Jul.  No,  girl;  V\\  knit  it  up  in  filken  ftrings. 
With  twenty  odd-conceited  true-love  knots : 
To  be  fantaftic  may  become  a  youth 
Of  greater  time  than  I  fhall  fliow  to  be. 

Luc.  What  fafhion,  madam,  (hall  I  make  your  breeches  ? 

Jul.  That  fits  as  well,  as — "  tell  me,  good  my  lord, 
"  What  compafs  will  you  wear  your  farthingale  ?" 
Why,  even  that  fafhion  thpu  beft  lik'ft,  Lucetta. 

Luc.  You  muft  needs  have  them  with  a  cod-piece^ 
madam. 

Jul.  Out,  out,  Lucetta !  that  will  be  ill-favour'd. 

Luc.  A  round  hofe,  madam,  now's  not  worth  a  pin^ 
Unlefs  you  h^ve  a  cad-piece  to  flick  pins  on. 

Jul.  Lucetta,  as  thou  loVft  me,  let  me^  have 
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Wkt  thou  think'fl  meet,  and  is  moft  mannerly : 
But  tell  me,  wench,  how  will  the  world  repute  me. 
For  undertaking  fo  unflaid  a  journey  ? 
I  fear  me,  it  will  make  me  fcandaliz*d. 

Luc.  If  you  think  fo,  then  flay  at  home,  and  go  not* 

"jjjL.  Nay,  that  I  will  not. 

LoQ.  Then  never  dream  cni  infamy,  but  go. 
If  Proteus  like  your  journey,  when  you  come. 
No  matter  who^s  difpleas'd,  when  you  are  gone  : 
I  fear  me,  he  will  fcarce  be  pleased  withal. 

Jul.  That  is  the  leaft,  Lucetta,  of  my  fear: 
A  thoufand  oaths,  an  ocean  of  his  tears. 
And  mftances  as  infinite  of  love, 
Warrant  me  welcome  to  iny  Proteus. 

lire.  All  thefe  are  fervants  to  deceitful  men. 

Jul.  Bafe  men,  that  ufe  them  to  fo  bafe  eflfedf 
But  truer  ftars  did  govern  Proteus'  birth : 
His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles  ; 
His  love  fincere,  his  thoughts  immacullate ; 
ffis  tears,  pure  mefiengers  fent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heaven  from  earth. 

hue.  Pray  heaven,  he  prove  fb,  when  you  come  ta  him ! 

Jul.  Now,  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  do  him  not  that  wrong,. 
To  bear  a  hard  opinion  of  his  truth  : 
Only  deferve  my  love,  by  loving  him ; 
And  prefently  go  with  me  ta  my  chamber. 
To  take  a  note  of  what  I  (land  in  need  of^ 
To  fiimifli  TO&  upon  my  longing  journey- 
AQ  that  is  mine  I  leave  at  thy  difpofe, 
%  goods,  my  lands,  my  reputation ; 
Only,  in  lieu  thereof,  difpatch  me  hence : 
Come,  anfwer  not,^  but  to  it  prefently  ; 
J  am  impatient  of  my  tarriance*  [Exemit. 
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ACT  IIL 

SCENE  I.    Milan.    An  Anti-room  in  the  Duke^s  Palace^ 

Enter  Duke,  ThuriO^  and  Proteus. 

buKE.  Sir  Thurio,  give  us  leave,  I  pray,  awhile ; 

We  have  fome  fecrets  to  confer  about. ^  [Exit  Thuri04 

Now,  tell  me,  Proteus,  what's  your  will  with  me  ? 

Pro.  My  gracious  lord,  that  which  I  would  difcover, 
The  law  of  friendfhip  bids  me  to  conceal : 
But,  when  I  call  to  mind  your  gracious  favours 
Done  to  me,  undeferving  as  I  am. 
My  duty  pricks  me  on  to  utter  that 
Which  elfe  no  worldly  good  fliould  draw  from  mc- 
Know,  worthy  prince,  fir  Valentine,  my  friend,    . 
This  night  intends  to  Ileal  away  your  daughter ; 
Myfelf  am  one  made  privy  to  the  plot. 
I  know,  you  have  determined  to  beftow  her 
On  Thurio,  whom  your  gentle  daughter  hates ; 
And  fhould  (he  thus  be  ftolen  away  from  yoii, 
It  would  be  much  vexation  to  your  age. 
Thus,  for  my  duty's  fake,  I  rather  chofe 
To  crofs  my  friend  in  his  intended  drift, 
Than,  by  concealing  it,  heap  on  your  head 
A  pack  of  foryows,  which  would  prefs  you  down, 
Being  unprevented,  to  your  timelefs  grave. 

Duke.  Proteus,  I  thank  thee  for  thine  honed  care  j 
Which  to  requite,  command  me  while  I  Uve. 
This  love  of  theirs  myfelf  have  often  feen. 
Haply,  when  they  have  judg'd  me  faft  afleep ; 
And  oftentimes  have  purposed  to  forbid 
Sir  Valentine  her  company,  and  my  court : 
But,  fearing  left  my  jealous  aim  might  err, 
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And  fo,  unworthily,  difgrace  the  man, 
(A  ralhnefs  that  I  ever  yet  have  {hunn'd,) 
I  gave  him  gentle  looks ;  thereby  to  find 
That  which  thyfelf  haft  now  difclos'd  to  me. 
And,  that  thou  may'ft  perceive  my  fear  of  this. 
Knowing  that  tender  youth  is  foon  fuggefted, 
I  nightly  lodge  her  in  an  upper  tower, 
TheJtcy  whereof  myfelf  have  ever  kept ; 
And  thence  fhe  cannot  be  convey'd  away. 

Fro.  Know,  noble  lord,  they  have  devis'd  a  mean 
How  he  her  chamber-window  will  afcend, 
And  with  a  corded  ladder  fetch  her  down  j 
For  which  the  youthful  lover  now  is  gone. 
And  this  way  comes  he  with  it  prefently ; 
Where,  if  it  pleafe  you,  you  may  intercept  him^ 
But,  good  my  lord,  do  it  fo  cunningly, 
That  my  difcovery  be  not  aimed  at  j 
For  love  of  you,  not  hate  unto  my  friend,* 
Hath  made  me  publiflier  of  this  pretence. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  he  fhall  never  know 
That  I  had  any  light  from  thee  of  this. 

Pno.  Adieu,  my  lord ;  fir  Valentine  is  doming.  [Exiti 
Enter  Fjlentine^ 

Duke.  Sir  Valentine,  whither  aWay  fo  faft  ? 

f^jiL.  Pleafe  it  your  grace,  there  is  a  mefienger 
That  ftays  to  bear  my  letters  to  my  friends. 
And  I  am  going  to  deliver  them. 

Duke.  Be  they  of  much  import  ? 

Val.  The  tenor  of  them  doth  but  fignify 
My  health,  and  happy  being  at  your  court. 

DutE^  Nay,  then  no  matter  j  ftay  with  me  a  while  5 
I  am  to  break  with  thee  of  fome  afi^rs. 
That  touch  me  near,  wherein  thou  muft  be  fecret^ 
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'Tis  not  unknown  to  thee,  that  I  have  fought 
To  match  my  friend,  fir  Thurio,  to  my  daughter. 

l^AL.  I  know  it  well,  my  lord ;  and,  fure,  the  match 
Were  rich  and  honourable ;  beiides,  the  gentleman 
Is  full  of  .virtue,  bounty,  worth,  and  qualities 
Befeeming  fxich  a  wife  as  your  fair  daughter : 
Cannot  your  grace  win  her  to  fancy  him  ? 

Duke.  No,  truft  me ;  fhe  is  peevifh,  fuUen,  froward. 
Proud,  difobedient,  ftubbom,  lacking  duty ; 
Neither  regarding  that  flie  is  my  child. 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were  her  father  : 
And,  may  I  lay  to  thee,  this  pride  of  her's, 
Upon  advice,  hath  drawn  my  love  from  her ; 
And,  where  I  thought  the  remnant  of  mine  age 
Should  Ijavc  been  cherifli'd  by  her  child-like  duty, 
I  now  am  full  refolv*d  to  fake  a  wife. 
And  turn  her  out  to  who  will  take  her  in  : 
Then  let  her  beauty  be  her  wedding-dower ; 
For  me  and  my  pofleflions  fhe  efleems  not. 

VaLu  What  would  your  grace  have  me  to  do  in  this  ? 

Buke.  There  is  a  lady,  fir,  in  Milan^  here, 
Whom  I  aJEEed;  but  fhe  is  nice,  and  coy. 
And  nought  efleems  my  aged  eloquence  : 
Now,  therefore,  would  I  have  thee  to  my  tutor, 
(For  long  agone  I  have  forgot  to  court ; 
Befides,  the  fafhion  of  the  time  is  changed ;) 
How,  and  which  way,  I  may  beftow  myfelf. 
To  be  regarded  in  her  fun-bright  eye. 

Val.  Win  her  with  gifts,  if  fhe  refped  not  words ; 
Dumb  jewels  often,  in  their  filent  kind, 
Mof  e  than  qidck  words,  do  move  a  woman's  mind. 

Duke.  But  fhe  did  £com  a  prefent  that  I  fcnt  hen 

Vai,.  a  woman  fometime  fcoms  what  beft  contents  her: 
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Send  her  another ;  never  give  her  o*er  } 
For  fcom  at  firft  makes  after-love  the  more. 
If  (he  do  frown,  'tis  not  in  hate  of  you. 
But  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you : 
If  (he  do  chide,  'tis  not  to  have  you  gdiie  i 
For  why,  the  fools  are  mad,  if  left  alone. 
Take  no  repulfe,  whatever  (he  doth  fay  j 
For,  get  you  gone^  fhe  doth  not  mean,  away  i 
Flatter,  and  praife,  commend,  extol  their  graces ; 
Though  ne'er  fo  black,  fay,  they  have  angels^  faces. 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue,  I  fay,  is  ntf  man, 
If  with  his  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman. 

Duke.  But  (he  I  mean,  is  promis'd  by  her  friends 
Onto  a  youthful  gentleman  of  worth  ; 
And  kept  feverely  from  refort  of  men. 
That  no  man  hath  accefs  by  day  to  her. 
Val.  Why  then  I  would  refort  to  her  by  night. 
DvKE.  Ay,  but  the  doors  be  lock'd,  and  keys  kept  fafe. 
That  no  man  hath  recourfe  to  her  by  nighti 
Val.  What  lets,  but  one  may  enter  at  her  window  ? 
Duke.  Her  chamber  is  aloft,  far  from  the  ground  j 
And  built  fo  (helving,  that. one  cannot  climb  it 
Without  apparent  hazard  of  his  life* 

Val.  Why  then,  a  ladder,  quaintly  made  of*  cords^ 
To  caft  up,  with  a  pair  of  anchoring  hooks, 
Would  ferve  to  fcale  another  Hero's  tower. 
So  bold  Leander  would  adventure  ^it. 

Duke.  Now,  as  thou  art  a  gentleman  of  blood, 
Advife  me  where  1  may  have  fuch  a  ladder^ 

Val.  When  would  you  ufe  it  ?  pray,  fir,  tell  me  that^ 
BuKE.  This  very  night }  for  love  is  like  a  child. 
That  longs  for  every  thing  that  he  can  come  by- 
Fal.  By  fcven  o'clock  I'll  get  you  fuch  a  ladder* 
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Duke.  But  hark  thee  ;  I  will  go  to  her  alone ; 
How  (hall  I  beft  convey  the  ladder  thither  ? 

Val.  It  will- be  light,  my  lord,  that  you  may  bear  it 
Under  a  cloak,  that  is  of  any  length. 

Duke.  A  cloak  as  long  as  thine  will  ferve  the  turn  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  me  fee  thy  cloak ; 
Vl\  get  me  one  of  fuch  another  length. 

Fal.  Why,  any  cloak  will  ferve  the  turn,  my  lord. 
,    Duke.  How  ihall  I  fafhion  me  to  wear  a  cloak  ? — 
I  pray  thee,  let  me  feel  thy  cloak  upon  me.— 
What  letter  is  this  fame  ?  What's  here  ? — lo  Silvia  ? 
And  here  an  engine  fit  for  my  proceeding ! 
I'll  be  fo  bold  to  break  the  feal  for  once.  [reads. 

My  thoughts  do  harbour  with  my  Silvia  nightly  ; 

Andjlaves  they  are  to  me^  that  fend  them  flying : 
0,  could  their  mqfter  come  and  go  as  lightly^ 

Him/elf  would  lodge  ^  where  fenfelefs  they  are  lying. 
My  herald  thoughts  in  thy  pure  bo/cm  re/l  them; 

While  J,  their  king^  that  thither  them  importune^ 
Do  curfe  the  grace  that  with  fuch  grace  hath  blefs'd  them^^ 

Becaufe  my f elf  do  want  my  fervan^  s  fortune : 
I  curfe  myfelffor  they  arefent  by  me^ 
T^hat  they  fhould  harbour  where  their  krdfhould  be. 
What's  here  ? 

Silvia,  this  night  I  will  enfranchife  thee  : 
*Tis  fo  ;  and  here's  the  ladder  for  the  purpofe.— 
Why,  Phaeton,  (for  thou  art  Merops'  fon,) 
Wilt  thou  afpire  to  guide  the  heavenly  car^ 
And  with  thy  daring  folly  bum  the  world  ? 
Wilt  thou  reach  ftars,  becaufe  they  fhine  on  thee  ? 
Go,  bafe  intruder  !  over-weening  flave !         v 
Beftow  thy  fawning  {miles  on  equal  mates  ; 
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And  think,  my  patience,  more  than  thy  defert, 

Is  privilege  for  thy  departure  hence  : 

Thank  me  for  this,  more  than  for  all  the  favours, 

^Vhich,  all  too  much,  I  have  beftow'd  on  thee. 

But  if  thou  linger  in  my  territories, 

Longer  than  fwifteft  expedition 

Will  give  thee  time  to  leave  our  royal  court, 

By  heaven,  my  wrath  fliall  far  exceed  the  love 

I  ever  bore  my  daughter,  or  thyfelf. 

Be  gone,  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  excufe, 

But,  as  thou  lov'fl  thy  life,  make  fpeed  from  hence. 

[Exit  Duke. 
Val.  And  why  not  death,  rather  than  living  torment? 
To  die,  is  to  be  banifli\i  from  myfelf ; 
And  Silvia  is  myfelf:  bani(h*d  from  her. 

Is  felf  from  felf ;  a  deadly  banilhment ! 
What  light  is  light,  if  Silvia  be  not  feen  ? 

^Tiat  joy  is  joy,  if  Silvia  be  hot  by  ? 

Unlefs  it  be,  to  think  that  flie  is  by. 

And  feed  upon  the  fliadow  of  perfeftion. 

Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night. 

There  is  no  mufick  in  the  nightingale  j 

Unlefs  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  day, 

There  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon  : 

She  is  my  eflence  ;  and  I  leave  to  be, 

in  be  not  by  her  fair  influence 

Fofter'd,  illumiji'd,  cherifti'd,  kept  alive, 

I  fly  not  death,  to  fly  his  deadly  doom  : 

Tarry  I  here,  I  but  attend  on  death ; 

But,  fly  I  hence,  I  fly  away  from  life.   » 

Enter  Proteus  and  Launce. 
Pro.  Run,  boy,  run,  run,  and  feek  him  out,    • 
Iav^*  So-ho!  fo-ho ! 
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Pro.  What  feed  thou  ? 

Lavn.  Him  we  go  to  find :  there's  not  a  hair  on's  head, 
but  'tis  a  Valentine. 

Pro.  Valentine  ? 

Val.  No. 

Pro.  Who  then  ?  his  fpirit  ? 

Val.  Neither. 

Pro.  What  then  ? 

Val.  Nothing. 

Laun.  Can  nothing  fpeak  ?  mafter,  fliall  I  ftrike  ? 

Pro.  Whom  would'ft  thou  ftrike  ? 

Laun.  Nothing. 

Pro.  Villain,  forbear. 

Lajjn.  Why,  fir,  I'll  ftrike  nothing :  I  pray  you,— 

Pro.  Sirrah,  I  fay,  forbear :  Friend  Valentine,  a  word. 

Val.  My  ears  are  ftopp'd,  and  cannot  hear  good  news. 
So  much  of  bad  already  hath  pofliefs'd  them. 

Pro.  Then  in  dumb  filence  will  I  bury  mine, 
For  they  are  harfli,  untuneable,  and  bad. 

Val.  Is  Silvia  dead  ? 

Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

Val.  No  Valentine,  indeed,  for  facred  Silvia  !— 
Hath  flie  forfwom  me  ? 

Pro.  No,  Valentine. 

Val.  No  Valentine,  if  Silvia  have  forfwom  me  !-^ 
What  is  your  news  ? 

Laun.  Sir,  there's  a  proclamation  that  you  are  vanifli'd* 

Pro.  That  thou  art  banifhed,  O,  that's  the  news ; 
From  hence,  from  Silvia,  and  from  me  thy  friend. 

Val.  O,  I  have  fed  upon  this  woe  already, 
And  now  excefs  of  it  will  make  me  furfeit. 
Poth  Silyia  know  that  I  am  baniihed  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  ay ;  and  fhe  hath  offer'd  to  the  dpom, 
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(Which,  unrevers'd,  Hands  in  cflfedual  force,)  'i 

A  fea  of  melting  pearl,  which  fome  call  tears : 

Thofe  at  her  father's  churlifh  feet  Ihe  tendered ;       '     1 

With  them,  upon  her  knees,  her  humble  felf ; 

Wringing  her  hands,  whofe  whitenefs  fo  became  them, 

As  if  but  now  they  waxed  pale  for  woe  : 

But  neither  bended  knees,  pure  hands  held  up. 

Sad  fighs,  deep  groans,  nor  filver-fhedding  tears^ 

Could  penetrate  he?  uncompaflionate  fire ; 

But  Valentine,  if  he  be  ta'en,  muft  die. 

Befides,  her  interceflion  chafd  him  fo. 

When  fhe  for  thy  repeal  was  fuppliant. 

That  to  clofe  prifon  he  commanded  her. 

With  many  bitter  threats  of  'biding  there. 

Vjl.  No  more;  unlefs  the  next  word,  that  thou  fpeak'ft^ 
Have  fome  malignant  power  upon  my  life : 
If  fo,  I  pray  thee,  breathe  it  in  mine  ear. 
As  ending  anthem  of  my  endlefs  dolour. 

Pro.  Ceafe  to  lament  for  that  thou  canft  not  help« 
And  ftudy  help  for  that  which  thou  lament'ft.  * 
Time  is  the  nurfe  and  breeder  of  all  good. 
Here  if  thou  ftay,  thou  can'ft  not  fee  thy  love ;  1 

Befides,  thy  flaying  will  abridge  thy  life. 
Hope  is  a  lover's  ftaflf;  walk  hence  with  that. 
And  manage  it  againfl  defpairing  thoughts. 
Thy  letters  may  be  here,  though  thou  art  hence  i    • 
Which,  being  writ  to  me,  fliall  be  deliver'd 
Even  in  the  milk-white  bofom  of  thy  love. 
The  time  now  ferves  not  to  expollulate: 
Come,  1*11  convey  thee  through  the  city  gate  i 
And,  ere  I  part  with  thee,  confer  at  large 
Of  all  that  may  concern  thy  love-aflFairs  ; 
As  thou  lo\ 'ft  Silvia,  though  not  for  thyfelf^  ,u 
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Regard  thy  danger,  and  .rlong  with  me. 

Val.  I  pray  thee,  Launce,  an  if  thou  feeft  my  boy, 
^id^him  make  hafte,  and  meet  me  at  the  north-^te. 

Pro.  Go,  firrah,  find  him  out.     Come,  Valentine, 

Val.  O  my  dear  Silvia !  haplefs  Valentine  ! 

[Exeunt  Valentine  and  Proteus. 

Laun.  I  iam  but  a  fool,  look  you  ;  and  yet  I  have  the 
wit  to  think,  my  mafter  is  a  kind  of  a  knave  :  but  that's 
all  one,  if  he  be  but  one  kiiave.  He  lives  not  now,  that 
knows  me  to  be  in  love :  yet  I  am  in /love  ;  but  a  team 
of  horfe  fhall  not  pluck  that  from  me ;  nor  who  'tis  I 
love,  and  yet  'tis  a  woman:  but  what  woman,  I  will  not 
tell  myfelf ;  and  yet  'tis  a  milk^maid  :  yet  'tis  not  a  maid, 
for  fhe  hath  had  goffips  :  yet  'tis  a  maid,  for  fhe  is  her 
jhafter's  maid,  and  ferves  for  wages.  She  hath  more 
qualities  than  a  water-fpaniel, — ^which  is  much  in  a  bare 
phriftian.  Here  is  the  cat4og  [Pulling  out  a  paper]  of 
her  conditions.  Imprimis,  She  can  fetch  and  carry.  Why, 
a  horfe  can  do  no  more ;  nay,  a  horfe  cannot  fetch,  but 
only  carty ;  therefore,  is  fhe  better  than  a  jade.  Item, 
She  can  milk  j  look  you,  a  fweet  virtue  in  a  maid  with 
plean  hands. 

Enter  Speed. 

Speed.  How  now,  fignior  Launce  ?  what  news  with 
your  maflerfhip  ? 

Laun.  With  my  mafler's  fhip  ?  why,  jt  is  at  fea. 

Speed.  Well,  your  old  vice  flillj  miflake  the  word  i 
What  news  then  in  your  paper  ? 

Laun.  The  blackefl  news  that  ever  thou  heard'fl, 

Speed.  Why,  man,  how  black  ? 

Laun.  Why,  as  black  as  ink. 

Speed.  Let  me  read  them. 

L^UN.  Fie  on  thee,  ioU-hqad  >  thou  can -fl  not  read, 
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Spbid.  Thou  lieft,  I  can. 

Lavn.  I  will  try  thee  :  Tell  me  this :  Who  begot  thee? 

Speed.  Marry,  the  fon  of  my  grandfather. 

Lavn.  O  illiterate  loiterer !  it  was  the  fon  of  thy 
grandmother :  this  proves,  that  thou  canft  not  read. 

Speed.  Come,  fool,  come :  try  me  in  thy  paper. 

LdUN.  There ;  and  faint  Nicholas  be  thy  fpeed ! 

Speed.  Imprimis,  She  can  milk. 

Laun.  Ay,  that  flie  can. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  brews  good  ale. 

Laun.  And  therefore  comes  the  proverb,^— Blelling  o* 
your  heart,  you  brew  good  ale. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  can  few. 

Laun.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Can  flie  fo  ? 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  can  knit* 

Laun.  What  need  a  man  care  for  a  Hock  with  a  wench, 
when  ihe  can  knit  him  a  flock. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  can  wajb  andfcour. 

Lavn.  A  fpecial  virtue ;  for  then  flie  need  not  be  wafli- 
ed  and  fcoured. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  canjpin. 

Lavn.  Then  may  I  fet  the  world  on  wheels,  when  flie 
can  fpin  for  her  living. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  batb  many  namelefs  virtues. 

Lavn.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  baftard  virtues ;  that, 
indeed,  know  not  their  fathers,  and  therefore  have  no 
names. 

Speed.  Here  follow  ber  vices. 

Laun.  Clofe  at  the  heels  of  her  virtues. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  is, not  to  be  kiffedfqjling^  in  refpeSl  of 
y  breath. 

Laun.  Well,  that  fault  may  be  mended  with  a  break- 
tift:  Read  Qn« 
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Speed.  Item^  She  bath  ajweet  mtmtb. 
'   Laun.  That  makes  amends  for  her  four  breath. 

Speed.  Item,  She  dotb  talk  in  berjleep. 

Laun.  It's  no  matter  for  that,  fo  ihe  ileep  not  in  her 
talk. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  isjhw  in  words. 

LAtjN.  O  villain,  that  fet  this  down  among  her  vices ! 
To  bie  flow  in  words,  is  a  woman's  only  virtue :  I  pray 
thee,  out  with't ;  and  place  it  for  her  chief  virtue. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbc  is  proud. 
'   Laun.  Out  with  that  too ;  it  was  Eve^s  legacy,  and 
cannot  be  ta'en  from  her. 

Speed.  Item;  Sbe  batb  no  teetb. 

Laun.  I  care  not  for  that  neither,  becaufe  I  love  crufls« 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  is  curjl. 
,    Laun.  Well ;  the  bell  is,  flie  hath  no  teeth  to  bite. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  will  qften  praife  ber  liquor. 

Laun.  If  her  liquor  be  good,  (he  fliall :  if  flie  will  not, 
I  will ;  for  good  things  fliould  be  praifed. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  is  too  liberal. 

Laun.  Of  her  tongue  flie  cannot ;  for  that's  writ  down 
flie  is  flow  of:  of  her  purfe  flie  ftiall  not ;  for  that  I'll 
keep  fliut :  now  of  another  thing  flie  may  j  and  that  J 
cannot  help.    Well,  proceed. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  batb  more  bear  tban  wit^  and  more 
faults  tban  bairs^  and  more  weaUb  tban  faults^ 

Laun.  Stop  there ;  I'll  have  her  :  flie  was  mine,  and 
not  mine,  twice  or  thrice  in  that  laft  article :  Rehearfe 
^hat  once  more. 

Speed.  Item,  Sbe  batb  more  bair  tban  wit^ — 

Laun.  More  hair  than  wit, — it  may  be ;  I'll  prove  it : 
-The  cover  of  the  fait  hides  the  fait,  and  therefore  it  is . 
more  than  the  fait :  the  hair,  that  covers  the  wit,  is  jnore 
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than  the  wit ;  for  the  greater  hides  the  lefs.  What's 
next  ? 

Speed.  — jind  more  faults  than  bairs^-^ 

Laun.  That's  monftrou^ :  O,  that  that  were  out ! 

Speed.  — And  more  wealth  than  faults. 

Laun.  Why,  that  word  makes  the  faults  gracious : 
Well,  ril  have  her :  And  if  it  be  a  match,  as  nothinjg  is 
impoffible,~ 

Speed.  What  then  ? 

Laun.  Why,  then  will  I  tell  thee,— that  thy  matter 
flays  for  thee  at  the  north-gate. 

Speed.  For  me  ? 

Laun.  For  thee  ?  ay ;  who  art  thou  ?  he  hath  ftaid  for 
a  better  man  than  thee. 

Speed.  And  mutt  I  go  to  him  ? 

Laun.  Thou  muft  run  to  him,  for  thou  haft  ftaid  fo 
long,  that  going  will  fcarce  ferve  the  turn- 

Speed.  Why  didft  not  tell  me  fooner  ?  'pox  of  your 
love-letters !  [Exit. 

Laun.  Now  will  he  be  fwing'd  for  reading  my  letter : 
An  unmannerly  flave,  that  will  thruft  himfelf  into  fe- 
crets ! — I'll  after,  to  rejoice  in  the  boy's  corredion.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IL    The  fame.   A  Room  in  the  Duke^s  Palace. 
Enter  Duke  and  Thurio;  Proteus  behind. 

Duke.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not,  but  that  fhe  will  love  you. 
Now  Valentine  is  banifh'd  from  her  fight. 

T'hu.  Since  his  exile  ftie  hath  defpis'd  me  moft, 
Forfwom  my  company,  and  rail'd  at  me, 
That  I  am  defperate  of  obtaining  her. 

Duke.  This  weak  imprefs  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
Trenched  in  ice ;  which  with  an  hour's  heat 
Dillblyes  to  water,  and*  doth  lofe  his  form. 
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A  little  time  will  melt  her  frozen  thoughts. 
And  worthlefs  Valentine  fhall  be  forgot. — 
How  now,  fir  Proteus  ?  Is  your  countryman. 
According  to  our  proclamation,  gone  ? 

Pro^  Gone,  my  good  lord. 

Duke.  My  daughter  takes  his  going  grievoufly. 

Fro.  a  httle  time,  my  lord,  will  kill  that  grief. 

Duke.  So  I  believe ;  but  Thurio  thinks  not  fo,— * 
Proteus,  the  good  conceit  I  hold  of  thee, 
(For  thou  haft  Ihown  fome  fign  of  good  defert,)  ' 
Makes  me  the  better  to  confer  with  thee. 

Pro.  Longer  than  I  prove  loyal  to  your  grace, 
Let  me  not  live  to  look  upon  your  grace.. 

Duke.  Thou  know'ft,  how  willingly  I  would  efFe<^ 
The  match  between  fir  Thurio  and  my  daughter. 

Pro.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke.  And  alfo,  I  think,  thou  art  not  ignorant 
How  file  oppofes  her  againft  my  will. 

Pro.  She  did,  my  lord,  when  Valentine  was  here, 

Duke.  Ay,  and  perverfely  flie  perfevers  fo. 
What  might  we  do,  to  make  the  girl  forget 
The  love  of  Valentine,  and  love  fir  Thurio  ? 

Pro.  The  beft  way  is,  to  flander  Valentine 
With  falftiood,  cowardice,  and  poor  defcent; 
Three  things  that  women  highly  hold  in  hate. 

Duke.  Ay,  but  flie'll  think,  that  it  is  fpoke  in  hate^ 

Pro.  Ay,  if  his  enemy  deliver  it : 
Therefore  it  muft,  with  circumftance,  be  fpoken 
By  one,  whom  flie  efteemeth  as  his  friend. 

Duke.  Then  you  muft  undertake  to  flander  him. 

Pro.  And  that,  my  lord,  I  fliall  be  loth  to  do ; 
rris  an  ill  office  for  a  gentleman ; 
Pfpecially,  againft  his  vcr^  friends 


OF  rSRONA.      ^  125 

DuzE.  Where  your  good  word  cannot  advantage  him, 
Your  flander  never  can  endamage  him ; 
Therefore  the  office  is  indifferent, 
fieing  entreated  to  it  by  your  friend. 

Pro.  You  have  prevail'd,  my  lord :  if  I  can  do  it. 
By  aught  that  I  can  fpeak  in  his  difpraife. 
She  fhall  not  long  continue  love  to  him. 
But  fay,  this  weed  her  love  from  Valentine, 
It  follows  not  that  fhe  will  love  fir  Thurio. 

7'hu.  Therefore  as  you  unwind  her  love  from  him. 
Left  it  fhould  ravel,  and  be  good  to  none. 
You  muft  provide  to  bottom  it  on  me : 
Which  mufl  be  done,  by  praifing  me  as  much 
As  you  in  worth  difpraife  fir  Valentine. 

Duke.  And,  Proteus,  we  dare  trufl  you  in  this  kind ;' 
Becaufe  we  know,  on  Valentine's  report. 
You  are  already  love's  firm  votary, 
-And  cannot  foon  revolt  and  change  your  mind. 
Upon  this  warrant  fhall  you  have  accefs, 
Where  you  with  Silvia  may  confer  at  large ; 
For  fhe  is  lumpifh,  heavy,  melancholy, 
And,  for  your  friend's  fake,  will  be  glad  of  you; 
Where  you  may  temper  her,  by  your  perfuafion. 
To  hate  young  Valentine,  and  love  my  friend. 

Pro.  As  much  as  I  can  do,  I  will  effedl : — 
But  you,  fir  Thurio,  are  not  fharp  enough  ; 
You  muft  lay  lime,  to  tangle  her  defires, 
By  wailful  fonnets,  whofe  compofed  rhimes 
Should  be  full  fraught  with  ferviccable  vows, 

l)u£E.  Ay,  much  the  force  of  heaven-bred  poefy. 

Pro.  Say,  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  facrifice  your  tears,  your  fighs,  your  heart  : 
Write,  till  your  ink  be  dry ;.  and  with  your  tears 
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Moift  it  again ;  and  frame  fome  feeling  line, 
That  may  difcover  fuch  integrity : — 
For  Orpheus'  lute  was  ftrung  with  poet's  finews ; 
Whofe  golden  touch  could  foften  fteel  and  ftones. 
Make  tigers  tame,  and  huge  leviathans 
Forfake  unfounded  deeps  to  dance  on  fands. 
After  your  dire-lamenting  elegies, 
Vifit  by  night  your  lady's  chamber-window 
With  fome  fweet  concert :  to  their  inftruments 
Tune  a  deploring  dump ;  the  night's  dead  filence 
Will  well  become  fuch  fweet  complaining  grievance^ 
This,  or  elfe  nothing,  will  inherit  her. 

Duke.  This  difcipline  fhows  thou  haft  been  in  love. 

T'hu.  And  thy  advice  this  night  I'll  put  in  pradice  t 
Therefore,  fweet  Proteus,  my  diredion-giver. 
Let  us  into  the  city  prefently 
To  fort  fome  gentlemen  well  (kill'd  in  mufick : 
I  have  a  fonnet,  that  will  ferve  the  turn. 
To  give  the  onfet  to  thy  good  advice. 

JDiTir^.  About  it,  gentlemen. 

Pro.  We'll  wait  upon  your  grace,  till  after  fupper ; 
And  afterward  determine  our  proceedings. 

Duke.  Even  now  about  it;  I  will  pardon  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.  A  Foreji,  near  Mantua. 

Enter  certain  0  u  r-i  a  ws. 

1  Our.  Fellows,  ftand  faft;  I  fee  a  paflenger- 

2  Our.  If  there  be  ten,  flirink  not,  but  down  \idth-'enci. 

Enter  VALENriNE  and  Speed. 

3  Our.  Stand,  fir,  and  throw  us  that  you  have  aboxxt: 
If  not,  we'll  make  you  fit,  and  rifle  you.  [you  j 
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Speed.  Sir,  we  arc  undone!  thefe  are  the  villains 
That  all  the  travellers  do  fear  fo  much. 
Val.  My  friends, — 

1  Out.  That's  not  fo,  fir ;  wc  are  your  enexhies. 

2  Out.  Peace ;  we'll  hear  him. 

'  3  Our.  Ay,  by  my  beard,  will  wc; 
For  he's  a  proper  man. 

Val.  Then  know,  that  I  have  little  wealth  to  lofe  ; 
A  man  I  am,  crofs^d  with  adverfity : 
My  riches  are  thefe  poor  habiliments, 
Of  which  if  you  fhould  here  disfumifh  me. 
You  take  the.fum  and  fubftance  that  I  have. 

2  Out.  Whither  travel  you  ? 
Val.  To  Verona. 

1  Out.  Whence  came  you  ? 
Val.  From  Milan. 

3  Out.  Have  you  long  fo^oum'd  there  ? 

*  Val.  Some  fixteen  months ;  and  longer  mighthave  ilaid, 
ffcrooked  fortune  had  not  thwarted  me. 

1  Out.  What,  were  you  baniih'd  thence  ? 
Val.  I  was. 

2  Out.  For  what  offence  ? 

Val^  For  that  which  now  torments  me  to  rehearfe : 
Ikill'd  a  man,  whofe  death  I  much  repent ; 
But  yet  I  flew  him  manfully  in  fight. 
Without  falfe  vantage,  or  bafe  treachery. 

I  Out.  Why  ne'er  repent  it,  if  it  were  don«  fo : 
^t  were  you  banifh'd  for  fo  fmall  a  fault  ^ 

Val.  I  was,  and  held  me  glad  of  fuch  a  doom. 

1  Out.  Have  you  the  tongues  ? 

Val.  My  youthful  travel  therein  made  me  happy ; 
Or  elfe  I  aiten  had  been  miferable. 

3  Oqt.  By  the  bare  fcalp  of  Robin  Hood's  fat  friar. 
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This  fellow  were  a  king  for  our  wild  fadion* 

1  Our.  We'll  have  him :  firs,  a  word. 
Speed.  Mafter,  be  one  of  them ; 

It  is  an  honourable  kind  of  thievery*   . 

Val.  Peace,  villain ! 

a  Our.  Tell  us  this  r  Have  you  any  thing  to  take  to  ? 

Val.  Nothing,  but  my  fortune. 

3  Our.  Know  then,  that  fome  of  us  are  gentlemen. 
Such  as  the  fury  of  ungovem'd  youth 
Thruft  from  the  company  of  awful  men : 
Myfelf  was  from  Verona  banifhed, 
For  pradHfing  to  fteal  away  a  lady. 
An  heir,  and  near  allied  unto  the  duke. 

2  Our.  And  I  from  Mantua,  for  a  gentleman. 
Whom,  in  my  mood,  I  ftabb'd  imto  the  heart. 

1  Our.  And  I,  for  fuch  like  petty  crimes  as  thefe. 
But  to  the  purpofe, — (for  we  cite  our  faults,  " 
That  they  may  hold  excused  our  lawlefs  lives,) 
And,  partly,  feeing  you  are  beautify'd 

With  goodly  Ihape ;  and  by  your  own  report 
A  linguifl ;  and  a  man  of  fuch  perfedion. 
As  we  do  in  our  quality  much  want ; — 

2  Our.  Indeed,  becaufe  you  are  a  banifh'd  man^ 
Therefore,  above  the^reft,  we  parley  to  you : 
Are  you  content  to  be  our  general  ? 

To  make  a  virtue  of  neceffity. 

And  live,  as  we  do,  in  this  wildernefs  ? 

3  Our.  What  fay'ft  thou?  wilt  thou  be  of  our  confort? 
Say,  ay^  and  be  the  captain  of  us  all : 

We'll  do  thee  homage,  and  be  rul'd  by  thee. 
Love  thee  as  our  commander,  and  our  king. 

1  Our.  But  if  thou  fcom  our  courtefy,  thou  dieft. 

2  Our.  Thou  fhalt  not  live  to  brag  what  we  have  offer'd« 
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Val.  I  take  your  offer,  and  will  live  with  you ; 
Provided  that  you  do  no  outrages 
On  filly  women,  or  poor  paflengers. 

3  Our.  No,  we  deteft  fuch  vile  bafe  pradices; 
Come,  go  with  us,  we*ll  bring  thee  to  our  crews, 
And  (hew  thee  all  the  treafure  we  have  got ; 
Which,  with  ourfelves,  all  reft  at  thy  difpofe.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.   Milan.    Court  of  the  Palaca 
Enter  Proteus. 

Pro.  Already  have  I  been  falfe  to  Vaientinc^ 
And  now  I  muft  be  as  unjuft  to  Thurio. 
Under  the  colour  of  commending  hiih^ 
I  have  accefs  my  own  love  to  prefer ; 
But  Silvia  is  too  fair,  too  true,  too  holy, 
To  be  corrupted  with  my  worthlefs  gifts. 
When  I  proteft  true  loyalty  to  her, 
She  tvnts  me  with  my  falfhood  to  my  friend  J 
When  to  her  beduty  I  commend  my  vows, 
She  bids  me  think,  how  I  have  been  forfwoni 
In  breaking  faith  with  Julia  whom  I  lov'd  : 
And,  notwithftanding  all  her  fudden  quips. 
The  leaft  whereof  would  quell  a  lover's  hope^ 
Yet,  fpaniel-Uke,  the  more  {he  fpums  my  love^ 
The  more  it  grows,  and  fawneth  on  her  ftill* 
But  here  comes  Thurio  :  now  muft  we  to  her  window, 
And  give  fome  evening  mufic  to  her  car. 
Enter  Thurio^  and  Mujicias^^ 

Thu.  How  now,  fir  Proteus  ?  are  you  crept  before  us  ? 

Pro.  Ay,  gentle  Thurio ;  for,  you  know,  that  love 
Will  creep  in  fervice  where  it  cannot  go- 

7'hu.  Ay,  but,  I  hope,  fir,  that  you  love  not  here. 

Pro.  Sir,  but  I  do ;  or  elfe  I  would  be  hence^ 
Vol.  L  I 
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Thu.  Whom  ?  Silvia  ? 
Pro.  Ay,  Silvia, — for  your  fake. 
1'hu.  I  thank  you  for  your  own-     Now,  gentlemen^ 
Let's  tune,  and  to  it  luftily  a  while. 
Enter  Host^  at  a  £/iance  ;  and  yuLiA  in  bofs  clothes. 
Host.  Now,  my  young  gueft !  methinks  you're  ally- 
cholly ;  I  pray  you,  why  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Marry,  mine  hoft,  becaufe  I  cannot  be  merry.    ■ 
Host.  Gome,  we'll  have  you  merry :  Til  bring  you 
where  you  fhall  hear  mufick,  and  fee  the  gentleman  that 
you  afk'd  for. 

Jul.  But  fhall  I  hear  him  fpeak  ? 
Host.  Ay,  that  you  fhall. 

Jul.  That  will  be  mufick-  \Mufici  plays. 

Host.  Hark !  hark  ! 
Jul.  Is  he  among  thefe  ? 
Host.  Ay  :  but  peace,  let's  hear  'em. 
SONG. 
Who  is  Silvia  ?  what  isjhe, 

I'biU  all  ourjwains  commend  ber  ? 
Holy,  f air y  and  wife  isjhe; 

Hbe  beavensfucb  grace  did  lend  ber, 
Tbatjbe  migbt  admired  be. 
Isjht  kind,  asjbe  is  fear  ?        .  ^ 

For  beauty  Uves  with  kindnefs : 
Love  doth  to  her  eyes  repair. 

To  help  him  of  his  bUndnefs; 
And,  being  helped,  inhabits  there. 
Then  to  Silvia  let  usfing, 

That  Silvia  is  excelling; 
She  excels  each  mortal  things 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelling  : 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring. 
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Host.  How  now?  are  you  fadder  than  yoU  were  before? 
How  do  you,  man  ?  the  mufick  likes  you  not. 

Jul.  You  miftake;  the  mufician  likes  me  not. 

Host. .  Why ^  my  pretty  youth  ? 

Jul.  He  plays  falfe,  father. 

Host.  How  ?  out  of  tune  on  the  firings  ? 

Jul.  Not  fo ;  but  yet  fo  falfe,  that  he  grieves  my  very 
heart-firings. 

IfosT.  You  have  a  quick  ear. 

Jul.  Ay,  I  would  I  were  deaf!  it  makes  me  have  a 
flow  heart. 

HosT^  I  perceive,  you  delight  not  in  mufick. 

Jul.  Not  a  whit,  when  it  jars  fo. 

Host.  Hark,  what  fine  change  is  in  the  mufick ! 

Jul.  Ay ;  that  change  is  the  fpite. 

Host.  You  would  have  them  always  play  but  one  thing  ? 

Jul.  I  would  always  have  one  play  but  one  thing. 
But,  hofl,  doth  this  fir  Proteus,  that  we  talk  on,  often 
refort  unto  this  gentlewoman  ? 

Host.  I  tell  you  what  Launce,  his  man,  told  me,  he 
loved  her  out  of  ajl  nick. 

Jul.  Where  is  Launce  ? 

Host.  Gone  to  feek  his  dog;  which,  to-morrow,  by 
his  mafler's  command,  he  muft  carry  for  a  prefent  to 
his  lady. 

Jul.  Peace !  fland  afide ;  the  company  parts. 

Pro.  Sir  Thurio,  fear  not  you ;  I  will  fo  plead, 
That  you  fhall  fay,  my  cunning  drift  excels. 

Thv.  Where  meet  we  ? 

Pro.  At  faint  Gregory's  well. 

Thu.  Farewell.  {Exeunt  Thurio  and  Mujicians  \ 

Silvia  appears  above ^  at  ber  window. 

Pro.  Madam,  good  even  to  your  ladyfhip. 
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Sjl.  I  thank  you  for  your  mufick,  gentLemea : 
Who  is  that,  that  fpake  ? 

Pro.  One,  lady,  if  you  knew  his  pure  heart's  truth, 
You'd  quickly  learn  to  know  him  by  his  voice* 

SiL.  Sir  Proteus,  as  I  take  it. 

Fro.  Sir  Proteus,  gentle  lady,  and  your  fervant. 

SiL.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Pjto.That  I  may  compafs  yours. 

SiL.  You  have  your  wifli ;  my  will  is  even  this, — , 
That  prefentfy  you  hie  you  home  to  bed. 
Thou  fubtle,  perjur'd,  falfe,  difloyal  man  ! 
Think'ft  thou,  I  am  fo  (hallow,  fo  conceitlefs. 
To  be  feduced  by  thy  flattery,  ^ 

That  haft  deceived  fo  many  with  thy  vows  ?  ,^ 

Return,  return,  and  make  thy  love  amends. 
For  me, — ^by  this  pale  queen  of  night  I  fwear^  .; 

I  am  fo  far  from  granting  thy  requeft,  •  ^ 

That  I  defpife  thee  for  thy  wrongful  fuit ; 
And  by  and  by  intend  to  chide  myfelf, 
Even  for  this  time  I  fpend  in  talking  to  thee.  .  , 

Pro.  I  grant,  fweet  love,  that  I  did  love  a  lady; 
But  Ihe  is  dead.  T 

Jul.  Twere  falfe,  if  I  fhould  fpeak  it  j  f; ' 

For,  I  am  fure,  fhe  is  not  buried.  [AJide.    \ 

SiL.  Say,  that  (he  be  ;  yet  Valentine,  thy  friend,  ^^^ 

Survives  ;  to  whom,  thyfelf  art  witnefs,  ^^ 

I  am  betfcth'd  :  And  art  thou  not  aiham^d  ^^^ 

To  wrong  him  with  thy  importlStnacy  ?  "^^ 

Pro.  I  likewife  hear,  that  Valentine  is  dead. 

SiL.  And  fo,  fuppofe,  am  I ;  for  in  his  grave 
Affure  thyfelf,  my  love  is  buried.  ^^ 

Pro.  Sweet  lady,  let  me  rake  it  from  the  earth.  ^^ 

Sjl.  Go  to  thy  lady's  grave,  and  call  hcr's  thence ;        ^^f« 
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Or,  at  the  Icaft,  in  her's  fepulchre  thine. 
Jul.  He  heard  not  that.  \^AJide. 

Pro.  Madam,  if  your  heart  be  fo  obdurate, 
Vouchfafe  me  yet  your  pidure  for  my  love, 
The  pi6hire  that  is  hanging  in  your  chamber ; 
To  that  PU  fpeak,  to  that  FU  figh  and  weep  : 
For,  fince  the  fubftance  of  your  perfed  felf 
h  elk  devoted,  I  am  but  a  fliadow  ; 
And  to  your  fhadow  will  I  make  true  love. 

Jul.  If  'twere  a  fubftance,  you  would,  fure,  deceive  it. 
And  make  it  but  a  fhadow,  as  I  am.  l^Jide. 

SiL.  I  am  very  loth  to  be  your  idol,  fir  ; 
But,  fince  your  falfhood  fhall  become  you  well 
To  worfliip  fliadows,  and  adore  falfe  (hapes. 
Send  to  me  in  the  morning,  and  Til  fend  it : 
And  fo,  good  reft. 

Pro.  As  wretches  have  o'er-night, 
That  wait  for  execution  in  the  mom. 

[Exeunt  Proteus  j  and  Silfia^  from  above. 
Jul.  Hoft,  wilt  you  go  ? 
Host.  By  my  hallidom,  I  was  faft  afleep. 
Jul.  ^t^y  you,  where  lies  fir  Proteus  ? 
Host.  Marry,  at  my  houfe:  Truft  me,  I  think,  'tis  al- 
moft  day. 

Jul.  Not  fo ;  but  it  hath  been  the  longeft  night 
That  e'er  I  ^*atch'd,  and  the  moft  heavi^.          [Exeunt, 
^- —  I  J —  -        ,  -       — 

SCENE  HI.    He  fame. 
Enter  Eglamour. 
Egl.  This  is  the  hour  that  madam  Silvia 
I  Entreated  me  to  call,  and  know  her  mind ; 
I  There's  fome  great  matter  flje'd  employ  me  in,-« 

'Madam,  madam! 

|«p  ... 
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SiL  FiA  appears  above ^  at  her  window. 

SiL.  Who  caUs  ? 

Egl.  Yoiir  fervant,  and  your  friend  ; 
One  that  attends  your  ladyfliip's  command. 

SiL.  Sir  Eglamour,  a  thoufand  times  good- morrow. 

Egl.  As  many,  worthy  lady,  to  yourfelf. 
According  to  your  ladyfhip's  impofe, 
I  am  thus  early  come,  to  know  what  fervice 
It  is  your  pleafure  to  command  me  in. 

SiL.  O  Eglamour,  thou  art  a  gentleman, 
(Think  not,  I  flatter,  for,  I  fwear,  I  do  not,) 
Valiant,  wife,  remorfeful,  well  accomplifli'd. 
Thou  art  not  ignorant,  what  dear  good  will 
I  bear  unto  the  banifh*d  Valentine ; 
Nor  how  my  father  would  enforce  me  marry 
Vain  Thurio,  whom  my  very  foul  abhorr'd. 
Thyfelf  haft  lov'd  ;  and  I  have  heard  thee  fay, 
No  grief  did  ever  come  fo  near  thy  heart, 
As  when  thy  lady  and  thy  true  love  died, 
Upon  whofe  grave  thou  vowd'ft  pure  chaftity. 
Sir  Eglamour,  I  would  to  Valentine, 
To  Mantua,  where,  I  hear,  he  makes  abode  j 
And,  for  the  ways  are  dangerous  to  pafs, 
I  do  defire  thy  worthy  company, 
Upon  whofe  faith  and  honour  I  repofe. 
Urge  not  my  father's  anger,  Eglamour, 
But  think  upon  my  grief,  a  lady's  grief  j 
And  on  the  juftice  of  my  flying  hence, 
To  keep  me  from  a  moft  unholy  match, 
Which  heaven  and  fortune  ftill  reward  with  plagues^ 
I  do  defire  thee,  even  from  a  heart 
As  full  of  forrows  as  the  fea  of  fands. 
To  bear  me  company,  and  go  with  me  \ 
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If  not,  to  hide  what  I  have  faid  to  thee. 
That  I  may  venture  to  depart  alone.    - 

Egl.  Madam,  I  pity  much  your  grievances  ; 
Which  fince  I  know  they  virtuoufly  are  plac'd, 
I  give  confent  to  go  along  with  you ; 
Recking  as  little  what  betideth  me. 
As  much  I  wifh  all  good  befortune  you, 
When  will  you  go  ? 

SiL.  This  evening  coming. 

Egl.  Where  fliall  I  meet  you  ? 

SiL.  At  friar  Patrick's  cell. 
Where  I  intend  holy  confeffion. 

Egl.  I  will  not  fail  your  ladyfliip  : 
Good-morrow,  gentle  lady. 

SiL.  Good-morrow,  kind  fir  Eglamour.  [Exeuni. 

"■•■-'-' 

SCENE  IF.  He  fame. 
Enter  LauncEj  with  bis  dog. 
When  a  man's  fervant  fliall  play  the  cur  with  him, 
look  you,  it  goes  hard :  one  that  I  brought  up  of  a  pup*- 
py ;  one  that  I  faved  from  drowning,  when  thre«  or  four 
of  his  bUnd  brothers  and  fitters  went  to  it !  I  have  taught 
him — even  as  one  would  fay  precifely.  Thus  I  would 
teach  a  dog.  I  was  fent  to  deliver  him,  as  a  prefent  to 
miftrefs  Silvia,  from  my  mafter ;  and  I  came  no  fooner 
into  the  dining^chamber,  but  he  fleps  me  to  her  trencher, 
and  fleals  her  capon's  leg.  O,  'tis  a  foul  thing,  when  a 
cur  cannot  keep  himfelf  in  all  companies!  I  would  have, 
as  one  fliould  fay,  one  that- takes  upon  him  to  be  a  dog 
indeed,  to  be,  as  it  were,  a  dog  at  all  things.  If  I  had 
not  had  more  wit  than  he,  to  take  a  fault  upon  me  that 
he  did,  I  think  verily  he  had  been  hang'd  for't ;  fure  as 
I  live,  he  had  fuflfer'd  for't :  you  fliall  judge,   He  thrufts 

I  111) 
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me  himfelf  into  the  cotniwaiy  of  three  or  four  gentle* 
men-like  dogs,  under  the  duke's  table :  he  had  not  been 
there  (blefs  the  mark)  a  pif&ng  while,  but  all  the  cham* 
ber  fmelt  him.  Out  with  the  dog^  fays  one ;  What  cur  is 
that  ?  fays  another  ;  Whip  bim  out^  fays  the  third  ;  Hang 
him  up,  fays  the  duke.  I,  having  been  acquainted  with 
the  fmell  before^  knew  it  was  Crab ;  and  goes  me  to  the 
fellow  that  whips  the  dogs  :  Friend,  quoth  I,  you  mean  to 
whip  the  dog  ?  Ay^  marry ^  do  /,  quoth  he.  Ton  do  bim 
the  more  wrong,  quoth  I ;  ^twas  I  did  the  -thing  you  wof  of. 
He  makes  me  no  more  ado,  but  whips  me  out  of  the 
pharaber.  How  many  mailers  would  do  this  for  their 
fervant  ?  Nay,  I'll  be  fworn,  I  have  fat  in  the  ftocks  for 
puddings  he  hath  ftolen,  other  wife  he  had  been  execute 
pd  :  I  have  flood  on  the  pillory  for  geefe  he  hath  till'd, 
ptherwife  he  had  fufFer'd  for't :  thou  think'fl  not  of  this 
now  ! — Nay,  I  remember  the  trick  you  ferved  me,  when 
I  took  my  leave  of  madam  Silvia ;  did  not  I  bid  thee 
ftiU  mark  me,  and  do  as  I  do  ?  When  didft  thou  fee  me 
heave  up  my  leg,  and  make  water  againft  a  gentlewoman'? 
farthingale  ?  didft  thou  ever  fee  me  do  fuch  a  trick  ? 
Enter  Proteus  and  Julia, 

Pro.  Sebaftian  is  thy  name  ?  I  like  thee  well, 
And  will  employ  thee  in  fome  fervice  prefently; 

Jul.  In  what  you  pleafe ; — ^I  will  do  what  I  can. 

Pro.  I  hope,  thou  wilt. — How  now,  you  whorefon 
peafant  ?  [To  Launce. 

Where  have  you  been  thefe  two  days  loitering  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  fir,  I  carry Vi  miftrefs  Silvia  the  dog  you 
bade  me. 

Pro.  And  what  fays  flie  to  my  little  jewel  ? 

Laun.  Marry,  (he  fays,  your  dog  was  a  cur ;  and  tells 
you,  currifh  thanks  is  good  enough  for  fuch  a  prefent. 
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Pro.  But  flic  receiv'd  my  dog  ? 

Laun.  No,  indeed,  {he  did  not :  here  have  I  brought 
him  back  again. 

Pro.  What,  didft  thou  oflfer  her  tliis  from  me  ? 

Laun.  Ay,  fir ;  the  other  fquirrel  vras  ftolen  from  me 
by  the  hangman's  boys  in  the  market-place  :  and  then 
I  d£fer'd  her  mine  own ;  who  is  a  dog  as  big  as  ten  of 
yours,  and  therefore  the  gift  the  greater. 

Pro.  Go,  get  thee  hence,  and  find  my  dog  again. 
Or  ne'er  return  again  into  my  fight. 
Away,  I  fay ;  Stay'ft  thou  to  vex  me  here  ? 
A  ilave,  that,  ftill  an  end,  turns  me  to  fhame. 

{Exit  Lavncb^ 
Sebaftian,  I  have  entertained  thee. 
Partly,  that  I  have  need  of  fuch  a  youth. 
That  can  with  fome  difcretion  do  my  bufinefs. 
For  'tis  no  trailing  to  yon  fooUfh  lowt ; 
But,  chiefly,  for  thy  face,  and  thy  behaviour ; 
Which  (if  my  augury  deceive  me  not,) 
Wimcfs  good  bringing  up,  fortune,  and  truth  : 
Therefore  know  thou,  for  this  I  entertain  thee. 
Go  prefently,  and  take  this  ring  with  thee. 
Deliver  it  t6  madam  Silvia : 
She  lov'd  me  well,  deliver'd  it  to  me. 

Jul.  It  feems,  you  lov'd  her  not,  to  leave  her  token : 
She's  dead,  belike. 

Pro.  Not  fp  ;  |  think,  (he  lives* 

Jul.  Alas ! 

Pro.  Why  dofl  thou  cry,  alas  ? 

Jul.  I  cannot  choofe  but  pity  her. 

Pro.  Wherefore  fliould'ft  thou  pity  her  ? 

Jul.  Becaufe,  methinks,  that  flie  lov'd  you  as  wcU 
As  you  do  love  your  lady  Silvia : 
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She  dreams  on  him,  that  has  forgot  her  love ; 
You  dote  on  her,  that  cares  not  for  your  love. 
'Tis  pity,  love  (hould  be  fo  contrary  ; 
And  thinking  on  it  makes  me  cry,  alas  ! 

Pro.  Well,  give  her  that  ring,  and  therewithal 
This  letter ; — that's  her  chamber. — ^Tell  my  lady, 
I  claim  the  promife  for  her  heavenly  pidure. 
Your  mefTage  done,  hie  home  unto  my  chamber. 
Where  thou  (halt  find  me  fad  and  folitaiy,  [Exit  Proteus, 

Jul.  How  many  women  would  do  fuch  a  meflage  ? 
Alas,  poor  Proteus !  thou  haft  entertained 
A  fox^  to  be  the  fhepherd  of  thy  lambs  : 
Alas,  poor  fool !  why  do  I  pity  him 
That  with  his  very  heart  defpifeth  me  ? 
Becaufe  he  loves  her,  he  defpifeth  me ; 
Becaufe  I  love  him,  I  muft  pity  him. 
This  ring  I  gave  him,  when  he  parted  from  me. 
To  bind  him  to  remember  my  good  will ; 
And  now  am  I  (unhappy  meflenger) 
To  plead  for  that,  which  I  would  not  obtain ; 
To  carry  that,  which  I  would  have  refus'd ; 
To  praife  his  faith,  which  I  would  have  difprais'd, 
I  am  my  matter's  true  confirmed  love  ; 
But  cannot  be  true  fervant  to  my  mafter, 
Unlefs  I  prove  falfe  traitor  to  myfelf. 
Yet  will  I  woo  for  him  ;  but  yet  fo  coldly. 
As,  heaven  it  knows,  I  would  not  have  him  fpeed^ 

Enter  Si LFiA,  attended. 
Gentlewoman,  good  day !  I  pray  you,  be  my  mean 
To  bring  me  where  to  fpeak  with  madam  Silvia. 

SiL.  What  would  you  with  her,  if  that  I  be  (he  ^. 

yu.L.  If  you  be  fhe,  I  do  entreat  your  patiencQ 
To  hear  me  fpeak  the  mefTage  I  am  fent  oi\. 
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SiL  From  whom  ? 

Jul.  From  my  mailer,  fir  Proteus,  madam, 

SiL.  0 ! — ^he  fends  you  for  a  picture  ? 

Jul.  Ay,  madam. 

SiL.  Urfula,  bring  my  pidure  there.    [PiBure  brougit^ 
Go,  give  your  mailer  this  :  tell  him  from  me, 
One  Julia,  that  his  changing  thoughts  forget. 
Would  better  fit  his  chamber,  than  this  Ihadow. 

Jul.  Madam,  pleafe  you  perufe  this  letter. • 

Pardon  me,  madam  ;  I  have  unadvis'd 
Delivered  you  a  paper  that  I  Ihould  not ; 
This  is  the  letter  to  your  ladylhip. 

SiL.  I  pray  thee,  let  me  look  on  that  again. 

Jul.  It  may  not  be  ;  good  madam,  pardon  me, 

5/z.  There,  hold. 
I  will  not  look  upon  your  mailer's  lines : 
I  know,  they  are  llufPd  with  proteflations. 
And  full  of  new-found  oaths ;  which  he  will  break, 
As  ealily  as  I  do  tear  his  paper, 

Jul.  Madam,  he  fends  your  ladylhip  this  ring. 

Sil.  The  more  Ihame  for  him  that  he  fends  it  me } 
for,  I  have  heard  hint  fay  a  thoufand  times. 
His  JuUa  gave  it  him  at  his  departure  ; 
Though  his  falfe  finger  hath  profan'd  the  ring, 
Mine  fhall  not  do  his  Julia  fo  much  wrong, 
Jul.  She  thanks  you, 
Sil.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Jul.  I  thank  you,  madam,  that  you  tender  her: 
Poor  gentlewoman  !  my  mailer  wrongs  her  much, 
Sil.  Doil  thou  know  her  ? 
Jul.  Almofl  as  well  as  I  do  know  myfelf : 
To  think  upon  her  woes,  I  4o  protell, 
fd^t  I  have  wept  an  hundred  feveral  times,  ^ 
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SiL.  Belike,  fhe  thinks  that  Proteus  hath  forfook  her. 

Jul.  t  think  Ihe  doth;  and  that's  her  caufe  of  forrow. 

SiL.  Is  fhe  not  pailing  fair  ? 

Jul.  She  hath  been  fairer,  madam,  than  fhe  is : 
When  fhe  did  think  my  mafler  lov'd  her  well, 
She,  in  my  judgement,  was  as  fair  as  you ; 
But  fince  fhe  did  negleft  her  looking-glafs. 
And  threw  her  fun-expelling  mafk  away. 
The  air  hath  flarv'd  the  rofes  in  her  cheeks, 
And  pinch'd  the  lily-tindure  of  her  fece. 
That  now  fhe  is  become  as  black  as  I. 

SiL.  How  tall  was  fhe  ? 

Jul.  About  my  flature :  for,  at  Pentecofl, 
When  all  our  pageants  of  delight  were  play'd. 
Our  youth  got  me  to  play  the  woman's  part. 
And  I  was  trimm'd  in  madam  JuUa*s  gown ; 
Which  ferved  me  as  fit,  by  all  men's  judgement. 
As  if  the  garment  had  been  made  for  me  : 
Therefore,  I  know  fhe  is  about  my  height. 
And,  at  that  time,  I  made  her  weep  a-good, 
For  I  did  play  a  lamentable  part  : 
Madam,  'twas  Ari&dne,  paflioning 
For  Thefeus'  perjury,  and  unjufl  flight ; 
Which  I  fo  Hvely  a6ted  with  my  tears. 
That  my  poor  miflrefs,  moved  therewithal, 
Wept  bitterly  ;  and,  would  I  might  be  dead, 
If  I  in  thought  felt  not  her  very  forrow  ! 

SiL.  She  is  beholden  to  thee,  gentle  youth  !— 
Alas,  poor  lady  !  defolateand  left ! — 
I  weep  myfelf,  to  think  upon  thy  words. 
Here,  youth,  there  is  my  purfe  ;  I  give  thee  this 
For  thy  fweet  miflrcis'  feke,  becs^uf?  thou  lov'fl  her. 
farewell,  [fjdt  SiLri4. 
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Jul.  Andfheihallthankyou£)r't,if  e'eryoulaiowher.i.M 
A  virtuous  gentlewoman,  mild,  and  beautiful. 
I  hope,  my  mailer's  fuit  will  be  but  cold, 
Since  fhe  refpeds  my  miftrefs'  love  fo  much. 
Alas,  how  love  can  trifle  with  itffelf ! 
Here  is  her  pidure :  Let  me  fee }  I  think, 
If  I  had  fuch  a  tire,  thifi  face  of  mine 
Were  full  as  lovely  as  is  this  of  hers  : 
And  yet  the  painter  flatter'd  her  a  little, 
Unlefs  I  flatter  with  myfelf  too  much. 
Her  hair  is  auburn,  mine  is  perfedt  yellow : 
If  that  be  all  the  difference  in  his  love, 
I'll  get  me  fuch  a  coloured  periwig. 
Her  eyes  are  grey  as  glafs ;  and  £b  are  mine  : 
Ay,  but  her  for^ead's  low,  and  mine's  as  high. 
What  ihould  it  be,  that  he  refpeds  in  her. 
But  I  can  make  refpedkive  in,  myfelf, 
If  this  fond  love  were  not  a  blinded  god  ? 
Come,  fliadow,  come,  and  take  this  (hadow  up. 
For  ^tis  thy  rival.     O  thou  fenfelefs  form. 
Thou  fhalt  be  worfhipp'd,  kifs'd,  lov'd,  and  ador'd ; 
And,  were  there  fenfe  in  his  idolatry. 
My  fubftance  fliould  be  ilatue  in  thy  ftead. 
I'll  ufe  thee  kindly  for  thy  miftrefs'  fake. 
That  us'd  me  fo  ;  or  elfe,  by  Jove  I  vow, 
I  fliould  have  fcratch'd  out  your  unfeeing  eyes. 
To  make  my  maiter  out  of  love  with  thee.  [Exit. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.    Tie  fame.    An  Ahhey. 

Enter  Eql  amour. 

EoL.  The  fun  begins  to  gild  the  weftem  iky  ; 
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And  now  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  Patrick's  cell,  (hould  meet  me. 
She  will  not  fail ;  for  lovers  break  not  hours, 
Unlefs  it  be  to  come  before  their  time ; 
So  much  they  fpur  their  expedition. 

Enter  SiLFtA. 
See,  where  fhe  comes  :  Lady,  a  happy  evening. 

SiL.  Amen,  ameii !  go  on,  good  Eglamour, 
Out  at  the  poftern  by  the  abbey-wall ; 
I  fear,  I  am  attended  by  fome  fpies. 

Egl.  Fear  not :  the  foreft  is  not  three  leagues  off; 
If  we  recover  that,  we  are  fure  enough.  [Exeunt. 

■    '■■■'■■■■' ■  ■  I    I  I  11  I 

SCENE  IL  He  fame.  An  Apartment  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  "Thurio,  Proteus,  and  Julia. 

T!nu.  Sir  Proteus,  what  fays  Silvia  to  my  fuit  ? 

Pro.  O,  fir,  I  find  her  milder  than  fhe  was ; 
And  yet  flie  takes  exceptions  at  your  perfon. 

TChu.  What,  that  my  leg  is  too  long  ? 

Pro.  No  ;  that  it  is  too  little. 

Tkir.*  rn  wear  a  boot,  to  make  it  fomewhat  rounder. 

Pro.  But  love  will  not  be  fpurr'd  to  what  it  loathe. 

Ttnu.  What  fays  flie  to  my  face  ? 

Pro.  She  fays,  it  is  a  fair  one. 

Thit.  Nay,  then  the  wanton  lies  ;  my  face  is  black. 

Pro.  But  pearls  are  fair ;  and  the  old  faying  is, 
Black  men  are  pearls  in  beauteous  ladies'  eyes. 

Jul.  'Tis  true,  fuch  pearls  as  put  out  ladies'  eyes ; 
For  I  had  rather  wink  than  look  on  them.  •  \^Aftde^ 

T^HU.  How  likes  flie  my  difcourfe  ? 

Pro.  Ill,  when  you  talk  of  war. 

Thit.  But  well,  when  I  difcourfe  of  love,  and  peace  .^ 

7i^i.  But  better,indecd,  when  youholdyQurpeacc,[4/J^<?t     , 
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^HU.  What  fays  flie  to  my  valour  ? 

Pro.  O,  fir,  fhe  makes  no  doubt  of  that. 

Jul.  She  needs  not ^  when  fhe  knows  it  cowardice.  I4fi^^ 

T'hu.  What  fays  fhe  to  my  birth  ? 

Pro.  That  you  are  well  deriv*d* 

Jul.  True ;  from  a  gentleman  to  a  fool.  [Afidc. 

Thu.  Confiders  fhe  my  poffeflions  ? 

Fro.  O,  ay ;  and  pities  them.  • 

7'hu.  Wherefore  ? 

Jul.  That  fuch  an  afs  fhould  owe  them.  [/ifi^* 

Pro.  That  they  are  out  by  leafe. 

Jul.  Here  comes  the  duke. 

Enter  Dxjkb. 

BuKB.  How  now,  fir  Proteus  ?  how  now,  Thurio  ? 
Which  of  you  faw  fir  Eglamour  of  late  ? 

"Thu.  Not  I. 

Pro.  Nor  I. 

Duke.  Saw  you  my  daughter  ? 

Pro.  Neither. 

Duke.  Why, then  fhe's  fled  unto  that  peafant  Valentine; 
And  £glamour  is  in  her  company. 
Tis  true ;  for  friar  Laurence  met  them  both. 
As  he  in  penance  wauder'd  through  the  forefl : 
Him  he  knew  well,  and  guefs'd  that  it  was  fhe ; 
But,  being  mafk'd,  he  was  not  fure  of  it : 
Befides,  fhe  did  intend  confeflion 
At  Patrick^s  cell  this  even ;  and  there  fhe  was  not : 
Thefe  likelihoods  confirm  her  flight  from  hence. 
Therefore,  I  pray  you,  fland  not  to  difcourfe. 
But  mount  you  prefently  ;  and  meet  with  me 
Upon  the  rifing  of  the  mountain-foot 
That  leads  toward  Mantua,  whither  they  are  fled : 
Difpatch,  fweet  gentlemen,  and  follow  me,  [Exit. 
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I'hu.  Why,  this  it  is  to  be  a  pcevifli  girl. 
That  flies  her  fortune  when  it  follows  her ; 
rU  after ;  more  to  be  reveng'd  on  Eglamour, 
Than  for  the  love  of  recklefs  Silvia.  {Exit. 

Pro.  And  I  will  follow,  more  for  Silvia's  love. 
Than  hate  of  Eglamour  that  goes  with  her.  {Exit. 

Jul.  And  I  will  follow,  more  to  crofc  that  love, 
Than  hate  for  Silvia,  that  is  gone  for  love.  {Exit. 

SCENE  III.    Frontiers  of  MmtviSi.    "theForeJi. 
Enter  Sil  via^  and  Ov  t-l  a  ws. 
I.  Our.  Come,  come  ; 
Be  patient,  we  mull  bring  you  to  our  captain. 

SiL.  A  thoufand  more  mifchances  than  this  one 
Have  learn'd  me  how  to  brook  this  patiently. 

2  Our.  Gome,  bring  her  away. 

I  Ovr.  Where  is  the  gentleman  that  was  with  her  ? 

3  Ovr.  Being  nimble-footjed,  he  hath  out-run  us, 
But  Moyfes,  and  Valerius,  follow  him. 

Go  thou  with  her  to  the  weft  end  of  the  wood. 
There  is  our  captain  :  we'll  follow  him  that's  fled ; 
The  thicket  is  befet,  he  caimot  'fcape. 

I  Ovr.  Come;  I  muft  bring  you  to  our  captain's  cave : 
Fear  not ;  he  bears  an  honourable  mind, 
And  will  not  life  a  woman  lawlefsly. 

SiL.  O  Valentine,  this  I  endure  for  thee  !        {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IT.   Another  part  of  the  Foreft. 
Enter  VALENrjNS. 
Val.  How  ufe  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man ! 
This  fliadowy  defert,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flouriflung  peopled  towns  : 
Here  can  I  fit  alone^  unfeen  of  any, 
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And,  to  the  nightingale's  complaining  notes, 

Tune  my  diftrefles,.  and  record  my  woes. 

O  thou  that  doft  inhabit  in  my  bread, 

Leave  not  the  manfion  fo  long  tenantlefs ; 

Left,  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall. 

And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was  ! 

Repair  me  with  thy  prefence,  Silvia ; 

Thou  gentle  nymph,  cherifh  thy  forlorn  fwain!-— 

What  halloing,  and  what  ftir,  is  this  to-^iay  ? 

Thefe  are  my  mates,  that  make  their  wills  their  law, 

Have  fome  unhappy  paflenger  in  chace  : 

They  love  me  well ;  yet  I  have  much  to  do. 

To  keep  them  from  uncivil  outrages, 

Withdraw  thee,  Valentine ;  who's  this  comes  here  ? 

[Steps  afide. 
Enter  Proteus,  Sjlfia,  and  Julia. 

Pro.  Madam,  this  fervice  I  have  done  for  you,  , 
(Though  you  refped  not  aught  your  fervant  doth,) 
To  hazard  life,  and  refcue  you  from  him 
That  wou'd  have  forc'd  your  honour  and  your  love. 
Vouchfafe  me,  for  my  meed,  but  one  fair  look ; 
A  fmaller  boon  than  this  I  cannot  beg, 
And  lefs  than  this,  I  am  fure,  you  cannot  give. 

Val.  How  like  a  dream  is  this  I  fee  and  hear! 
Love,  lend  me  patience  to  forbear  a  while.  [Afide, 

SiL.  O  miferable,  unhappy  that  I  am ! 

Pro.  Unhappy  were  you,  madam,  ere  I  came  ; 
But,  by  my  conning,  I  have  made  you  happy. 

SiL.  By  thy  approach  thou  mak'ft  me  moft  unhappy. 

Jul.  And  me,  when  he  approacheth  to  your  prefence. 

l^fide. 

SiL.  Had  I  been  feized  by  a  hungry  lion, 
I  would  have  been  a  breakfaft  to  the  beafl. 

Vol,  L  K 
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Rather  than  have  falfe  Proteus  refcue  me. 
O,  heaven  be  judge,  how  I  love  Valentine, 
Whofe  life's  as  tender  to  me  as  my  foul ; 
And  full  as  much  (for  more  there  cannot  be,) 
I  do  deteft  falfe  perjured  Proteus : 
Therefore  be  gone,  folicit  me  no  more. 

Pro.  What  dangerous  aftion^  flood  it  next  to  death^ 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  ojie  calm  look  ? 
O,  'tis  the  curfe  in  love,  and  ftill  approved. 
When  women  cannot  love  where  they're  belov'd. 

SiL.  When  Proteus  cannot  love  where  he's  belov'd. 
Read  over  Julia's  heart,  thy  firft  beft  lave. 
For  whofe  dear  fake  thou  didft  then  rend  thy  faith 
Into  a  thoufand  oaths ;  and  all  thofe  oaths 
Defcended  into  pegury,  to  love  me. 
Thou  haft  no  faith  left  now,  unlefs  thou  had'ft  two. 
And  that's  far  worfe  than  none  ;  better  have  none 
Than  plural  faith,  Y^hiqh  is  too  much  by  one : 
Thou  counterfeit  to  thy  true  friejid  I 

Pro.  In  love. 
Who  refpecSs  friend  ? 

SiL,  All  men  but  Proteus. 

Pro.  Nay,  if  the  gentle  fpirit  of  moving  words 
Can  no  way  change  you  to  a  milder  form, 
I'll  woo  you  like  a  foldier,  at  arms'  end ;  ^ 
And  love  you  'gainft  the  nature  of  love,  force  you. 

SiL.  O  heaven ! 

Pro.  rU  force  thee  yield  to  my  defire, 

Fjl.  Ruffian,  let  go  that  rude  uncivil  touch ; 
Thou  friend  of  an  ill  fafhion  I 

Pro.  Valentine  I 

Val  .  Thou  common  friend,  that's  without  faith  or  love  j 
(For  fuch  is  a  friend  now,)  treacherous  man ! 
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Thou  haft  beguilM  my  hopes ;  nought  but  mine  eye 

Could  have  perfuaded  me  :  Now  I  dare  not  fay 

I  have  one  friend  alive  ;  thou  would'ft  difprove  me.    . 

Who  (hould  be  trufted  now,  when  one^s  right  hand 

Is  perjur'd  to  the  bofom  ?  Proteus, 

I  am  forry,  I  muft  never  truft  thee  more. 

But  count  the  world  a  {ganger  for  thy  fake. 

The  private  wound  is  deepeft :  O  time,  moft  curft  ! 

•Mongft  all  foes,  that  a  friend  fliould  be  the  worft ! 

Pro.  My  fhame  and  guilt  confounds  me. — 
Forgive  me,  Valentine  ;  if  hearty  forrow 
Be  a  fufficient  ranfom  for  offence, 
I  tender  it  here ;  I  do  as  truly  fuffer. 
As  e'er  I  did  commit. 

yjiL.  Then  I  am  paid ; 
And  once  again  I  do  receive  thee  honeft  :— 
Who  by  repentance  is  not  fatisfy'd^ 
Is  nor  of  heaven,  nor  earth  ;  for  thefe  are  pleased  ; 
By  penitence  the  Eternal's  wrath's  appeas'd : — 
And,  that  my  love  may  appear  plain  and  free, 
All  that  was  mine  in  Silvia,  I  give  thee. 

Jul,  O  me,  unhappy  !  [Faints. 

Pro.  Look  to  the  boy, 

FjfL.  Why, boy !  why  wag!  hownow?  what  1$  the  matter? 
Look  up ;  fpeak. 

Jul.  O  good  fir,  my  mafter  charg'd  me 
To  deliver  a  ri^g  to  madam  Silvia ; 
Which,  out  of  my  negled,  was  never  done. 

Pro.  Where  is  that  ring,  boy  ? 

Jul.  Here  'tis ;  this  is  it,  [Gives  a  ring. 

Pro.  How  !  let  me  fee  : 
Why  this  is  the  ring  I  gave  to  Julia. 

Jul.  O,  cry  you  mercy,  fir,  I  have  miftook ; 
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This  is  the  ring  you  fent  to  Silvia.    [Shows  another  rif^. 

Pro.  But,  how  cam'ft  thou  by  this  ring?  at  my  depart, 
I  gave  this  unto  Julia. 

Jul.  And  Julia  herfelf  did  give  it  me  j 
And  Julia  herfelf  hath  brought  it  hither. 

Fro.  How  !  Julia ! 

Jul.  Behold  her  that  gave  aim  to  all  thy  oaths, 
And  entertain'd  them  deeply  in  her  heart  : 
How  oft  haft  thou  with  perjury  cleft  the  root  ? 
O  Proteus,  let  this  habit  make  thee  blufli ! 
Be  thou  afham^d,  that  I  have  took  upon  me 
Such  an  immodeft  rayment  j  if  fhame  live 
In  a  difguife  of  love  : 
It  is  the  lefler  blot,  modefty  finds, 
Women  to  change  their  fhapes,  than  men  their  minds, 

Pro.  Than  men  their  minds!  'tis  true:  O  heaven!  were 
But  conftant,  he  were  perfedl :  that  one  error         [mai; 
Fills  him  with  faults  ;  makes  him  run  through  all  fins ; 
Inconftancy  falls  off,  ere  it  begins  : 
What  is  in  Silvia's  face,  but  I  may  fpy 
More  frefh  in  Julia's  with  a  conftant  eye  ? 

Fjl.  Come,  come,  a  hand  from  either : 
Let  me  be  bleft  to  make  this  happy  clofe  j 
Twere  pity  two  fuch  friends  fhould  be  long  foes. 

Pro.  Bear  witnefs,  heaven,  I  have  my  wilh  for  ever, 

Jul.  And  I  have  mine. 

Enter  Out-laws,  with  Duke  and  1'hurio. 

Out.  a  prize,  a  prize,  a  prize ! 

Fal.  Forbear,  I  fay  j  it  is  my  lord  the  duke. 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  a  man  difgrac'd, 
Banifhed  Valentine. 

DuKB.  Sir  Valentine ! 

T'hu.  Yonder  is  Silvia ;  and  Silvia's  mine. 
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Pal.  Thurio  give  back,  or  elfe  embrace  thy  death  j 
Come  not  within  the  meafure  of  my  wrath  : 
Do  not  name  Silvia  thine  j  if  once  again, 
Milan  fliall  not  behold  thee.     Here  flie  ftands, 

Take  but.polleffion  of  her  with  a  touch  j 

I  dare  thee  but  to  breathe  upon  my  love 

Thu.  Sir  Valentine,  I  care  not  for  her,  I ; 
I  hold  him  but  a  fooU  that  will  endanger 
His  body  for  a  girl  that  loves  him  not : 
I  claim  her  not,  and  therefore  flie  is  thine. 

DuKB.  The  more  degenerate  and  bafe  art  thou, 
To  make  fuch  means  for  her  as  thou  haft  done. 
And  leave  her  on  fuch  flight  coiiditions. — 
Now,  by  the  honour  of  my  anceftry, 
I  do  applaud  thy  fpirit,  Valentine, 
And  think  thee  worthy  of  an  emprefs'  love. 
Know  then,  I  here  forget  all  former  griefs. 
Cancel  all  grudge,  repeal  thee  home  again. — 
Plead  a  new  ftate  in  thy  unrivaPd  merit. 
To  which  I  thus  fubfcribc,— fir  Valentine, 
Thou  art  a  gentleman,  and  well  deriv'd ; 
Take  thou  thy  Silvia,  for  thou  haft  defervjd  her. 

Val.  I  thank  your  grace ;  the  gift  hath  made  me  happy, 
I  now  befeech  you,  for  your  daughter's  fake. 
To  grant  one  boon  that  I  fliall  aflc  of  you. 

DuKB.  I  grant  it,  for  thine  own,  whatever  it  be. 

Val.  Thefe  banifli'd  men,  that  I  have  kept  withal, 
Are  men  endued  with  worthy  qualities ; 
Forgive  them  what  they  have  committed  here, 
And  let  them  be  recalled  from  their  exile : 
They  are  reformed,  civil,  full  of  good. 
And  fit  for  great  employment,  worthy  lord. 

DuKB.  Thou  haft  prevailed:  I  pardon  them,  and  thee; 
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Difpofe  of  thejn,  as  thou  kttdw^ft  their  defens. 
Come,  let  us  go ;  \v«  wiU  incluik  all  jai^s 
With  triumphs,  mirth,  and  rare  folemnity. 

Val.  And,  as  we  walk  along,  I  dare  be  bold 
With  our  difcourfe  to  make  your  grace  to  finile : 
What  think  you  of  this  page,  xpj  lord  ?     . 

Duke.  I  tldnk  the  boy  hath  grace  in  him ;  he  bluflies. 

Val.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord ;  more  glace  than  boy. 

Duke.  What  mean  you  by  that  faying  ? 

Val.  Pleafe  you,  Pll  tell  you  as  we  pafs  along, 

That  you  will  wonder,  what  hath  fortuned 

Come,  I^oteus ;  'tis  your  penance,  but  to  hear 

The  ftory  of  your  loves  difcovered: 

That  done,  our  day  of  marriage  fliall  be  yours  ; 

One  feail,  one  houfe,  one  mutual  happinefs.       {ExemK 


ne 


MERRT  TFirES 


of 

WINDSOR. 


Perfons  tepfefetited* 

Sir  Jolin  Falftaff. 

Fenton. 

Shallow,  a  country  yuftice. 

Slender,  coujin  to  Shallow. 

JUT  '  p      '    f  two  gentlemen  dwelling  at  Windfoi*i 

William  Page,  a  boy.fon  to  Mr.  Page. 

Sir  Hugh  Evans,  a  Welch  par/on. 

Dr-  Caius,  d  French  phyftcian. 

Hoji  of  the  Garter  Inn. 

Bardolph,"^ 

Piftol,       V  foUowefs  o/Falftafi: 

Nym,        J 

Robin,  page  to  Falftaff. 

Sixtv^Xt^fervcmt  to  Slender. 

Rugby,y^rz;^2«/  to  Dr.  Caius. 

Mrs.  Ford. 

Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Anne  Page,  her  daughter,  in  tove  with  FentOfli 

Mrs.  Quickly, y^n;fl«/  to  Dr.  Caius. 

Servants  to  Page,  Fotd,  &fr. 

SCENE,  Windfor  ;  and  the  parts  adjacent. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.   Windfor.    Before  Vz%t\  Houfe. 

Enter  Jttftice  Shalloif,  Slbnder^  and  Sir  Hug b 

Efans. 

Seal.  Sir  Hugh,  perfuade  me  not;  I  will  make  a  Star- 
thamber  matter  of  it :  if  he  were  twenty  fir  John  Fal- 
llafis,  he  fhall  not  abufe  Robert  Shallow,  Efquire. 

Slen.  In  the  county  of  Glofter,  juftice  of  peace,  and 
toram. 

Shal.  Ay,  coufin  Slender,  and  Qufi-akrum. 

Slbn.  Ay,  and  ratohrum  too ;  and  a  gentleman  bom, 
mailer  parfon ;  who  writes  himfelf  flnra(f^fio  ;  in  any  bill, 
Warrant,  quittance,  or  obligation,  armgero. 

Shal.  Ay,  that  we  do ;  and  have  done  ^y  time  thefe 
three  hundred  years. 

Slbn.  All  his  fucceflbrs,  gone  before  him,  have  done't; 
and  all  his  anceftors,  that  come  after  him,  may :  they 
may  give  the  dozen  white  luces  in  their  coat. 

Seal.  It  is  an  old  coat. 

JSrrf.  The  dozen  white  loufes  do  become  an  old  coat 
well ;  it  agrees  well,  paflant :  it  is  a  femiliar  beaft  to  man,' 
and  fignifies — ^love. 
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5'fr^x.Theluceisthefrefhfifh;thefaltfifhisanoldcoat- 

Slbn.  I  may  quarter,  coz  ? 

Shal.  You  may,  by  marrying* 
'   £r^.  It  is  marring  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 

Seal.  Not  a  whit. 

Efa.  Yes,  py*r-lady ;  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your  coat, 
there  is  but  three  fkirts  for  yourfelf,  in  ijiy  fimple  con- 
jedures :  but  that  is  all  one  :  If  fir  John  Falftaff  have 
committed  difparagements  unto  you,  I  am  of  the  church, 
and  will  be  glad  to  do  my  benevolence,  to  make  atone-^. 
ments  and  compromifes  between  you. 

Shal.  The  Council  (hall  hear  it ;  it  is  a  riot. 

ErA.  It  is  not  meet  the  Council  hear  i^  riot ;  there  is 
no  fear  of  Got  in  a  riot :  the  Council,  look  you,  ihall 
defire  to  hear  the  fear  of  Got,  and  not  to  hear  a  riot; 
take  your  vizaments  in  th^t. 

Shal.  Ha !  o'  my  life,  if  I  were  young  again»  the  fword 
ihould  end  it. 

Eva.  It  is  petter  that  friends  is  the  fword,  and  end  it : 
and  there  is  alfo  another  device  in  my  prain,  which,  per- 
adventure,  prings  goot  difcretions  with  it:  There  is  Anne 
Page,  which  is  daughter  to  mafter  George  Pftge,  which 
is  pretty  virginity. 

Slbn.  Miflrefs  Anne  Page  ?  She  has  brown  hair,  and 
j^)eaks  finall  like  a  woman* 

Efa.  It  is  that  fery  verfon  for  all  the  'orld,  as  juft  s^ 
you  will  de0re ;  and  feven  hundred  pounds  of  monies, 
and  gold,  and  filver,  is  her  grandfire,  upon  hi$  deathV 
bed,  (Got  dehver  to  a  joyful  refurredions !)  give,  whea 
fhe  is  able  to  overtake  feventeen  years  old :  it  were  a 
goot  motion,  if  we  leave  our  pribhles  and  prabbles,  and 
defire  a  marriage  between  maAer  Abrahaox,  and  miilrefs 
Anne  Page. 


Shjl.  Did  her  grandfire leave  her  fevenhundredpound  ? 
Efa.  Ay,  and  her  father  is  make  her  a  petter  penny* 
Seal.  I  know  the  young  gentlewoman ;  fhe  ha$  good 
gifts. 

Erj.  Seven  himdred  pounds,  and  pof&bilities,  is  good 
gifts. 

Shal.  Well,  kt  us  fee  honeft  mafter  Page :  Is  Falftaff 
there  ? 

EvA^  Shall  I  tell  you  a  lie?  I  do  defpife  a  liar,  as  I  do 
defpife  one  that  is  falfe ;.  or,  as  I  defpife  one  that  is  not 
true.  The  knight,  fir  John,  is  there ;  and,  I  befeech 
you,  be  ruled  by  your  well-willers.  I  will  peat  the  door 
\hnocis\  for  mafter  Page.  What,  hoa !  Got  plefs  your 
houfe  here  I 

Enter  Page. 
Page.  Who's  there  ? 

Efa.  Here  is  Got's  plefling,  and  your  friend,  and  jus- 
tice Shallow:  and  here  young  mafter  Slender;  thsit,  per- 
adveatures,  ftiail  tell  you  another  tale,  if  matters  grow  to 
your  likings. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worfliips  well :  I  thank 
you  for  my  venifon,  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  Mafter  Page,  I  am  gkd  to  fee  you;  Much  good 
do  it  your  good  heart !  I  wifii'd  your  venifon  better ;  it 
was  ill  kiird  : — How  doth  good  miftrefs  Page  ?-~and  I 
love  you  always  with  my  heart,  la ;  with  my  heart. 
Page.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Ssal.  Sir,  I  thank  you ;  by  yea  and  no,  I  do. 
Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  good  mafter  Slender. 
Slen.  How  does  your  fkilow  greyhound^  fir  ?  I  heard 
iky,  he  was  otttHTun  on  Cot&k. 
Page.  It  could  not  be  judged,  fir. 
Slen.  You'll  not  coa&f«,  youll  not  coofefs. 


Shal.  That  he  will  not; 'tis  your  fault,  'tis  yttitf 

fault :— 'Tis  a  good  dog; 

Page.  A  cur^  fir. 

Shal.  Sir,  he's  a  good  dog,  and  a  fair  dog ;  Can  there 

be  more  faid  ?  he  is  good,  and  fair Is  fir  Johti  Falilaff 

here  ? 

'  Pace.  Sir,  he  is  within }  and  I  would  I  could  do  a 
good  office  between  you. 

Efa.  It  is  fpoke  is  a  chriflians  ought  to  fpeiak. 

Shal.  He  hath  wrong'd  me,  mailer  Pkge. 

Pagb.  Sir,  he  doth  in  fome  fort  confefs  it. 

Shal.  If  it  be  confefs'd,  it  is  not  redrefs'd ;  is  not  that 
fo,  mailer  Page  ?  He  hath  wrong'd  me ;— -indeed,  he 
hath; — ^at  a  word,  he  hath; — ^believe  me;— Robert 
Shallow,  Efquire,  faith,  he  is  wrdng'd.   " 

ipAGE.  Here  comes  iir  John. 

Enter  Sir  John  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Ntm,  and 

Pistol. 

Tal.  Now,  mailet  Shallow  j  you^ll  complain  of  me  to 
the  king  ? 

Shal.  Knight,  you  have  beaten  my  men,  kill'd  my 
deer,  and  broke  open  my  lodge. 

Fal.  But  not  kifs'd  your  keeper's  daughter  i 

Shal.  Tut,  a  pin !  this  ihall  be  anfwer'd- 

Fal.  I  will  anfwer  it  ilraight ; — ^I  have  done  all  this : 
That  is  now  anfwer'd. 

Shal.  The  Goimcil  ihall  know  this« 

Fal.  'Twcre  better  for  you,  if -it  were  known  in  coun-* 
fel :  you'll  be  laugh'd  at. 

Efa.  Pauca  verba^  iir  John;  good  worts, 

Fal.  Cood  worts!  good  cabbage. — Slender,  I  broke 
your  head ;  What  matter  have  you  againil  me  ? 

Slbn.  Marry,  iir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head  againil 
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you  J  and  againft  your  coney-catching  rafcals,  Bardolph, 
Nym,  and  PiftoL  They  carried  me  to  the  tavern,  and 
made  me  dnmk,  and  afterwards  pick'd  my  pockety 

Bar.  You  Banbury  cheefe! 

Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Pisr.  How  now,  Mephoftophilus  ? 

Slbn.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Ntm.  Slice,  I  fay !  pauca^  pauca;  flice  I  that's  my  hu^ 
mour. 

Slen.  Where's  Simple,  my  naan  ?— can  you  tell,  coufin? 

Eva,  Peace :  I  pray  you !  Now  let  us  underftand :  There 
\&  three  umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I  underftand:  that  is — 
mafter  Page,  fidelicet^  matter  Page  ;  and  there  is  myfel^ 
fideUcet^  myfelf;  and  the  three  party  is,  laftly  and  final-^ 
\jy  mine  hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Page.  We  three,  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between  theni^ 

Efa.  Fery  goot:  I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  my  note^ 
book ;  and  we  will  afterwards  'ork  upon  the  caufe,  with 
as  great  difcreetly  as  we  can, 

Fal.  Piftol, 

PisT.  He  hears  with  ears. 

Efa.  The  tevil  and  his  tarn !  what  phrafe  is  this,  He 
hears  with  ear  ?  Why,  it  is  affedations. 

Fal.  Piftol,  did  you  pick  Mr.  Slender's  purfe? 

Slei^.  Ay,  by  thefe  gloves,  did  he,  (or  I  would  I  might 
never  come  in  mine  own  great  chamber  again  elfe,)  of 
feven  groats  in  mill-fixpences,  and  two  Edward  ihovel- 
boards,  that  coft  me  two  fliilling  and  two  pence  a  piece 
of  Yead  Miller,  by  thefe  gloves, 

Fal.  Is  this  true,  Piftol  .> 

Efa.  No  ;  it  is  falfe,  if  it  is  a  pick-purfe. 

JPjsT.  Ha,  thou  mountain-foreigner !— Sir  John,  and 
mafter  mine, 
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I  combat  challenge  of  this  latten  bilbo : 

Word  of  denial  in  thy  labras  here ; 

Word  of  denial :  froth  and  fcum,  thou  lieft. 

Slen.  By  thefe  gloves,  then  'twas  he. 

IJrM.  Be  avis'd,  fir,  and  pafs  good  humours :  I  will 
fay,  marry  trap^  with  you,  if  you  run  the  nuthook's  hu- 
mour on  me ;  that  is  the  very  note  of  it. 

Slbn.  By  this  hat,  then  he  in  the  red  fece  had  it :  for 
though  I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you  made 
me  drunk,  yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  afs, 

Fal.  What  fay  you,  Scarlet  and  John  ? 

Bard.  Why,  fir,  for  my  part,  I  fay,  the  gentleman 
had  drunk  himfelf  out  of  his  five  fentences, 

Eva.  It  is  his  five  fenfes :  fie,  what  the  ignorance  is ! 

Bard.  And  being  fap,  fir,  was,  as  they  fay,  caihicr'd ; 
imd  fo  conclufions  pafs'd  the  careires. 

Slbn.  Ay,  you  fpake  in  Latin  then  too;  but  'tis  no 
matter :  I'll  ne'er  be  drunk  whilfl:  I  live  again,  but  in  ho- 
nefl:,  civil,  godly  company,  for  this  trick ;  if  I  be  drunk, 
I'll  be  drunk  with  thofe  that  have  the  fear  of  God,  and 
not  with  drunken  knaves, 

ErA.  So  Got  'udge  me,  that  i^  a  virtuous  mind. 

F^z. "You  hear  all  thefe  matters  denied,  gentlemen; 
you  hear  it. 

Enter  Miftrefs  Anne  Page  with  winei  Mi/irefs  Ford  and 
Miflrefs  Page  following. 

Page.  Nay,  daughter,  carry  the  wine  in;  we'll  drink 
within.  '  [Exit  Anne  P40E. 

Slen.  O  heaven !  this  is  miftrefs  Anne  Page, 

Page.  How  now,  miftrefs  Ford  ? 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford,  by  my  troth,  you  are  very  well 
met :  by  your  leave,  good  miftrefs.  [ii/^  ber. 

Page.  Wife,  bid  thefe  gentlemen  welcome :— Cqnie, 
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we  have  a  hot  venifon  pafty  to  dinner;  come,  gentlemen^^ 
I  hope  vft  ihall  drink  do^^  all  unkindnefs. 

[Exfunt  all  but  Shal.  Slbndsr  and  Evans^ 

Slen.  I  had  rather  than  forty  ihillings,  I  had  my  book 
of  Songs  and  Sonnets  here : — 

Eftter  Simple. 
How  now.  Simple!  where  have  you  been?  I  muft  wait 
on  myfelf,  muft  I  ?   You  have  not  The  Book  of  Biddies 
about  you,  have  you  ? 

StM.  Book  qf  Biddies t  why,  did  you  not  lend  it  to  Alice 
Shortcake  upon  Allhallowmas  laft,  a  formight  afore  Mi-* 
chaelmas  ? 

Shal.  Come,  coz ;  come,  coz ;  we  ftay  for  you.  A 
word  with  you,  coz  :  marry,  this,  coz ;  There  is,  as  'twere, 
a  tender,  a  kind  of  tender,  made  afar  off  by  Sir  Hugh 
here; — Do  you  underftand  me  ? 

Slbn.  Ay,  fir,  you  fhall  find  me  reafonable  j  if  it  be 
fo,  I  fhall  do  that  that  is  reafon. 

Shal.  Nay,  but  underftand  me. 

Slbn.  So  I  do,  fir. 

ErA.  Give  ear  to  his  motions,,  mafter  Slender :  I  wiU 
defcription  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capacity  of  it. 

SLEiff.  Nay,  I  will  do  as  my  coufin  Shallow  fays:  I  pray 
you,  pardon  jne ;  he's  a  juftice  of  peace  in  his  country, 
fimple  though  I  ftand  here. 

Efa.  But  that  is  not  the  queftion ;  the  qu^ion  is  con- 
cerning your  marriage. 

Shal.  Ay,  there's  thepoint,'fir. 

Eva.  Marry,  is  it;  the  very  point  of  it;  to  miftrefe 
Anne  Page. 

Slbn.  Why,  if  it  be  fo,  I  will  marry  her,  upon  any 
reafonable  demands.  ^ 

EfA.  But  can  you  affedion  the  'oman?  Let  us  com^ 

.......  ^ 
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mand  to  know  that  of  your  mouth,  or  of  your  lips ;  for 
divers  philofophers  hold,  that  the  lips  is  parcel  of  the 
mouth ; — ^Therefore,  precifcly,  can  you  carry  your  good 
will  to  the  maid  ? 

Seal.  Coufin  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love  her  ? 

Slbn.  I  hope,  fir,— .1  will  do,  as  it  fhall  become  one 
that  would  do  reafon. 

Efa.  Nay,  Gk)t's  lords  and  his  ladies,  you  muft  fpeak 
portable,  if  you  can  carry  her  your  delires  towards  her, 

Shal.  That  you  muft ;  Will  you,  upon  good  dowry, 
marry  her  ? 

Slen.  I  will  do  a  greater  thing  than  that,  upon  your 
requeft,  coufin,  in  any  reafon* 

Shal.  Nay,  conceive  me,  conceive  me,  fweet  coz  j 
what  I  do,  is  to  pleafure  you,  coz :  Can  you  love  the 
maid? 

Slen.  I  will  marry  her,  fir,  at  your  requeft ;  but  if 
there  be  no  great  love  in  the  beginning,  yet  heaven  may 
decreafe  it  upon  better  acquaintance,  when  we  are  mar- 
ried, and  have  more  occafion  to  know  one  another :  I 
hope,  upon  familiarity  will  grow  more  contempt ;  but  if 
you  fay,  marry  her,  I  will  marry  her,  that  I  am  freely 
difl!blved,  and  diflblutely. 

Efa.  It  is  a  fery  difcretion  anfwer ;  fave,  the  fauP  is 
in  the  'ort  diflblutely :  the  'ort  is,  according  to  our  mean-^ 
ing,  refolutely  j-rr-liis  meaning  is  good, 

Shal.  Ay,  I  think  my  coufin  meant  well. 

Slen.  Ay,  or  elfe  I  would  I  might  be  hang'd,  la. 
Re-renter  Anne  Page, 

Shal.  Here  comes  fair  miftrefs  Anne : — ^Would  I  were 
yoiing,  for  your  fake,  Mrs.  Anne  ! 

Anne.  The  dinner  is  on  the  table  j  my  father  defir^s) 
your  wprfhips'  company* 

5 


OF  WINDSOR;  l6l 

SbAL.  1  will  wait  on  him,  fair  miftrefs  Ahhe. 

ErA.  Od*s  plefled  will !  I  will  not  be  abfence  at  the 
grace.  [Exeunt  Shallow  and  Sir  H.  Etans. 

Annb.  Will't  pleafe  your  worfliip  to  come  in,  fir  ? 

Slbn.  No,  I  thank  you,  forfooth,  heanily ;  I  am  Very 
welL 

Anns.  The  dinner  attends  you,  fir. 

SlbNs  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you,  forfooth  :— 
Go,  firrah,  for  all  you  are,  my  man,  go,  wait  upon  my 
coufin  Shallow :  [Exit  SimPls.^  A  juftiee  of  peace 
fometime  may  be  beholden  to  his  friend  for  a  man :— . 
I  keep  but  three  men  and  a  boy  yet,  till  my  mother*  bo 
dead :  But  what  though  ?  yet  I  live  like  a  poor  gentle** 
man  born. 

Annb.  I  may  not  go  in  without  your  worfhip :  they 
will  not  fit,  till  you  come. 

Slbn.  rfaith^  141  €!at  nothing  y  I  thank  you  as  much 
as  though  I  did. 

Annb.  I  pray  you,  fir,  walk  in. 

Slbn.  I  had  rather  Walk  here^  I  thafnk  you  :  I  bruised 
my  fliin  the  other  day  with  playing  at  fword  and  dag- 
ger with  a  mailer  of  fence,  three  veneys  for  a  difh  of 
ftew'd  prunes}  andj  by  my  troth,  I  cannot  abide  the 
fmell  of  hot  meat  fince.  Why  do  your  dogs  bark  fo  ? 
be  there  bears  i'  the  town  ? 

Annb.  I  think,  there  are,  fir;  I  heard  them  talk'd  of. 

Slbn4  I  love  the  fport  well ;  but  I  fliall  as  foon  quar- 
rel at  it,  as  any  man  in  England : — ^You  are  afraid,  if 
you  fee  the  bear  loofe,  are  yeu  not  ? 

Annb.  Ay,  indeed,  fir. 

Slbn.  That's  meat  and  drink  to  me  noW  :  I  have  feefct 
Sackerfon  loofe,  twenty  times  ;  and  have  taken  him  by 
the  chain  :  but,  I  warrant  you,  the  women  have  fo  cried 

Vol.  L  L 
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and  (hriek*d  at  it,  that  it  pafs'd  : — but  women,  indeed, 
cannot  abide  'em;  they  are  very  ill-favour'd  rough 
things. 

.    Re-enter  Page. 

Page.  Come, 'gentle  mafter  Slender,  come;  we  ftay 
for  you. 

Slbn  ni  eat  nothing ;  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Page.  By  cock  and  pye,  you  Ihall  not  choofe,  fir : 
come,  come* 

Slen.  ^zy,  pray  you,  lead  the  way. 

Page.  Come  on,  fir, 

Slen.  Miftrefs  Anne,  yourfelf  (hall  go  firft. 

Anne.  Not^  I,  fir ;  pray  you,  keep  on. 

Slen.  Truly,  I  will  not  go  firft ;  truly,  la :  I  will  not 
4©  you  that  wrong. 

Anne.  I  pray  you,  fir. 

Slen.  I'll  rather  be  unmannerly,  than  troublefome : 

you  do  yourfelf  wrong,  indeed,  la.  {Exeum* 

-    ' 

SCENE  II.— Tie  fame. 
Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans  and  Simple. 

Eva.  Go  your  ways,  and  afk  of  Do6or  Caius'  houfe^ 
which  is  the  way  :  and  there  dwells  one  miftrefs  Quick- 
ly, which  is  in  the  manner  of  his  nurfe,  or  his  dry  nurfe, 
or  his  cook,  or  his  laundry,  his  wafher,  and  his  wringer. 

AiifP.  Well,  fir. 

Eva.  Nay,  it  is  petter  yet : — ^give  her  this  letter;  for 
it  is  a  'oman  that  altogether's  acquaintance  with  miftrefs 
A^ne  Page ;  and  the  letter  is,  to  defire  and  require  her 
to  folicit  your  mafter's  defires  to  miftrefs  Anne  Page : 
I  pray  you,  be  gone  ;  I  will  make  an  end  of  my  din- 
ner ;  there's  pippins  and  cheeie  to  come.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.  A  Rom  in  the  Garter  Inn. 
later  FalstafFj  HosTy  Bardolph^  Ntm,  Pistol^ 

and  Robin. 

FjLi  Mine  hoft  of  the  Garter, — 

Host.  What  fays  my  bully-rook  ?  Speak  fchollarly, 
and  wifely. 

Fal.  Truly,  mine  hoft,  I  muft  turn  away  fome  of  my 
followers. 

Host.  Difcard,  bully  Hercules;  cafliier:  let  them 
wag;  trot,  trot. 

Fal.  I  fit  at  ten  pounds  a  week. 

Host.  Thou  'rt  an  emperor,  Caefar,  Keifar,  and  Pheez- 
ar.  I  will  entertain  Bardolph ;  he  fhall  draw,  he  fhall 
tap :  faid  I  well,  bully  Hedor  ? 

Fal.  Do  fo,  good  mine  hoft. 

Host.  I  have  fpoke  ;  let  him  follow :  Let  me  fee  thee 
froth,  and  lime  :  I  am  at  a  word ;  follow.       [Exit  Hoft. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  follow  him ;  a  tapfter  is  a  good  trade  : 
An  old  cloak  mak-es  a  new  jerkin ;  a  withered  ferving- 
man,  a  frefli  tapfter :  Go  ;  adieu. 

Bard.  It  is  a  life  that  I  have  defired  ;  I  will  thrive. 

[Exit  Bard. 

Fist.  Obafe  Gongarian  wight !  wilt  thou  the  fpigot  wield  ? 

Ntm.  He  was  gotten  in  drink :  Is  not  the  humour 
conceited  ?  His  mind  is  not  heroic,  and  there's  the  hu- 
mour of  it. 

Fal.  I  qiin  glad,  I  am  fo  acquit  of  this  tinderbox ;  his 
thefts  were  too  open  :  his  filching  was  like  an  unfkilful 
finger,  he  kept  not  time. 

NrM.  The  good  humour  is,  to  fteal  at  a  minute's  reft. 

Fist.  Convey,  the  wife  it  call :  Steal !  foh  ;'a  fico  for 
the  phrafe ! 

Lij 
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Fal.  Well,  firs,  I  am  almoft  out  at  heels. 

Pjst.  Why  then,  let  kibes  enfue. 

Fal.  There  is  no  remedy ;  I  muft  coney-catch  5  I 
muft  fhift. 

Pisr.  Young  ravens  muft  have  food. 

Fal.  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  towti  ? 

PisT.  I  ken  the  wight ;  he  is  of  fubftance  good; 

Fal.  My  honeft  lads,  I  will  tell  you  what  I  am  about. 

Pisr.  Two  yards,  and  more. 

Fal.  No  quips  now,  Piftol ;  Indeed  I  am  in  the  waift 
two  yards  about :  but  I  am  now  about  no  Wafte ;  I  am 
about  thrift.  Briefly,  I  do  mean  to  make  love  to  Ford's 
wife ;  I  fpy  entertainment  in  her ;  fhe  difcourfes,  fhc 
carves,  flic  gives  the  leer  of  invitation' :  I  can  conftrue 
the  adHon  of  her  familiar  ftyle ;  and  the  hardeft  voice 
of  her  behaviour,  to  be  Engliflied  rightly,  is,  I  am  fir 
John  Fdjlqps. 

Pisr.  He  hath  ftudy'd  her  well,  and  tranflated  her 
well ;  out  of  honefty  into  Englifli. 

Ntm.  The  anchor  is  deep  :  Will  that  humour  pafs  ? , 

Fal.  Now,  the  report  goes,  flie  has  all  the  rule  of  her 
hufl>and's  purfe  j  flie  hath  legions  of  angels. 

PisT.  As  many  devils  entertain ;  and,  To  ber^  boy^  fay  I. 

NrM.  The  humour  rifes ;  it  is  good :  humour  me  the 
.  angels. 

Fal.  I  have  writ  me  here  a  letter  to  her :  and  here 
another  to  Page's  wife ;  who  even  now  gave  me  good 
eyes  too,  examined  my  parts  with  moft  judicious  eyliads : 
fometimes  the  beam  of  her  view  gilded  my  foot,  fome- 
times  my  portly  belly. 

Pisr.  Then  did  the  fun  on  dung-hill  fliine. 

NrM.  I  thank  thee  for  that  humour. 

Fal.  O,  flie  did  fo  courfe  o'er  my  exteriors  with  fuch 
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a  greedy  intention,  that  the  appetite  of  her  eye  did  feem 
to  fcorch  me  i;p  like  a  burning-glafs !  Here's  another 
letter  to  her  :  Ihe  bears  the  purfe  too ;  fhe  is  a  region  in 
Guiana,  all  gold  and  bounty.  I  will  be  chdater  to  thenl 
both,  and  they  fhall  be  exchequers  to  me ;  they  fhall  be 
my  Eafl  ^nd  Weft  Indies,  and  I  will  trade  to  them  both. 
Gk>,  bear  thou  this  letter  to  miftrefs  Page ;  and  thou  this 
to  miftrefs  Ford :  we  will  thrive,  lads,  we  will  thrive* 

PisT.  Shall  I  fir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become. 
And  by  my  fide  wear  fteel  ?  then,  Lucifer  take  all ! 

Ntm,  I  will  run  no  bafe  humour  :  here,  take  the  hu* 
mour  letter  ;  I  will  keep  the  ^haviour  of  reputation. 

Fal.  Hold,firrah,[/o  Rob  J]  bear  you  thefe  letters  tightly  j 
Sail  like  my  pinnace  to  thefe  golden  fliores — 
Rogues,  hence,  avaunt !  vanifli  like  hail-ilones,  go  ; 
Trudge,  plod,  away,  o'  the  hoof;  feek  flielter,  pack ! 
Falfta£f  will  learn  the  humour  of  this  age, 
French  thrift,  you  rogues  ;  myfelf,  and  Ikirted  page. 

[Exeunt  Falstapf  and  Robin. 

PisT.  Let  vultures  gripe  thy  guts !  for  gourd,  and  ful- 
lam  holds. 
And  high  and  low  beguile  the  rich  and  poor : 
Tefter,  I'll  have  in  pouch,  when  thou  ftialt  lack, 
Bafe  Phrygian  Turk ! 

NrM.  I  have  operations  in  my  head,  which  be  hu^ 
mours  of  revenge. 

PisT.  Wilt  thou  revenge  ? 

NrM.  By  welkin,  and  her  ftar ! 

PisT.  With  wit,  or  fteel  ? 

NrM.  With  both  the  humours,  1 2 
J  will  difcufs  the  humour  of  this  love  to  Page«i 

JPfST.  And  I  to  Ford  fliall  eke  unfold,  *; 

Hpw  F^lftaff,  varlet  vile, 

L  ii| 
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His  dove  will  prove,  his  gold  will  hold. 
And  his  foft  couch  defile. 
Nruh  My  humour  fhall  not  cool :  I  will  incenfe  Page 
to  deal  with  poifon ;  I  will  poflefs  him  with  yellowneft, 
for  the  revolt  of  mien  is  dangerous :  that  is  my  true 
humour. 

Pisr.  Thou  art  the  Mars  of  malcontents':  I  fecond 
thee ;  troop  on.  [Exeunt. 

L  I  I  I  I  —  ■        ■  -  L        I       ■  -  II 

SCENE  IK   ^  Ro(m  in  Dr.  Cbius's  Hoti/e. 
Enter  Mrs.  ^icklTj  Simp  lb,  and  Rugby. 

^iCK.  What ;  John  Rugby ! — ^I  pray  thee,  go  to  the 
cafement,  and  fee  if  you  can  fee  my  mafter,  mailer  Doc- 
tor Caius,  coming ;  if  he  do,  i'faith,  and  find  any  bpdy 
in  the  houfe,  here  will  be  an  old  abufing  of  God's  pa- 
tience, and  the  king's  Englifli. 

Rug.  I'll  go  watch.  [Exit  RuGsr. 

^icx.  Go ;  and  we*ll  have  a  poilet  for*t  loon  at  night, 
in  faith,  at  the  latter  end  of  a  fea-coal  fire.  An  honefl» 
willing,  kind  fellow,  as  ever  fervant  fhall  come  in  houfe 
withal ;  and,  I  warrant  you,  no  tell-tale,  nor  no  breed- 
bate  :  his  worfl  fault  is,  that  he  is  given  to  prayer ;  he 
is  fomething  peevifh  that  way  :  but  nobody  but  has  his 
fault ; — but  let  that  pafs,  Peter  Simple,  you  fay  your 
name  is? 

Sim.  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better, 

^icfc.  And  mailer  Slender*s  your  mailer  ? 

Sim.  Ay,  forfooth. 

^icK.  Does  he  not  wear  a  great  round  beard,  like  a 
glover's  paring-knife  ? 

Sim.  No,  forfooth :  he  hftth  but  a  little  wee  ^ce^  with 
a  little  yellow  beard ;  a  Cain-colourM  beard. 

^iCK.  A  foftly-fprigkted  man,  U  he  not  ? 
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Sim.  Ay,  forfooth :  but  he  is  as  tall  a  man  of  his 
hands,  as  any  is  between  this  and  his  head ;  he  hath 
fought  with  a  warrenen 

^iCK.  How  fay  you  ?— O,  I  fliould  remember  him  ; 
Does  he  not  hold  up  his  head,  as  it  were  ?  and  itrut  i& 
his  gait? 

SiJ€.  Yes,  indeed,  does  he. 

^iCK.  Well,  heaven  fend  Anne  Page  no  worfe  for- 
tune !  Tell  mailer  parfon  Evans,  I  will  do  what  I  can 
for  your  maAer  :  Anne  is  a  good  girl,  and  I  wilh — 

Re-enter  Rugby. 

RuG^  Out,  alas !  here  comes  my  mailer. 

^iCK.  We  fliall  all  be  fhent :  Run  in  here,  good  young 
man ;  go  into  this  clofet.  [Shuts  Simple  in  the  clofet.']  He 
will  not  day  long. — What,  John  Rugby !  John,  what, 
John,  I  fay  ! — Go,  John,  go  enquire  for  my  mailer  ;  I 
doubt,-  he  be  not  well,  that  he  comes  not  home : — ^and 
down^  dofwn^  adown^a^  &c.  [sings. 

Enter  DoBor  Caius. 

Caws.  Vat  is  you  ling  ?  I  do  ncJt  like  defe  toys;  Pray 
you,  go  and  vetch  me  in  my  clofet  un  boitier  verd;  a  box, 
a  green-a  box ;  Do  intend  vat  I  fpeak  ?  a  green-a  box. 

^iCK.  Ay,  forfooth.  Til  fetch  it  you.  I  am  glad  he 
went  not  in  himfelf :  if  he  had  found  the  young  man; 
he  would  have  been  horn-mad.  [4fi^. 

Caws.  Fe^fefe^fe!  tnafoi^  il  fait  fort  cbaud.  Je  nien 
vms  i  la  Caur, — la  grande  cfffaire. 

^i€K.  Is  it  this,  fir  ? 

Caws.  Ouy;  mette  le  au  man  pocket ;  Depecbe^  quickly; 
— Verc  is  dat  knave  Rugby  ? 

^iCK.  What,  John  Rugby  !  John ! 

Rjjo.  Here,  fir. 

Cdws.  You  fire  Joha  Rugby,  a^d  you  are  Jack  Rugby: . 

L.  •  •• 


l€8  MBRRT  nrivEB 

Come,  take-a  your  rapier,  and  come  after  my  heel  te  de 
court. 

Rug.  Tis  ready,  fir,  here  in  the  porch. 

Caws.  By  my  trot,  I  tarry  too  long  :— Od*s  me !  %V 
f'OubUe  ?  dere  is  fome  fimples  in  my  clofet,  dat  I  vill  not 
for  the  varld  I  {hall  leave  behind. 

^icx.  Ah  me !  he'll  find  the  young  man  there,  and 
be  mad. 

Caws.  0  diable,  diabkf  vat  is  in  my  clofet  ? — ^Villainy  J 
hrron  !  [Pulling  Simple  out.^  Rugby,  my  rapier. 

S^vicK.  Crood  mailer,  be  content. 

Caws.  Verefi^re  ftiall  I  be  content-a  ? 

^iCK.  The  young  man  is  an  honeft  man. 

Caws.  Vat  fliall  de  honefl:  man  do  in  toy  clofet?  dere 
is  no  honeft  man  dat  fiiall  come  in  my  clofet. 

^iCK.  I  befeech  you,  be  not  fo  flegmatiqk ;  hear  the 
truth  of  it :  He  came  of  an  errand  to  me  from  parfon 
Hugh. 

Caws.  Veil. 

Sim.  Ay,  forfooth,  to  defire  her  to        .■ 

^iCK.  Peace,  I  pray  you. 

Caws.  Peace-a  your  tongue  i-r-Speakr-J^  your  talc. 

Sim.  To  defire  this  honeft  gentlewomaji,  your  maid, 
%o  fpeak  a  good  word  to  miftrefs  Anne  Page  for  my  mafr 
fter,  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

^iCK.  This  is  all,  indeed,  la ;  but  PU  ne'er  put  my 
finger  in  the  fire,  and  need  not. 

Caws.  Sir  Hugh  fend-a  you  ? — Rugby,  bgillez  me  fome 
paper:  Tarry  you  a  little«a  while.  [writes. 

^iCK.  I  am  glad  he  is  fo  quiet :  if  he  had  been 
thoroughly  moved,  you  fliould  have  heard  him  fo  loud, 
and  fo  melancholy ; — ^But  notwithftanding,  man,  PU  do 
joujr  |?^ftcr  vljat  gppd  J  can :  ?ipd  the  ycry.yea  %^4  Ae 
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no  is,  the  French  Dodor,  my  mafter, — I  may  call  him 
my  mafter,  look  you,  for  I  keep  his  houfe ;  and  I  wafh, 
wring,  brew,  bake,  fcour,  drefs  meat  and  drink,  make 
the  beds,  and  do  all  myfelf ;— - 

Sim.  Tis  a  great  charge,to  come  under  one  body's  hand. 

^iCK.  Are  you  avis'd  o*  that?  you  (hall  find  it  a  great 
charge :  and  to  be  up  early,  and  down  late ; — ^but  not- 
withftanding,  (to  tell  you  in  your  ear  ;  I  would  have  no 
words  of  it ;)  my  mafter  himfelf  is  in  love  with  miftjrefs 
Aime  Page :  but  notwithftanding  that,—!  know  Anne's 
mind, — that's  neither  here  nor  there. 

Caws.  You  jack'nape ;  give-a  dis  letter  to  Sir  Hugh ; 
ty  gar,  it  is  a  ftiallenge :  I  vill  cut  his  troat  in  de  park ; 
and  \  vill  teach  a  fcurvy  jack-a-nape  prieft  to  meddle  or 
make  r*— you  may  be  gone ;  it  is  not  good  you  tarry 
here : — ^by  gar,  I  vill  cut  all  his  two  ftones ;  by  gar,  he 
ihall  not  have  a  ftone  to  trow  at  his  dog.    [Exit  Simple. 

^iCK.  Alas,  he  fpeaks  but  for  his  friend. 

Caws.  It  is  no  matter-a  for  dat  i^judio  not  you  tell-a 

me  dat  I  fliall  have  Anne  Page  for  myfelf  ? — ^by  gar,  I 

,  vi|l  kill  de  Jack  prieft ;  and  I  have  appointed  mine  hoft 

of  de  yarterre  to  meafure  our  weapon : — ^by  gar,  I  vill 

jnyfelf  have  Ajine  Page. 

^iCK.  Sir,  the  maid  loves  you,  and  all  (hall  be  well : 
we  muft  give  folks  leave  to  prate  :  What,  the  good-jer ! 

Caws.  Rugby,  come  to  the  court  vit  me ; — By  gar,  if 
I  have  not  Anne  Page,  I  fhall  turn  your  head  out  of  my 
door : — ^Follow  my  heels,  Rugby. 

[Exeunt  Caws  and  Rucsr. 

^icK.  You  fhall  have  An  fools-head  of  your  own* 

No,  I  know  Anne's  mind  for  that :  never  a  woman  in 

Windfor  knows  more  of  Anne's  mind  than  I  do ;  nor 

i^  do  more  than  I  do  with  her^  I  thank  heaven. 
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Fent.  \Witbin.']  Who's  within  there,  ho  ? 

^iCK.  Who's  there,  I  trow  ?  Come  neat  the  houfe,  I 
pray  you. 

Enter  Fbnton. 

Fent.  How  now,  good  woman ;  how  doft  thou  ? 

^iCK.  The  l>etter,  that  it  pleafes  your  good  worlhip 
to  afk. 

Fent.  What  news  ?  how  does  pretty  miftrefs  Anne  ?  ' 

^iCK.  In  truth,  fir,  and  fhe  is  pretty,  and  honed,  and 
gentle ;  and  one  that  is  your  friend,  I  can  tell  you  that 
by  the  way ;  I  praife  heaven  for  it. 

Fent.  Shall  I  do  any  good,  thinkeft  thou  ?  Shall  I  not 
lofe  my  fuit  ? 

^iCK.  Troth,  fir,  all  is  in  his  hands  above :  but  not- 
withftanding,  matter  Fenton,  FU  be  fwom  on  a  book, 
fhe  loves  you : — ^Have  not  your  worihip  a  wart  above 
your  eye  ? 

Fent.  Yes,  marry,  have  I ;  what  of  that  ? 

^iCK.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  tale ; — ^good  faith,  it  is 
fuch  another  Nan ;— but,  I  deteft,  an  honeftmaid  as  eve* 
broke  bread : — ^We  had  an  hour's  talk  of  that  wart  ;— 
I  fhall  never  laugh  but  in  that  maid's  company ! — But; 
indeed,  flie  is  given  too  much  to  allicholy  and  mufing : 
But  for  you — ^Well,  go  to. 

Fent.  Well,  I  fliall  fee  her  to-day :  Hold,  there's  mo^ 
ney  for  thee;  let  me  have  thy  voice  in  my  behalf:  if 
thou  feeft  her  before  me,  commend  me — 

^iCK.  Will  I  ?  i'faith,  that  we  will :  and  I  will  tell 
your  worfliip  more  of  the  wart,  the  next  time  we  have 
confidence  ;  and  of  other  wooers. 

Fent.  Well,  farewell ;  I  am  in  great  hafte  now.  [Exit. 

^iCK.  Farewell  to  your  worfhip Truly,  an  honeft 

gentleman  i  but  Anne  loves  him  not ;  for  I  know  Anne'^ 
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mind  as  well  as  another  does : — ^Out  upen't !  what  have 
I  forgot  ?  [Exit. 


ACt  II. 

SCENE  I.   Before  Vsige's  Hou/e. 

Enter  Mt/irefs  Paoe^  with  a  letter. 

Mrs.  Paoe.  What !  have  I  ^fcaped  love-letters  in  the 
holy-day  time  of  my  beauty,  and  am  I  now  a  fubjed  for 
them  ?  Let  me  fee :  [reads. 

AJk  me  no  reafon  why  I  Ime  you;  for  though  love  ufe  rea- 
fin  for  his  precifian^  he  admits  him  not  for  his  counfellor:  Tou 
ore  not  youngs  no  more  am  I ;  go  to  then^  there's  fympathy ; 
you  are  merry  ^  fo  am  I ;  Ha  !  ha  !  then  there's  morefympa-^ 
thy:  you  lovefack^  andfo  do  I;  Would  you  defire  better  fym- 
pathy?  Let  itfuffice  thee,  mi/lrefs  Page,  (at  the  leq/i,  if  the 
hve  ofafoldier  canfuffice,)  that  I  love  thee.  I  will  not  fay, 
pity  me^  Uis  not  afoUier-like  phrafe  ;  but  I  fay,  love  me.  By 
me, 

liine  own  true  knight. 

By  day  or  night. 

Or  any  kind  of  light. 

With  all  his  might. 

For  thee  to  fight,  John  FalftafF, 

What  a  Herod  of  Jewry  is  this  ?— rO  wicked,  wicked 
world ! — one  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces  with  age, 
to  fhow  himfelf  a  young  gallant !  What  an  unweigh'd 
behaviour  hath  this  Flemifh  drunkard  pick'd  (with  the 
devil's  name)  out  of  my  converfation,  that  he  dares  in 
"this  ntiaimer  aflay  me  ?  Why,  he  hath  not  been  thrice 
in  my  company  ! — ^What  fhould  I  fay  to  him  ? — ^I  was 
then  firugal  of  my  mirth : — heaven  forgive  me  ! — ^Why, 
rU  exhibit  a  bill  in  the  parliament  for  the  putting,  dowo 
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of  men.   How  fliall  I  be  revenged  on  him  ?  for  revenged 
I  will  be,  as  fure  as  his  guts  are  made  of  puddings. 
Enter  Mijirefs  Ford. 

Mrs.  FoRb.  Miftrefs  Page !  truft  me,  I  was  going  to 
your  houfe. 

Mrs.  Page.  And,  truft  me,  I  was  coming  to  you.  You 
look  very  ill. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I'll  ne*er  beUeve  that ;  I  have  to  fliow 
to  the  contrary. 

Mrs.  Page.  'Faith,  but  you  do,  in  my  mind. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  I  do  then ;  yet,  I  fay,  I  could  fhpw 
you  to  the  contrary :  O,  miftrefs  Page,  give  me  fome 
counfel !  . 

Mrs.  Page.  What's  the  matter,  woman  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  O  woman,  if  it  were  not  for  one  trifling 
refpecft,  I  could  come  to  fuch  honour  I 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  the  trifle,  woman;  take  the  honour; 
What  is  it  ? difpenfe  with  trifles ; — what  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell  for  an  eternal 
moment,  or  fo,  I  could  be  knighted- 

Mrs.  Page.  What? — thou  lieft! — Sir  Alice  Ford! 

^Thefe  knights  will  hack  ;  and  fo  thou  fliouldft  not 

alter  the  article  of  thy  gentry. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We  bum  day-light : — ^here,  read,  read ; — 

perceive  how  I  might  be  knighted I  fliall  think  the 

worfe  of  fat  men,  as  long  as  I  have  an  eye  to  make  dif^ 
ference  of  men's  liking ;  And  yet  he  would  not  fwear ; 
prais'd  women's  modefty:  and  gave  fuch  orderly  and 
well-behaved  reproof  to  all  uncomelinefs,  that  I  would 
have  fwom  his  difpofltion  Would  have  gone  to  the  truth 
of  his  words :  but  they  do  no  more  adhere,  and  keep 
place  together,  than  the  hundredth  pfahn  to  the  tune  of 
QncM  Jeeves,    What  tempeft,  I  wqw,  thjrcw  this  wts^lq^ 
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^ith  fo  many  tuns  of  oil  in  his  belly,  afhore  at  Wind- 
for  ?  How  ihall  I  be  revenged  on  him?  I  think,  the  bed 
way  were  to  entertain  him  with  hope,  till  the  wicked 
fire  of  luft  have  melted  him  in  his  own  greafe. — Did  you 
ever  hear  the  like  ? 

Mrs.  Pagb.  Letter  for  letter ;  but  that  the  name  of 
Page  and  Ford  differs ! — ^To  thy  great  comfort  in  this 
toyftery  of  ill  opinions,  here's  the  twin-brother  of  thy 
letter :  but  let  thine  inherit  firft ;  for,  I  proteft,  mine 
never  (hall.  I  warrant,  he  hath  a  thoufand  of  thefe  let- 
ters, writ  with  blank  fpace  for  different  names,  (furc 
more,)  and  thefe  are  of  the  fecond  edition :  He  will 
print  them  out  of  doubt ;  for  he  cares  not  what  he  puts 
into  the  prefs,  when  he  would  put  us  two.  I  had  ra- 
ther be  a  giantefs,  and  lie  under  mount  Pelion.  Well, 
I  will  find  you  twenty  lafcivious  turtles,  ere  one  chafte 
man* 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  very  fame ;  the  very 
hand,  the  very  words  :  What  doth  he  think  of  us  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  I  know  not :  It  makes  me  almoft 
ready  to  wrangle  with  mine  own  honefty.  I'll  entertain 
myfelf  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted  withal ;  for, 
fure,  unlefs  he  knew  fome  ftrain  in  me,  that  I  know  not 
myfelf,  he  would  never  have  boarded  me  in  this  fury. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Boarding,  call  you  it  ?  Til  be  fure  to  keep 
him  above  deck. 

Mrs.  Page.  So  will  I ;  if  he  come  under  my  hatches, 
I'll  never  to  fea  ag^n.  Let's  be  revenged  on  him  :  let's 
appoint  him  a  meeting ;  give  him  a  (how  of  comfort  in 
his  fuit ;  and  lead  him  on  with  a  fine-baited  delay,  till 
he  hath  pawn'd  his  horfes  to  mine  Hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  confent  to  ad  any  villainy  a- 
gainft  him,  that  may  not  fully  the  charinefs  of  our  ho-^ 
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nefty*    O,  that  my  hufband  faw  this  letter !  it  would 
give  eternal  food  to  his  jealoufy. 

Mrs.  Pacb.  Why,  look,  where  he  comes ;  and  my 
good  man  too :  he's  as  far  from  jealoufy,  as  I  am  from 
giving  him  caufe ;  and  that,  I  hope,  is  an  unmeafurable 
diflance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  woman. 

Mrs.  Page.  Let's  confult  together  againft  this  grcafy 
knight :  Come  hither.  [tbey  retire. 

Enter  Ford^  Pistol^  Pagb^  and  Ntm. 

Ford.  Well,  I  hope,  it  be  not  fo. 

PisT.  Hope  is  a  curtail  dog  in  fome  afi&ifs  : 
Sir  John  afieds  thy  wifcv 

Ford.  Why,  fir,  my  wife  is  not  young. 

Pjst.  He  wooes  both  high  and  low,  both  rich  and  poor. 
Both  young  and  old,  one  with  another.  Ford ; 
He  loves  thy  gally-mawfry  ;  Ford,  perpend. 

Ford.  Love  my  wife  ? 

PiST.  With  liver  burning  hot :  Prevent,  or  go  thou. 
Like  Sir  Adeon  he,  with  Ring-wood  at  thy  heels  : — 
O,  odious  is  the  name  ! 

Ford..  What  name,  fir  ? 

PisT.  The  horn,  I  fay :  FareweL 
Take  heed ;  have  open  eye  ;  for  thieves  do  foot  by  night : 
Take  heed,  ere  fummer  comes,  or  cuckop-birds  do  fing.— 

Away,  fir  corporal  Nym 

Believe  it.  Page  ;  he  fpeaks  fenfe.  [Exit  Pistol. 

Ford.  I  will  be  patient ;  I  will  find  out  this. 

Ntm.  And  this  is  true  ;  [to  Page.]  I  Hke  not  the  hu- 
mour of  lying.  He  hath  wrong'd  me  in  fome  humours: 
I  fliould  have  borne  the  humoured  letter  to  her  ;  but  I 
have  a  fword,  and  it  fliall  bite  upon  my  neceflity.  He 
loves  your  wife ;  there's  the  fliort  and  the  long.     My 
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name  is  corporal  Nym ;  'I  fpeak,  and  I  avouch.  Tis 
true : — my  name  is  Nym,  and  Falflaflf  loves  your  wife. 
— ^Adieu  \  I  love  not  the  humour  of  bread  and  cheefe  ; 
and  there's  the  humour  of  it.     Adieu.  [Exit  Ntm. 

Face,  He  bumdur  of  it,  quoth  *a !  here's  a  fellow  frights 
humour  out  of  his  wits. 

Ford.  I  will  feek  out  Falflaff. 

Page.  I  never  heard  fuch  a  drawling,  adding  rogue. 

Ford.  If  I  do  find  it,  well. 

Page.  I  will  not  believe  fuch  a  Cataian,  though  the 
prieft  o'  the  town  commended  him  for  a  true  man. 

Ford.  'Twas  a  good  fenfible  fellow  :  Well. 

Page.  How  now,  Meg } 

Mrs.  Page.  Whither  go  you,  George  ? — ^Hark  you. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  fweet  Frank  ?  why  art  thou 
melancholy  ? 

Ford.  I  melancholy !  I  am  not  melancholy* — 
Get  you  home,  go. 

Mrs.  Ford.  'Faith,  thou  haft  fome  crotchets  in  thy 
head  now. — Will  you  go,  miftrefs  Page.^ 

Mrs.  Page.  Have  with  you ^You'll  come  to  dinner, 

George  ? — ^Look,  who  comes  yonder  :  fhe  fhall  be  our 

meflenger  to  this  paltry  knight.        l^^e  to  Mrs.  Ford. 

Enter  Mi/lre/s  ^jckl  r. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Truft  me,  I  thought  on  Tier  :  fhe'll  fit  it. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  daughter  Aime  ? 

^WK.  Ay,  forfooth ;    And,  I  pray,  how  does  good 
miftrefs  Anne  ? 

Mrs.  Pace.  Go  in  with  us,  and  fee ;   we  have  an 
hour*s  talk  with  you. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Mrs.  ^icklt. 

Page.  How  now,  mafter  Ford  ? 
'   Ford.  You  heard  what  this  knave  told  me ;  did  you  not  ? 
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Page.  Yes ;  And  you  heard  what  the  other  told  mc  ? 

Ford.  Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Paqb.  Hang  'em.  Haves !  1  do  not  think  the  knight 
would  offer  it :  but  thefe  that  accufe  him  in  his  intent 
towards  our  wives,  are  a  yoke  of  his  di{carded  men ;  ve- 
ry rogues,  now  they  be  out  of  fervice. 

FoRD.  Were  they  his  men  ?   • 

Pags.  Marry,  were  they. 

Ford.  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that. ^Does  he 

lie  at  the  Garter  ? 

Pags.  Ay,  marry,  does  he.     If  he  fhould  intend  thi« 
voyage  towards  my  wife,  I  would  turn  her  loofe  to  him ; 
and  what  he  gets  more  of  her  than  fharp  words,  let  it  lie 
^  on  my  head. 

Ford.  I  do  not  mifdoubt  my  wife;  but  I  would  be  loth 
to  turn  them  together :  A  man  may  be  too  confident :  I 
would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  head :  I  cannot  be  thus 
fatisfied. 

Page.  Look,  where  my  ranting  hofl  of  the  Garter 
comes :  there  is  either  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  money  ia. 
his  purfe,  when  he  looks  fo  merrily— JIow  now,  mine 
hofl? 

Enter  Host  and  Shallow. 

Host.  How  now,  bully-rook?  thou'rt  a  gentleman: 
cavalero-juflice,  I  fay. 

Shal.  I  follow,  mine  hofl,  I  follow— Good  even,  and 
twenty,  good  mafler  Page !  Mafler  Page,  will  you  go 
with  us  ?  we  have  fport  in  hand. 

Host.  Tell  him,  cavalero-juflicej  tell  him,  bully-rook. 

Shal.  Sir,  there  is  a  fray  to  be  fought,  between  Sit 
Hugh  the  Welfh  priefl,  and  Caius  the  French  dodor. 

Ford.  Good  mine  hofl  o'  the  Garter,  a  word  with  you. 

Host.  What  fay*fl  thou,  bully-rook  ?      [Tiey^o  aftde^ 
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Shal.  Will  you  \to  Page]  go  with  us  to  behold  it  ?  My 
merry  hoft  hath  had  the  meafuring  of  their  weapons ; 
and,  I  think,  he  hath  appointed  them  contrary  places  : 
for,  believe  me,  I  hear,  the  parfon  is  no  jefter.  Hark,  I 
will  tell  you  what  our  fport  fhall  be. 

Host.  Haft  thou  no  fuit  againft  my  knight,  my  gueft- 
cavaher  ? 

Ford.  None,  I  proteft :  but  V\\  give  you  a  pottle  of 
burnt  fack  to  give  me  recourfe  to  him,  and  tell  him, 
my  name  is  Brook ;  only  for  a  jeft. 

Host.  My  hand,  bully :  thou  flialt  have  egrefs  and  re- 
greis :  faid  I  well  ?  and  thy  name  fhall  be  Brook :  It  is  a 
merry  knight. — ^Will  you  go  on,  hearts  ? 

Shal.  Have  with  you,  mine  hoft. 

Paoe.  I  have  heard,  the  Frenchman  hath  good  ikill  ia 
his  rapier. 

Shal.  Tut,  fir,  I  could  have  told  you  more :  In  thefe 
times  you  ftand  on  diftance,  your  pailes,  ftoccadoes, 
and  I  know  not  what :  'tis  the  heart,  mafter  Page ;  'tis 
here,  *tis  here.  I  have  feen  the  time,  with  my  long 
fwordy  I  would  have  made  you  four  tall  fellows  fkip  like 
rats. 

Host.  Here,  boys,  here,  here !  (hall  we  wag  ? 

Page.  Have  with  you : — ^I  had  rather  hear  them  fcold 
than  fight.  [Exeunt  Host,  Shallow,  and  Page. 

Ford.  Though  Page  be  a  fecure  fool,  and  ftands  fo 
firmly  on  his  wife's  frailty,  yet  I  cannot  put  off  my  opi- 
nion fo  eafily :  She  was  in  his  company  at  Page's  houfe ; 
and,  what  they  made  there,  I  know  not.  Well,  I  will 
look  further  into't :  and  I  have  a  difguife  to  found  Fal- 
ftaff :  If  I  find  her  honeft,  I  lofe  not  my  labour ;  if  flie 
be  otherwife,  'tis  labour  well  beftow'd.  [Exit. 

Vol.  I.  M 
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SCENE  11.  j!^  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Fa l staff  and  Pistol. 

Fal.  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny, 

PisT.  Why,  then  the  world's  mine  oyfter. 
Which  I  with  fword  will  open — 
I  will  retort  the  fum  in  equipage. 

Fal.  Not  a  penny.  I  have  been  content,  fir,  you 
fhould  lay  my  countenance  to  pawn :  I  have  grated  up- 
on my  good  friends  for  three  reprieves  for.  you  and  your 
coach-fellow,  Nym ;  or  elfe  you  had  looked  through  the 
grate,  like  a  geminy  of  baboons.  I  am  damn*d  in  hell, 
for  fwearing  to  gentlemen  my  friends,  you  were  good 
foldiers,  and  tall  fellows :  and  when  miftrefs  Bridget  loft 
the  handle  of  her  fan,  I  took't  upon  mine  honour,  thou 
hadft  it  not. 

PisT.  Didft  thou  not  fhare?  hadft  thou  not  fifteen 
pence? 

F^tiL.  Reafon,  you  rogue,  reafon :  Think'ft  thou.  Til 
endanger  my  foul  gratis  ?  At  a  word,  hang  no  more  a- 
bout  me,  I  am  no  gibbet  for  you  : — go — A  ftiort  knife 
and  a  throng ; — ^to  your  manor  of  Pickthatch,  go.  . 
You'll  not  bear  a  letter  for  me,  you  rogue  ! — ^you  ftand 
upon  your  honour  ! — Why,  thou  unconfinable  bafenefs, 
it  is  as  much  as  I  can  do,  to  keep  the  terms  of  my  ho- 
nour precife.  I,  I,  I  myfelf  fometimes,  leaving  the  fear 
of  heaven  on  the  left  hand,  and  hiding  mine  honour  in 
my  neceffity,  am  fain  to  fliufife,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch ; 
aind  yet  you,  rogue,  will  enfconce  your  rags,  your  cat-a- 
mountain  looks,  your  red-lattice  phrafes,  and  your  bold- 
beating  oaths,  under  the  fhelter  of  your  honour ! .  You 
will  not  do  it,  you  ? 

PisT.  I  do  relent ;  What  would'ft  thou  more  of  man  ? 
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Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Sir,  here's  a  woman  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Fjl.  Let  her  approach. 

Enter  Mijirefs  ^icklt. 

^tCK.  Give  your  worfliip  good-morrow. 

Fal.  Good-morrow,  good  wife. 

^icK.  Not  fo,  an't  pleafe  your  worfliip. 

Fal.  Good  maid,  then. 

^iCK.  ril  be  fworn;  as  my  mother  was,  the  firft  hour- 
I  was  bom. 

Fal.  I  do  believe  the  fwearer :  What  with  me  ? 

^iCK.  Shall  I  vouchfafe  your  worfliip  a  word  or  two  ? 

Fal.  Two  thoufand,  fair  woman ;  and  111  vouchfafe 
thee  the  hearing. 

^icK.  There  is  one  mifl:refs  Ford,  fir ; — ^I  pray,  come 
a  little  nearer  this  ways  :--J  myfelf  dwell  with  matter 
dodor  Caius. 

Fal.  Well,  on :  Mifl:refs  Ford,  you  fay, 

^iCK.  Your  worfliip  fays  very  true:  I  pray  your  wor- 
fhip,  come  a  little  nearer  this  ways. 

Fal.  I  warrant  thee,  nobody  hears ; — ^mine  own  peo- 
ple, mine  own  people. 

^iCK.  Are  they  fo  ?  Heaven  blefs  them,  and  make 
them  his  fervants ! 

Fal.  Well :  miftrefs  Ford ; — what  of  her  ? 

^iCK.  Why,  fir,  flie's  a  good  creature.  Lord,  lord ! 
your  worfliip's  a  wanton:  Well,  heaven  forgive  you,  and 
all  of  us,  I  pray !  , 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford ; — come,  miftrefs  Ford, — 

^icK.  Marry,  this  is  the  fliort  and  the  long  of  it;  you 
have  brought  her  into  fuch  a  canaries,  as  'tis  wonderful. 
The  beft  courtier  of  them  all,  when  the  court  lay  at 
Windfor,  could  never  have  brought  her  to  fuch  a  cana- 
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ry.  Yet  there  has  been  knights,  and  lords,  and  gentle- 
m^,  with  their  coaches ;  I  warrant  you,  coach  after 
coach,  letter  after  letter,  gift  after  gift ;  ftnelling  fo 
fweetly,  (all  mufk,)  and  fo  ruftiling,  I  warrant  you,  in 
lilk  and  gold ;  and  in  ftich  alligant  terms ;  and  in  fuch 
wine  and  fugar  of  the  beft,  and  the  faireft,  that  would 
have  won  any  woman's  heart ;  and,  I  warrant  you,  they 
could  never  get  an  eye-wink  of  her. — ^I  had  myfelf  twen- 
ty angels  given  me  this  morning :  but  I  defy  all  angels, 
(in  any  fuch  fort,  as  they  fay,)  but  in  the  way  of'  ho- 
nefty  :• — and,  I  warrant  you,  they  could  never  get  her  fo 
much  as  fip  on  a  cup  with  the  proudeft  of  them  all :  and 
yet  there  has  been  earls,  nay,  which  is  more,  penfion- 
ers ;  but,  I  warrant  you,  all  is  one  with  her. 

Fal.  But  what  fays  (he  to  me  ?  be  brief,  my  good  flie 
Mercury. 

^iCK.  Marry,  fhe  hath  received  your  letter ;  for  the 
which  fhe  thanks  you  a  thoufand  times :  and  fhe  gives 
you  to  notify,  that  her  hufband  will  be  abfence  from  his 
houfe  between  ten  and  eleven. 

Fal.  Ten  and  eleven  ? 

^iCK.  Ay,  forfooth ;  and  then  you  may  come  and 
fee  the  pidure,  fhe  fays,  that  you  wot  of; — mafler  Ford, 
her  hufband,  will  be  from  home.  Alas  !  the  fweet  wo- 
man leads  an  ill  life  with  him ;  he's  a  very  jealoufy  man ; 
ihe  leads  a  very  frampold  life  with  him,  good  heart. 

Fal.  Ten  and  eleven :  Woman,  commend  me  to  her ; 
I  will  not  fail  her. 

^iCK.  Why  you  fay  well :  But  I  have  another  mef^ 
fenger  to  your  worfhip  :  Miflrefs  Page  hath  her  hearty 
commendations  to  you  too ; — ^and  let  me  tell  you  in  your 
ear,  fhe*s  as  fartuous  a  civil  modefl  wife,  and  one  (I  tell 
you)  that  will  not  mifs  you  morning  nor  evening  pray- 
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er,  as  any  is  in  Windfor,  whoe'er  be  the  other :  and  flie 
bade  me  tell  your  worfhip,  that  her  hufband  is  feldom 
from  home ;  but,  (he  hopes j  there  will  come  a  time.  I 
ixever  knew  a  woman  fo  dote  upon  a  man;  furely,  I 
(think  you  have  charms,  la ;  yes,  in  truth. 

Fal.  Not  I,  I  affure  thee ;  fetting  the  attradion  of  my 
good  parts  aiide,  I  have  no  other  charms. 

^iCK.  Bleffing  on  your  heart  for't ! 

Fal.  But,  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  this:  has  Ford's  wife,  and 
Page's  wife,  acquainted  each  other  how  they  love  me  ? 

^iCK.  That  were  a  jeft,  indeed ! — ^they  have  not  fo 
little  grace,  I  hope  : — ^that  were  a  trick,  indeed !  But 
miflrefs  Page  would  defire  yoii  to  fend  her  your  little 
page,  of  all  loves ;  her  hufband  has  a  marvellous  infec- 
tion to  the  little  page  :  and,  truly,  matter  Page  is  an  ho- 
ned man.  Never  a  wife  in  Windfor  leads  a  better  life 
than  flie  does ;  do  what  (he  will,  fay  what  fhe  will,  take 
all,  pay  all,  go  to  bed  when  (he  lift,  rife  when  fhe  lift, 
all  is  as  fhe  will ;  and,  truly,  fhe  deferves  it ;  for  if  there 
be  a  kind  woman  in  Windfor,  fhe  is  one,  .  You  mufl 
fend  her  your  page ;  no  remedy, 

Fal.  Why,  I  will. 

^iCK.  Nay,  but  do  fo  then :  and,  look  you,  he  may 
come  and  go  between  you  both  ;  and,  in  any  cafe,  have 
a  nay-word,  that  you  may  know  one  another's  mind, 
and  the  boy  never  need  to  underftand  any  thing ;  for 
'tis  not  good  that  children  fhould  know  any  wickednefs  2 
old  folks,  you  know,  have  difcretion,  as  they  fay,  and 
know  the  world. 

Fal.  Fare  thee  well :  commend  me  to  them  both : 
there's  my  purfe  ;  I  am  yet  thy  debtor. — ^Boy,  go  along 
with  this  woman. — ^This  news  diftradts  me. 

[Exeunt  ^iCKLT  and  RofiiN^ 
Miij 
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Fist.  This  punk  is  one  of  Cupid's  carriers  : — 
Clap  on  more  fails ;  purfue,  up  with  your  fights ; 
Give  fire ;  Ihe  is  my  prize,  or  ocean  whelm  them  all  f 

(Exit  PisTOi^ 

Fal.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  old  Jack  ?  go  thy  ways ;  Pll  make 
more  of  thy  old  body  than  I  have  done.  Will  they  yet 
look  after  thee?  Wilt  thou,  after  the  expence  of  fo 
much  money,  be  now  a  gainer  ?  Good  body,  I  thank 
thee:  Let  them  fay,  'tis  grofsly  done;  fo  it  be  fairly 
done,  no  matter. 

Enter  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  there's  one  mafter  Brook  below  would 
fain  fpeak  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with  you  ;  and 
hath  fent  your  worfliip  a  morning's  draught  of  fack. 

Fal.  Brook,  is  his  name  ? 

Bard.  Ay,  fin 

Fal.  Call  him  in ;  [Exit  Bardolph.^  Such  Brooks  arc 
welcome  to  me,  that  o'erflow  fuch  liquor.  Ah !  ha !  mif- 
trcfs  Ford  and  miftrefs  Page,  have  I  encompafs'd  you  ? 
go  to;  via! 

Re-enter  Bardolph  with  Ford  Sfguifed, 

Ford.  Blefs  you,  fir, 

Fal.  And  you,  fir :  Would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ford,  I  make  bold,  to  prefs  with  fo  little  preparation 
upon  you. 

Fal,  You're  welcome  ;  What's  your  will  ?  Give  us 
leave  drawer.  [Exit  Bardolph^ 

Ford,  Sir,  I  am  a  gentleman  that  have  fpent  much  ; 
my  name  is  Brook. 

Fal. .Good  mafter  Brook,  I  defire  more  acquaintance^ 
pf  you. 

Ford.  Good  fir  John,  I  fue  for  yours  :  not  to  charge 
you  J  for  I  muft  let  you  underftand,  I  think  myfelf  in 
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better  plight  for  a  lender  than  you  are  :  the  which  hath 
fomethijig  emboldened  me  to  this  unfeafon'd  intrufion ; 
for  they  fay,  if  money  go  before,  all  ways  do  lie  open. 

Fal.  Money  is  a  good  foldier,  fir,  and  will  on. 

Ford.  Troth,  and  I  have  a  bag  of  money  here  troubles 
me:  if  you  will  help  me  to  bear  it,  fir  John,  take  ail,  or 
half,  for  eafing  me  of  the  carriage. 

Fal.  Sir,  I  know  not  how  I  may  deferve  to  be  your 
porter. 

Ford.  I  will  tell  you,  fir,  if  you  will  give  me  the  hearing. 

Fal.  Speak,  good  mafter  Brook ;  I  fhall  be  glad  to  be 
your  fervant. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  fcholar, — ^I  will  be  brief 

with  you ;- and  you  have  been  a  man  long  known  to 

me,  though  I  had  neVer  fo  good  means,  as  defire,  to 
•make  myfelf  acquainted  with  you.  I  fliall  difcover  a 
thing  to  you,  wherein  1  muft  very  much  lay  open  mine 
own  imperfedion  :  but,  good  fir  John,  as  you  have  one 
eye  upon  my  follies,  as  you  hear  them  unfolded,  turn 
another  into  the  regifter  of  your  own ;  that  I  may  paf& 
with  a  reproof  the  eafier,  fith  you  yourfelf  know,  how 
eafy  it  is  to  be  fuch  an  offender. 

Fal.  Very  well,  fir ;  proceed. 

Ford.  There  is  a  gentlewoman  in  this  town,  her  huf- 
band's  name  is  Ford. 

Fal.  WeU,  fir. 

Ford.  I  have  long  loved  her,  and,  I  proteft  to  you,  be- 
flowed  much  on  her ;  followed  her  with  a  doting  obferv- 
ance ;  engrofs'd  opportunities  to  meet  her ;  fee'd  every 
flight  occafion,  that  could  but  niggardly  give  me  fight 
of  her;  not  only  bought  many  prefents  to  give  her,  but 
have  given  largely  to  many,  to  know  what  fhe  would 
have  given :  briefly,  I  have  purfued  her,  as  love  hath 
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purfued  me ;  which  hath  been,  on  the  wing  of  all  oc* 
caiions.  But  whatfoever  I  have  merited,  either  in  my 
mind,  or  in  my  means,  meed,  I  am  fure,  I  have  receiv- 
ed none ;  unlefs  experience  be  a  jewel :  that  I  have  pur- 
chafed  at  an  infinite  rate ;  and  that  hath  taught  me  to 
fay  this : 

Love  Rke  ajhadowflies^  wbenfubftance  hve  purfues  ; 

Turfuing  that  that  files  y  and  flying  what  purfues. 

Fal.  Have  you  received  no  proinife  of  fatisfadion  at 
her  hands  ? 

Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Have  you  importuned  her  to  fuch  a  purpofe  ? 

Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Of  what  quality  was  your  love  then  ? 

Ford,  Like  a  fair  houfe,  built  upon  another  man's 
ground ;  fo  that  I  have  loft  my  edifice,  by  miftaking  the 
place  where  I  ereded  it. 

Fal.  To  what  purpofe  have  you  unfolded  this  to 
me? 

Ford.  When  I  have  told  you  that,  I  have  told  you  all. 
Some  fay,  that,  though  (he  appear  honeft  to  me,  yet,  in 
other  places,  fhe  enlargeth  her  mirth  fo  far,  that  there  is 
fhrewd  conftrudion  made  of  her.  Now,  fir  John,  here 
is  the  heart  of  my  purpofe  :  You  are  a  gentleman  of  ex- 
cellent breeding,  admirable  difcourfe,  of  great  admit- 
tance, authentick  in  your  place  and  perfon,  generally 
allowed  for  your  many  war-Uke,  court-hke,  and  learned 
preparations, 

Fal.  O,  fir ! 

Ford.  Believe  it,  for  you  know  it : — ^There  is  money ; 
fpend  it,  fpend  it ;  fpend  more ;  fpend  all  I  have  ;  only 
give  me  fo  much  of  your  time  in  exchange  of  it,  as  to 
lay  an  amiable  fiege  to  the  honefty  of  this  Ford's  wife ; 
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Tife  your  art  of  wooing,  win  her  to  confent  to  you ;  if 
any  man  may,  you  may  as  foon  as  any. 

Fal.  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemency  of  your 
affedion,  that  I  fliould  win  what  you  would  enjoy?  Me-i 
thinks,  you  prefcribe  to  yourfelf  very  prepofteroufly. 

Ford.  O,  underftand  my  drift !  flie  dwells  fo  fecurely 
on  the  excellency  of  her  honour,  that  the  folly  of  my 
foul  dares  not  prefent  itfelf ;  flie  is  too  bright  to  be 
look'd  againft.  Now,  could  I  come  to  her  with  any  de- 
teftion  in  my  hand,  my  defires  had  inftance  and  argu- 
ment to  commend  themfelves ;  I  could  drive  her  then 
from  the  ward  of  her  purity,  her  reputation,  her  mar- 
riage vow,  and  a  thoufand  other  her  defences,  which 
now  are  too  flrongly  embattled  againft  me :  What  fay 
you  to't,  fir  John  ? 

Fal.  Mafter  Brook,  I  will  firft  make  bold  with  your 
money ;  next,  give  me  your  hand ;  and  laft,  as  I  am  j^ 
gentleman,  you  fliall,  if  you  will,  enjoy  Ford's  wife. 

Ford.  O  good  fir ! 

Fal.  Mafter  Brook,  I  fay  you  (hall. 

Ford.  Want  no  money,  fir  John,  you  ftiall  want  none^ 

Fal.  Want  no  miftrefs  Ford,  mafter  Brook,  you  fliall 
want  none.  I  fliall  be  with  her  (I  may  tell  you,)  by  her 
own  appointment ;  eveta^R^you  came  in  to  me,  her  af- 
fiflant,  or  go-between,  parted  from  me :  I  fay,  I  fliall  be 
with  her  between  ten  and  eleven ;  for  at  that  time  the 
jealous  rafcally  knave,  her  huft)and,  will  be  forth.  Come 
you  to  me  at  night ;  you  fliall  know  how  I  fpeed. 

Ford.  I  am  bleft  in  your  acquaintance.  Do  you  know 
Ford,  fir  ?  . 

Fal.  Hang  him,  poor  cuckoldly  knave  !  I  know  him 
not : — ^yet  I  wrong  him,  to  call  him  poor ;  they  fay,  the 
jealous  wittoUy  knave  hath  maflTes  of  money;  for  the 
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which  his  wife  feems  to  me  well-favour'd.  I  will  ufe 
her  as  the  key  of  the  cuckoldly  rogues  coffer ;  and 
there's  my  harveft-home. 

Ford.  I  would  you  knew  Ford,  fir ;  that  you  might 
avoid  him,  if  you  faw  him* 

Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanical  falt-butter  rogue !  I  will 
flare  him  out  of  his  wits ;  I  will  awe  him  with  my  cudgel : 
it  fhall  hang  like  a  meteor  o'er  the  cuckold's  horns :  maf- 
ter  Brook,  thou  flialt  know,  I  will  predominate  over  the 
peafant,  and  thou  Ihalt  lie  with  his  wife. — ^Come  to  me 
foon  at  night : — ^Ford's  a  knave,  and  I  will  aggravate  his 
flile ;  thou,  mailer  Brook,  (halt  know  him  for  a  knave 
and  cuckold : — come  to  me  foon  at  night.  [Exit. 

Ford.  What  a  damn'd  Epicurean  rafcal  is  this  ! — ^My 
heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  impatience-— Who  fays,  this 
is  improvident  jealoufy  ?  My  wife  hath  fent  to  him,,  the 
hour  is  fixed,  the  match  is  made.  Would  any  man  have 
thought  this  ? — See  the  hell  of  having  a  falfe  woman ! 
my  bed  fhall  be  abufed,  my  coffers  ranfacked,  my  repu- 
tation gnawn  at ;  and  I  fhall  not  only  receive  this  vil- 
lainous wrong,  but  fland  under  the  adoption  of  abomina- 
ble terms,  and  by  him  that  does  me  this  wrong.  Terms ! 

names ! Amaimon  founds  well ;  Lucifer,  well  j  Bar-. 

bafon,  well ;  yet  they  are  devils'  additions,  the  names  of 
fiends :  but  cuckold !  wittol-cuckold !  the  devil  himfelf 
hath  not  fuch  a  name.  Page  is  an  afs,  a  fecure  afs ;  he 
will  truft  his  wife,  he  will  not  be  jealous :  I  will  rather 
trufl  a  Fleming  with  my  butter,  parfon  Hugh  the  Welfh- 
man  with  my.cheefe,  an  Irifhman  with  my  aqua-vitse 
bottle,  or  a  thief  to  walk  my  ambling  gelding,  than  my 
wife  with  herfelf :  then  fhe  plots,  then  fhe  ruminates, 
then  fhe  devifes :  and  what  they  think  in  their  hearts 
they  may  effe(Jl,  they  will  break  their  hearts  but  they 


OF  iriNDSOK.  187 

will  tStdi.  IMtVen  be  praifed  for  my  jealoufy! — Eleven 
o'clock  the  hour ; — I  will  prevent  this,  dete6t  my  wife, 
be  revenged  on  FalftaiF,  and  laugh  at  Page.  I  will  about 
it ;  better  three  hours  too  foon,  than  a  minute  too  late. 
Fie,  fie,  fie !  cuckold !  cuckold !  cuckold !  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.  Windfor  Park. 
Enter  Caivs  and  Rugb  r. 

Caius.  Jack  Rugby ! 

RijG.  Sir. 

Caws.  Vat  is  de  clock.  Jack  ? 

Rug.  Tis  paft  the  hour,  fir,  that  fir  Hugh  promifed  to 
meet. 

Caws.  By  gar,  he  has  fave  his  foul,  dat  he  is  no  come  ; 
he  has  pray  his  Pible  veil,  dat  he  is  no  come :  by  gar.  Jack 
Rugby,  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug.  He  is  wife,  fir ;  he  knew^  your  worfhip  would  kill 
him,  if  he  came. 

Caws.  By  gar,  de  herring  is  no  dead,  fo  as  I  vill  kill 
him.  Take  your  rapier,  Jack ;  I  vill  tell  you  how  T  viU 
kill  him. 

Rug.  Alas,  fir,  I  cannot  fencq. 

Caws.  Villainy,  take  your  rapier; 

Rug.  Forbear ;  here^s  company. 
Enter  Host,  SHALtoir,  Slender,  and  Page. 

Host.  Blefs  thee,  bully  dodor. 

Shal.  'Save  you,  mafl:er  dodor  Caius, 

Page.  Now,  good  mafter  dodor ! 

Slen.  Give  you  good*  morrow,  fir. 

Caws.  Vat  be  all  you,  one,  two,  tree,  four,  come  for? 

Host.  To  fee  thee  fight,  to  fee  thee  foin,  to  fee  thee 
traverfe,  to  fee  thee  here,  to  fee  thee  there ;  to  fee  thcc 
pafs  thy  punto,  thy  fiock,  thy  reverfe,  thy  diftance,  thy 
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montant.  Is  he  dead,  my  Ethiopian  ?  is  he  dead,  my 
Francifco  ?  ha,  bully  !  MTiat  fays  my  Efculapius  ?  my 
Galen  ?  my  heart  of  elder  ?  ha !  is  he  dead,  bully  Stale? 
is  he  dead  ? 

Caws.  By  gar,  he  is  de  coward  Jack  prieft  of  the 
vorld ;  he  is  not  fliow  his  face. 

Host.  Thou  art  a  Caftilian  king,  Urinal!  Hedlor  of 
Greece,  my  boy ! 

Caivs.  I  pray  you,  bear  vitnefs  that  me  have  flay  fix 
or  feven,  two,  tree  hours  for  him,  and  he  is  no  come, 

Shal,  He  is  the  wifer  man,  mafter  do6kor :  he  is  a 
curer  of  fouls,  and  you  a  curer  of  bodies ;  if  you  fhould 
fight,  you  go  againft  the  hair  of  your  profeffions ;  is  it 
not  true,  mafter  Page  ? 

Page.  Mafter  Shallow,  you  have  yourfelf  been  a  great 
fighter,  though  now  a  man  of  peace. 

Shal.  Bodykins,  mafter  Page,  though  I  now  be  old, 
and  of  the  peace,  if  I  fee  a  fword  out,  my  finger  itches 
to  make  one :  though  -we  are  juftices,  and  doftors,  and 
churchmen,  mafter  Page,  we  have  fqme  fait  of  our  youth 
in  us  ;  we  are  the  fons  of  women,  mafter  Page, 

Page.  Tis  true,  mafter  Shallow, 

Shal.  It  will  be  found  fo,  mafter  Page.  Mafter  doc- 
tor Caius,  I  am  come  to  fetch  you  home.  I  am  fwom 
of  the  peace  i  you  have  fliowed  yourfelf  a  wife  phyfi- 
cian,  and  fir  Hugh  hath  fliown  himfelf  a  wife  and  pa- 
tient churchman :  you  muft  go  with  me,  mafter  do<3;or. 

Host.  Pardon,  gueftjuftice:«r-Aword,  monfieur  Muck- 
water. 

Caws.  Muck-vater !  vat  is  dat  ? 

Host.  Muck-water,  in  our  Englifli  tongue,  is  valour, 
bully. 

C4tJJs.  By  gar,  then  I  have  as  mwch  muck-vater  as 


OF  WINDSOR,  189 

de  Englifliman:—— Scurvy  jack-dog-prieft!  by  gar,  me 
vil  cut  his  ears. 

Host.  He  will  clappernJlaw  thee  tightly,  bully. 

Caws.  Clapper-de-claw !  vat  is  dat  ? 

Hosr.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Caws.  By  gar,  me  do  look,  he  fhall  clapper-de-dlaw 
me ;  for,  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it. 

Hosr.  And  I  will  provoke  him  to't,  or  let  him  wag. 

Caws.  Me  tank  you  for  dat. 

Hosr.  And  moreover,  bully, — But  firft,  mafter  gueft, 
and  mafter  Page,  and  eke  cavalero  Slender,  go  you 
through  the  town  to  Frogmore.  [AJide  to  tbem. 

Page.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  is  he  ? 

Hosr.  He  is  there :  fee  what  humour  he  is  in ;  and  I 
will  bring  the  dodor  about  by  the  fields :  will  it  do  well  ? 

Seal.  We  will  do  it. 

Page.  Shal.  and  Slen.  Adieu,  good  mafter  doftor. 

[Exeunt  Page,  Shallow  and  Slender. 

Caws.  By  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  prieft ;  for  he  fpeak 
for  a  jack-a-nape  to  Anne  Page. 

Hosr.  Let  him  die :  but,  firft,  (heath  thy  impatience; 
throw  cold  water  on  thy  choler :  go  about  the  fields  with 
me  through  Frogmore ;  I  will  bring  thee  where  mif- 
trefs  Anne  Page  is,  at  a  farm-houfe  a  feafting ;  and  thou 
fhall  woo  her :  Cry'd  game,  faid  I  well  ? 

Caws.  By  gar,  me  tank  you  for  dat :  by  gar,  I  love 
you ;  and  I  fhall  procure  a-you  de  good  gueft,  de  earl, 
de  knight,  de  lords,  de  gentlemen,  my  patients. 

Hosr.  For  the  which,  I  will  be  thy  adverfary  toward 
Anne  Page  ;  faid  I  well  ? 

Caws.  By  gar,  'tis  good ;  veil  faid. 

-Hosr.  Let  us  wag  then. 

Caws.  Come  at  my  heels.  Jack  Rugby.  [Exeunt. 
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act:  III. 

SCENE  I.  A  Field  near  Frogtnore. 
Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans  and  Simple. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  now,  good  mailer  Slender's  ferving- 
man,  and  friend  Simple  by  your  name,  which  way  have 
you  looked  for  mailer  Caius,  that  calls  himfelf  DoSor  of 
Fbyfick? 

Sim.  Marry,  fir,  the  city-ward,  the  park-ward,  every 
way ;  old  Windfor  way,  and  every  way  but  the  town 
way. 

Eva.  I  mod  fehemently  defire  you,  you  will  alfo  look 
that  way. 

Sim.  I  will,  fir, 

Eva.  'Plefs  my  foul !  how  full  of  cholers  I  am,  and 
trempling  of  mind  ! — I  fhall  be  glad,  if  he  have  deceiv- 
ed me  : — how  melancholies  I  am  ! — ^I  will  knog  his  uri- 
nals about  his  knave's  icoftard,  when  I  have  good  oppor- 
tunities for  the  'ork  : — 'plefs  my  foul !  [Sings. 
^oJhaUffW  rivers^  to  wbofe  falls 
Melodious  birds  Jing  madrigals  ; 
Here  will  we  make  our  peds  ofrofes^ 
And  a  tboufand  fragrant  pqfies. 

I'ojhallow ^ 

•Mercy  on  me  !  I  have  a  great  difpofitions  to  cry. 
Melodious  birds  Jing  madrigals  /— 

Wben  as  I  fat  in  Papylon, 

And  a  tboufand  vagram  pofies. 

Tojhallow 

Sim.  Yonder  he  is  coming,  this  way,  fir  Hugh* 
*     Efa.  He's  welcome  ; 

Tojhallow  rivers,  to  wbofefalls^—^ 
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Heaven  profper  the  right ! — ^What  weapons  is  he  ? 

Sim.  No  weapons,  fir :  There  comes  my  mailer,  maf-' 
ter  Shallow,  and  another  gentleman  from  Frogmore, 
over  the  ftile,  this  way. 

Erj.  Vx^Lj  you,  give  me  my  gown ;  or  elfe  keep  it 
in  your  arms. 

Enter  Page,  Shalloit,  and  Slbndsr. 

Seal.  How  now,  mailer  parfon?  Good-morrow,  good 
fir  Hugh.  Keep  a  gamefler  from  the  dice,  and  a  good 
lludeht  from  his  book,  and  it  is  wonderfuL 

Slen.  Ah !  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

Page.  Save  you,  good  fir  Hugh ! 

ErA.  Tlefs  you  from  his  mercy  fake,  all  of  you ! 

Shal.  What !  the  fword  and  the  word !  do  you  ftudy 
them  both,  mafler  parfon  ? 

Page.  And  youthful  Hill,  in  your  doublet  and  hofe^ 
this  raw  rheumatick  day? 

ErA.  There  is  reafons  and  caufes  for  it. 

Page,  We  are  come  to  you,  to  do  a  good  office,  maf* 
tcr  parfon. 

Eva.  Fery  well :  What  is  it  ? 

Page.  Yonder  is  a  moft  reverend  gentleman,  who  be- 
like, having  received  wrong  by  fome  perfon,  is  at  mofl 
odds  with  his  own  gravity  and  patience^  that  ever  you 
law. 

Shal.  I  have  lived  foxurfcore  years,  and  upward;  I 
never  heard  a  man  of  his  place,  gravity,  and  learning, 
fo  wide  of  his  own  refped. 

Eva.  What  is  he  ? 

Page.  I  think  you  know  him ;  mafler  dodor  Caius^ 
the  renowned  French  phyfician. 

ErA.  Got's  wiU,  and  his  pafiion  of  my  heart!  I  had  as 
lief  you  would  tell  me  of  a  mefs  of  porridge. 
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Page.  Why  ? 

Eva.  He  has  no  more  knowledge  in  Hibocrates  and 
Galen, — and  he  is  a  knave  beiides ;  a  cowardly  knave, 
as  you  would  defires  to  be  acquainted  withal. 

Page.  I  warrant  you,  he's  the  man  fhould  fight  with 
him. 

S^EN.  O,  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

Shal.  It  appears  fo,  by  his  weapons :— Keep  them  a- 
funder  ;.-^ere  comes  dodlor  Caius. 

Enter  Hosr^  Caius^  and RtJGBr. 

Page.  Nay,  good  mailer  parfon,  keep  in  your  weapon. 

Shal.  So  do  you,  good  mafter  dodor. 

Host.  Difarm  them,  and  let  them  queflion ;  let  them 
keep  their  limbs  whole,  and  hack  our  Englifh. 

Caius.  I  pray  you,  let-a  me  fpeak  a  word  vit  your  ear  : 
^erefore  vill  you  not  meet  a-me  ? 

ErA.  Pray  you,  ufe  your  patience :  In  good  time. 

Caius.  By  gar,  you  are  de  coward,  de  Jack  dog,  John 
ape« 

Efa.  Pray  you,  let  us  not  be  laughing-ftogs  to  other 
men's  humours ;  I  defire  you  in  friendfhip,  and  I  will 
one  way  or  other  make  you  amends :— I  will  knog  your 
urinals  about  your  knave's  cogs-comb,  for  milling  your 
meetings  and  appointments. 

Caius.  Diabk! — ^Jack  Rugby, — ^mine  Hoft  de  Jarterre^ 
have  I  not  flay  for  him,  to  kill  him  ?'  have  I  not,  at  de 
place  I  did  appoint  ? 

£rif.  As  I  am  a  chriftians  foul,  now,  look  you,  this  is 
the  place  appointed ;  I'll  be  judgement  by  mine  hoft  of 
of  the  Garter. 

Host.  Peace,  I  fay ;  Guallia  and  Gaul,  French  and 
Welch ;  foul-curer  and  body-curer. 

Caius.  Ay,  dat  is  very  good !  excellent  J 
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Hosri  Peace,  I  fay;  hear  mine  hoft  of  the  Garter.  Am 
1  politick  ?  am  I  fubtle  ?  am  I  a  Machiavel  ?  Shall  I  lofc 
toy  dodor  ?  no ;  he  gives  me  the  potions,  and  the  mo- 
tions. Shall  I  lofe  my  parfon?  my  prieft?  my  fir  Hugh? 
no ;  he  gives  me  the  proverbs  and  the  no-verbs— Give 
me  thy  hand,  terreftial ;  fo : — Give  me  thy  hand,  celef^- 
tial ;  fo.  f  Boys  of  art ^  I  have  deceived  you  both ;  I 
have  dire<5ted  you  to  -vrrong  places :  your  hearts  are 
mighty,  your  fkins  are  whole,  and  let  burnt  fack  be  the 
iflixe.— Come,  lay  their  fwords  to  pawn  :-^F6llow  me, 
lad  of  peace ;  follow,  follow,  follow. 

Seal.  Tru{lme,amadhoft : — :Follow^gaitlemen,followj 

Slen.  O,  fweet  Anne  Page  ! 

[Exeunt  Shallow,  SLBkJiERy  PAOBi  and  Host* 

Caius.  Ha !  do  I  perceive  dat  ?  have  you  raake-a  de 
fot  of  us  ?  ha,  ha  ! 

Eta.  This  is  well  j  he  has  made  ts  his  vlouting-ftog4 
-—I  defire  you,  that  we  may  be  friends^  and  let  us  knog 
our  prains  together,  to  be  reveiige  on  this  fame  fcall, 
fcurvy,  cogging  companion,  the  hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Caws.  By  gar,  vit  all  ftiy  heart ;  he  promife  to  bring 
me  vere  is  Anne  Page  :  by  gar,  he  deceive  me  too. 

Efa.  WeU,  I  will  fmite  his  noddles :— ^Pray  you  fol- 
low. [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  11.    Tie  Street  in  Wifu^or. 

Enter  Mifirefs  Paob  and  RoBiNi 

Mrs.  Paob.  Nay,  keep  your  way,  little  gallant ;  you 

were  wont  to  be  a  follower,  but  now  you  are  a  leader  t 

Whether  had  you  rathei'^  lead  mine  eycsy  or  eye  your 

matter's  heels  ? 

Rdb.  I  had  rather,  foffooth,  go  before  you  like  a  mani^ 
than  follow  him  like  a  dwarf. 
Voul.  N 


194  MERRY  WirRS 

Mrs.  Pagb.  O,  you  arc  a  flattering  boy ;  now,  I  fee, 
you'll  be  a  courtier- 

Ehter  Ford. 

Ford.  Well  met,  miflxefs  Page :  Whither  go  you  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Truly,  fir,  to  fee  your  wife ;  Is  flie  at 
home  ? 

Ford.  Ay  j  and  as  idle  as  (he  may  hang  together,  for 
Want  of  company :  I  think,  if  your  hufbands  were  dead, 
you  two  would  marry, 

Mrs,  Page.  Be  fure  of  that,— two  other  hufbands. 

Ford.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  weather-K:ock  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his  name 
is  my  hulband  had  him  of:  What  do  you  call  your 
knight's  name,  firrah  ? 

Ron.  Sir  John  FalftafF. 

Ford.  Sif  John  Falftaflf ! 

Mrs.  Page.  He,  he ;  I  can  never  hit  on's  name- — 
There  is  fuch  a  league  between  my  good  roan  and  he  !— 
Is  your  wife  at  home,  indeed  ? 

Ford.  Indeed,  fhe  is. 

Mrs.  Page,  By  your  leave,  fir  j-^-I  am  fick,  ''till  I  fee 
her.  [Zxetint  Mrs.  Page  and  RoBiPr. 

Ford,  Has  Page  any  brains  ?  hath  he  any  eyes  ?  hath 
he  any  thinking  ?  Sure  they  fleep ;  he  hath  no  ufe  of 
them.  Why,  this  boy  will  carry  a  letter  twenty  miles^ 
as  eafy  as  a  cannon  will  fhoot  point-blank  twelve  fcore. 
He  pieces-out  his  wife's  inclination  ;  he  gives  her  folly 
motion,  and  advantage :  and  now  fhe's  going  to  my 
wife,  and  FalftafPs  boy  with  her.  A  man  may  hear  this 
Ihower  fing  in  the  wind !— and  Falftaflf^s  boy  with  her  ! 
■—Good  plots !— they  are  laid ;  and  our  revolted. wives 
0iare  damnation  together.  Well }  I  will  take  him,  then 
torture  my  wife,  pluck  the  borrowed  veil  of  modefty 


from  the  fo  fecming  miftrefs  Page^  divulge  Piagc  \6m^ 
felf  for  a  fecure  and  wilful  A(Stean ;  and  to  thefe  violent 
proceedings  all  nay  neighbours  (hall  cry  aina.  [C%^/J 
firikes.']  The  dock  gives  me  my  cuq,  and  my  afluranc^ 
bids  me  fearch;  there  I  ihajl  find  FalftafF:  I  {hall  be  ra- 
ther praifed  for  this,  th^a  mocked  ;  for  it  is  as  pofitivQ 
as  the  earth  is  firm,  that  FalftaiFis  there:  I  will  go. 
Emst  PaojSj  SHAtLonr,  Slenbbr^  Bost^  Sir  Hugs- 

ErANSy  Caius  and  RuG»r. 
Sbal.  Paqb^  &c.  Well  met,  mafter  Ford. 
FokD.  Tnift  me,  a  good  knot :  I  have  good  cheer  at 
home;  and;  I  pray  yoU,  all  go  witb  me. 
S»Ai.  I  muft  excufe  myfelf,  mafteir  Ford. 
Slbi^.  And  fo  muft  I,  fir;  we  hive  appointed  to  din^ 
with  miftrefs  Anne,  and  I  would  not-  br^ik  with  het  for 
mcHre  nH>ney  than  V\\  fpeak  of. 

Shal.  We  have  Imger'd  about  a  match  between  Anne 
Page  and  my  coufin  Skbder,  and  this  day  we  (hall  have 
our  anfwer. 
Slen.  I  hope,  I  have  your  good*w^ilU  father  Page, 
Page.  You  have,  matter  Slender ;  I  ftand  wholly  for 
you : — ^but  my  wife,  mafter  do^or,  is  for  you  altogether. 
Caius.  Ay,  by  gar  ^  and  de  maid  is  love-a  me ;  my 
nurfh-a  Quickly  tell  me  fb  mu0i. 

Host.  What  fay  you  to  young  mafter  FentcMi?  he 
capers,  he  dances,  he  has  eyes  of  youth,  he  writes  verffes; 
he  fpenks  hohcfcay;  he  fmells  April  and  May :  he  will 
carry't^  he  will  cairry^t  i  'tis  in  his  buttons;  he  will  carry 'c, 
Fmsx.  l^ot  by  my  confent,  I  promife  you.  The  gen-^ 
tlemaxr  is  of  no  heaving :  he  kept  eomppiiy  with  the  wild 
prince  and  PoinS:;  he  is  of  too  high  a  region,  he  knows 
too  much.  No,  he  fliall  not  knit  a  knot  in  his  fortune . 
with  the  finger  of  my  fubftajaee:  if  he  take  her,  let  hulu 
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take  her  fimply ;  the  weahh  I  have  waits  on  my  con- 
fent,  and  my  confent  goes  not  that  way. 

Ford.  I  befeech  you,  heartily,  fome  of  you  go  home 
with  me  tp  dinner :  beiides  your  cheer,  you  fliall  have 

fport;  I  will  fhow  you  a  monfter. ^Mafter  doftor,  you 

fliall  go ; — fo  fhall  you,  matter  Page ; — and  you.  Sir  Hugh. 

Shal.  Well,  fare  you  well : — ^we  (hall  have  the  freer 
wooing  at  mafter  Page's.  [Exeunt  Shallow  cmd Slender. 

Caws.  Go  home,  John  Rugby ;  I  come  anon. 

[Exit  Rugby. 

Host.  Farewell,  my  hearts:  I  will  to  my  honeft  knight 
FalftafF,  and  drink  canary  with  him.  [Exit  Host. 

FoRb.  [JJide.l  I  think,  I  fliall  drink  in  pipe-wine  firft 
with  him ;  Til  make  him  dance.   Will  you  go,  gentles  ? 

All.  Have  with  you,  to  fee  this  monfter.        {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    A  Room  in  Ford's  Hou/e. 
Enter  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John  !  what,  Robert ! 

Mrs.  Page.  Quickly,  quickly  :  Is  the  buck-ba(ket — 
•  Mrs.  Ford.  I  warrant :— What,  Robin,  I  fay. 
Enter  Servants  with  a  Bq/ket. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come,  come,  come. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Here,  fet  it  down. 

Mrs.  Page.  Give  your  men  the  charge  j  we  muft  be 
brief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before,  John,  and 
Robert,  be  ready  here  hard  by  in  the  brew-houfe  ;  and 
when  I  fuddenly  call  you,  come  forth,  and  (without  any 
paufe,  or  ftaggering,)  take  this  bafket  on  your  flioulders: 
that  done,  trudge  with  it  in  all  hafte,  and  carry  it  among 
the  whitfters  in  Datchet  mead,  and  there  empty  it  in 
the  muddy  ditch,  clofe  by  the  Thames*  fide. 
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Mrs.  Page.  You  will  do  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  have  told  them  over  and  over ;  they 
lack  no  direction:  Be  gone,  and  come  when  you  are 
called.  [Exeunt  Servants. 

Mrs.  Page.  Here  comes  little  Robin; 
Enter  Robin. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  my  eyas-mufket  ?  what  news 
with  you  ? 

Rob.  My  matter  fir  John  is  come  in  at  your  back-door^ 
miftrefs  Ford ;  and  requefts  your  company. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  little  Jack-a-lent,  have  you  been  true 
to  us  ? 

Rob.  Ay,  I'll  be  fwom:  My  mailer  knows  not  of  your 
being  here ;  and  hath  threatened  to  put  me  into  ever- 
lafting  liberty,  if  I  tell  you  of  it ;  for,  he  fwears,  he'll 
turn  me  away. 

Mrs.  Page.  Thou'rt  a  good  boy;  this  fecrecy  of  thine 
ihall  be  a  tailor  to  thee,  and  fhall  make  thee  a  new  doub- 
let and  hofe. — ^I'U  go  hide  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  fo  : — ^Go  tell  thy  mailer,  I  am  alone. 
Miilrefs  Page,  remember  you  your  cue.       [Exit  Robin. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  warrant  thee ;  if  I  do  not  ad  it,  hifs  me. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go  to  then ;  we'll  ufe  this  imwholfome 
humidity,  this  grofs  watry  pumpion ;— we'll  teach  him 
to  know  turtles  from  jays. 

Enter  Fa LSTAFF. 

Fal.  Hceoe  I  caught  thee,  my  beofvenly  jewel?  Why,  now 
let  me  die,  for  I  have  lived  long  enough ;  this  is  the  p^ 
riod  of  my  ambition  :  O  this  bleiled  hour !  . 

Mrs.  Ford.  O  fweet  fir  John ! 

Fal.  Miilrefs  Ford,  I  cannot  cog,  I  cannot  prate,  mif- 
trefs Ford.^Now  ihaU  I  fin  in  my  wiih :  I  would  thy 
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hulband  were  dead  ;  Vl\  fpeak  it  before  the  bed  lord,  I 
^ould  make  thee  my  lady- 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  your  lady,  €ir  John !  alas,  I  ihouid  be  i^ 
pitiful  lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  court  of  France  ftiow  ine  fuch  another ; 
I  fee  how  thine  eye  w©uld  emulate  the  diamond  :  Thou 
-hail  the  right  arched  bent  of  the  brow,  that  becomes 
the  fhip-tire,  the  tire-valiant,  or  any  tire  of  Venetian 
admittance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  A  plain  kerchief,  fir  John:  my  brows  bc- 
4;ome  nothing  ^fe  ;  nor  that  well  neither. 

FjfL.  Thou  art  a  traitor  to  fay  fo  :  thou  would'ft make 
iMi  abfolute  t5ourtier ;  and  the  firm  fixture  pf  thy  foot 
^ouid  give  an  excellent  tnotion  to  thy  ^ait,  in  a  femir 
Jcrtcled  farthingale,  I  fee  what  thou  wert^  if  fiartune 
thy  foe  were  not ;  nature  is  thy  friend :  Come,  thou 
*€anft  not  hide  it. 

Mrs.  F^rd.  Believe  me,  there's  no  fuch  thing  in  ttie« 

Fal.  What  made  me  love  thee  ?  let  that  perfuade 
•Aee,  there's  fomethiiag  extraordinary  in  thee.  Come, 
1  cannot  cog,  and  fay,  thou  ^rt  this  ^exA  that,  like  a 
•la&ny  of  thefe  iifping  haw-thom  buds,  that  come  Uke 
•Women  in  men's  apparel,  and  fmell  like  Bucklers-bury 
in  fimpie*time;  I  cannot:  but  I  love  theej  nooe  but 
^ee ;  and  thou  deferveft  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  not  betray  toe,  fir ;  I  &ar,  you  love 
miftrefs  Page. 

Fjt.  Thou  might*ft  as  well  fey.  I  loyc  tq  walk  by  the 
Gounter-^gate ;  which  is  as  hatei^Uo  «ie  as  the  reek  of 
a  lime-kiln. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  heaven  kn^ws,  howlliyve  you;  and 
you  (hall  one  day  find  it. 

/Wx.  jKeep  in  that  fiiind  5  TUL  drferve  it 
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Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  muft  tell  you,  fo  you  do ;  or  elfe 
I  could  not  be  in  that  mind. 

Rob.  [mtbinJ^  Miftrefe  Ford,  miftrefs  Ford !  here's 
miftrefs  Page  at  the  door,  fweating,  and  blowing,  and 
looking  wildly,  and  would  needs  fpeak  with  you  pre* 
fently.  , 

Fal,  She  ihall  not  fee  me ;  I  will  enfconce  me  behind 
the  arras. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Pray  you,  do  fo  ;  fhe's  a  very  tattling  wo* 
man,^ —  {^Falstaff  bides  bitnfelf. 

EfUer  Mrs.  Pace  and  RoiiN. 
What's  the  matter  ?  how  now  ? 

Mrs*  Page.  O  miftrefs  Ford,  what  have  you  done  ? 
You're  fhamed,  you  are  overthrown,  you  are  undone  for 
ever, 

Mrs.  Ford.  What's  the  matter,  good  miftrefs  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  O  well-a-day,  miftrefs  Ford !  having  an 
hoaeft  man  to  your  huft)and,  to  give  him  fuch  caufe  of 
fufpicion  I 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  caufe  of  fufpicion  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  What  caufe  of  fufpicion  ? — Out  upon  you! 
how  am  I  miftook  in  you  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  alas  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  Pace.  Your  htdband's  coming  hither,  woiAan, 
with  all  the  officers  in  Windfor,  to  fearch  for  a  gentle* 
man,  that;  he  fays,  is  here  now  in  the  houfe,  by  your 
confent,  to  take  an  ill  advantage  of  his  abfence :  You 
are  undone, 

Mrs,  Ford,  Speak  louder, — [J/ide.} — ^'Tis  not  fo,  I 
hope* 

Mrs.  Page.  Pray  heaven  it  be  not  fo,  that  you  have 
fuch  a  man  here ;  but  'tis  moft  certain  your  hufl)and's 
coming  withiialf  Windfor  at  his  heels,  to  fearch  for 
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fuch  a  one.  I  come  before  to  tell  you :  If  you  kno^ 
yourfelf  clear,  why  I  am  glad  of  it :  but  if  you  have  a 
friend  here,  convey,  convey  him  out.  Be  not  amazed ; 
call  all  your  fenfes  to  you  ;  defend  your  reputation,  or 
bid  farewell  to  your  good  life  for  ever. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  fhall  I  do  ? — ^There  is  a  gentleman, 
my  dear  friend ;  and  I  fear  not  mine  own  ftiame,  fo 
much  as  his  peril :  I  had  rather  than  a  thoufand  pound, 
he  were  out  of  the  houfe, 

Mrs.  Page.  For  fhame^  never  ftand  you  bad  rather^ 
3nd  you  bad  rather  ;  your  hufband's  here  at  hand,  be- 
think you  of  fome  conveyance :  in  the  houfe  you  cani- 
not  hide  him.^— O,  how  have  you  deceived  me  ! — ^Look, 
here  is  a  bafket ;  if  he  be  of  any  reafonable  ftature,  he 
may  creep  in  here ;  and  throw  foul  linen  upon  him,  as 
if  it  were  going  to  bucking :  Or,  it  is  whiting  time,  fend 
him  by  your  two  men  to  Datchet  mead. 

Mrs.  Ford.  He's  too  big  to  go  in  there :  What  fh^  I  do  ? 
Re-enter  Falstatt. 

Fal.  Let  me  fee^t,  let  me  fee't !  O  let  me  fee't !  I'll 

« 

in,  rU  in  ;— ibllow  your  friend's  counfel ; — ^I'U  in. 

Mrs.  Page.  What !  fir  John  Falftaff !  Are  thefe  youiy 
letters,  knight  ? 

.  Fal.  I  love  thee,  and  none  but  thee  j  help  me  away : 
let  me  creep  in  here  ;  I'll  never — 

[He  goes  into  the  bajket ;  tbey  cover  bim  with  foul  Snen. 

Mrs.  Page.  Help  to  cover  your  mafter,  boy :  Call 
your  men,  miftrefs  Ford : — ^You  diflembling  knight ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John,  Robert,  John !  lExit  Robin. 
Re-enter  Servants.]  Go  take  up  thefe  clothes  here,  quickr 
!yi  Whereas  the  cowl-ftafF?  look,  how  you  drumble: 
carry  them  to  the  laundrefs  in  Datchet  mead ;  quickly, 
come. 
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Inter  Ford,  Page,  Caivs,  and  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

Ford.  Pray  you,  come  near :  if  I  fufped  without  cauie» 
why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  let  me  be  your  jeft ; 
I  deferve  it. — How  now  ?  whither  bear  you  this  ? 

Serf.  To  the  laundrefs,  forfooth. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  whither  they 
bear  it  ?  You  were  beft  meddle, with  buck-wafhing. 

Ford.  Buck  ?  I  would  I  could  wafh  myfelf  of  the 
buck  !  Buck,  buck,  buck  ?  Ay,  buck ;  I  warrant  you, 
buck ;  and  of  the  feafon  too,  it  fhall  appear.  lExeunt 
Servants  with  the  bq/ket.']  Gentlemen,  I  have  dream'd 
to-night ;  1*11  tell  you  my  dream.  Here,  here,  here  be 
my  keys :  afcend  my  chambers,  fearch,  feek,  find  out : 
111  warrant,  we'll  unkennel  the  fox  : — Let  me  flop  this 
way  firft  : — So,  now  uncape. 

Page.  Good  mafter  Ford,  be  contented :  you  wrong 
yourfelf  too  much. 

Ford.  True,  mafter  Page ^Up,  gentlemen ;  you  fliall 

fee  fport  anon :  follow  me,  gentlemen.  [Exit. 

Eva.  This  is  fery  fantaftical  humours,  and  jealpufies. 

Caws.  By  gar,  'tis  no  de  fafhion  of  France :  it  is  not 
jiealous  in  Fnmce, 

Page.  Nay,  follow  him,  gentlemen ;  fee  the  iffue  of 
his  fearch.  [Exeunt  Efans,  Page,  and  Caws. 

Mrs.  Page.  Is  there  not  a  double  excellency  in  this  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  know  not  which  pleafes  me  better,  that 
my  hulband  is  deceived,  or  fir  John. 

Mrs.  Page.  What  ^  taking  was  he  in,  wheij  your  huf- 
band  afk'd  wl>o  was  in  the  bafket! 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  hajf  afraid  he  will  have  need  of  wafhr 
ing ;  fo  throwing  him  intp  the  water  will  do  him  a  benefit, 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him,  difhoneft  rafcal !  I  would,  all 
of  tl)e  fame  ftr^in  were  in  the  fame  diftrefs. 
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Mrs.  Ford.  I  think,  my  hufband  has  fome  fpccikl  fuf- 
pkitm  of  FalftafFyS  being  here ;  for  I  never  faw  him  fo 
grofs  in  his  jealoufy  till  now. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  will  lay  a  plot  to  try  that :  And  we  will 
yet  have  more  tricks  with  Falftafi*:  his  difibhite  difeafe 
will  fcarce  obey  this  medicine, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  fbolifhcawidn,  miftrels 
<^ickly,  to  him,  and  excufe  his  throwing  into  the  wa- 
ter ;  and  give  him  another  hope,  tp  betray  him  to  ano- 
ther punifliment  ? 

Mrs.  Paqb.  We'll  do  it ;  let  him  be  fent  for  to-^mor- 
row  eight  o'clock,  to  have  amends. 

Re-enter  Ford,  Page,  Caius,  and  Sir  Hugh  ErAKS. 

Ford.  I  cannot  find  him :  may  be  the  knave  bragg'd 
of  that  he  could  not  compafs. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Ay,  ay,  peace : — ^You  ufe  me  well,  matter 
Ford,  do  you  ? 

Ford.  Ay,  I  do  fo. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaveixmake  youbetter  than  your  thoughts ! 

Ford.  Amen. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  do  yourfelf  mighty  wrong,  mailer 
Ford. 

Ford.  Ay,  ay  ;  I  muft  bear  it. 

Efa.  If  there  be  any  pody  in  the  houfe,  and  in  the 
chambers,  and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the  preOes,  heaven 
forgive  my  fins  at  the  day  of  judgement ! 

Caws.  By  gar,  nor  I  too ;  dcre  is  no  bodies. 

Page.  Fie,  fie,  mafl:er  Ford !  are  you  not  afhamed  ? 
What  fpirit,  what  devil  fuggefts  this  imagination?  I 
would  not  have  your  diftemper  in  this  kind,  for  the 
wealth  of  Windfor  Caftle. 

FoRDf  Tis  xny  fault,  mafter  Page  ;  I  fuf&r  For  it. 


Erj.  Y«u  i^er  ibr  a  pad  conibience :  your  trifc  is  as 
honefira  'omans,  as  I  mil  ddEbres  among  five  tfaoixfaiul^ 
and  five  hundred  too. 

Cmus,  By  gar,  I  iee  *tis  an  fazmeft  ^wimian* 

Ford.  Well;— I  .promiied  yon  a  dinner :— Gome, 
oome,  ^mik  in  the  j>ark ;  I  pray  you,  paxdon  me ;  I  will 
hereafter  make  inaown  to  you,  ^whj  I  have  done  this.^^ 
Come,  wife  ^'•— conic^  miftrefs  ftige ;  I  pray  you  pardon 
me ;  pray  4ieanily,  paidon  itie. 

PjiGE.  Let!s  go  in,  gcnttenaen ;  but,  truft  me,  we'll 
mock  him.  I  do  invkc  yon  to-morrow  morning  to  niy 
houfe  to  breakfaft ;  after,  we'll  a  biixUng  together ;  I 
have  a  fine  hawk  for  the  bufii;  Shall  it  be  fo  ? 

Ford.  AnytJimg. 

Erjf.  If  there  is  one,  I  ihaQ  make  two  in  the  company. 

Caws.  If  there  be  one  or  two,  I  Ihail  make^  de  turd. 

Eta.  In  your  teeth :  for  fhame. 

Ford.  Pray  you  go,  mailer  Page. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  now,  remembrance  to-morrow  on 
the  loufy  knave,  mine  hoft. 

Caws  Dat  is  good  i  by  gar,  vit  ail  my  heart. 

ErA.  A  loufy  knave ;  to  have  his  gibes,  and  hismock*- 

cries.  [Exeunt^ 

" ' '    .--.,-   —  ~  -      ■   ■  -,   ■      t.'  . • 

SCENE  IV,  A  Room  in  Page's  Shttfe, 
ZHt&r  FBitYON.mdMi^h^  AitnbFags. 
Fent.  I  fee,  I  cannot  get  thy  father's  love ; 
Theflcfo«>  no  more  turn  me  to  him,  fweet  Nan. 
-</wiv^.  Alas  1  how  then?  *» 

Fbnt.  Why,  dMMi  tnuft  be  thyfelf. 
He  dt/th  objed,  I  Am  too  great  ^iMith ; 
And  that,  my  ftate  being  gall'd  with  my  expencQ, 
!  feek  to  heal  it  «nly  by  his  \neakh : 
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Befides  thefe,  other  bars  he  lays  before  me,       ■■ 
My  riots  pad,  my  wild  focieties ; 
And  tells  me,  'tis  a  thing  impoffible 
I  fhould  love  thee,  but  as  a  property. 

Anns,  May  be,  he  tells  you  true. 

Fbnt.  No,  heaven  fo  fpeed  me  in  my  time  to  come  ! 
Albeit,  I  will  confefs,  thy  father's  wealth 
Was  the  firft  motive  that  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne  : 
Yet,  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  flamps  in  gold,  or  fums  in  fealed  bags  j 
And  'tis  the  very  riches  of  thyfelf 
That  now  I  aim  at. 

Anns.  Gentle  mafter  Fenton, 
Yet  feek  my  father's  love  ;  ftill  feek  it,  fir  : 
If  opportunity  and  humbleft  fuit 
Cannot  attain  it,  why  then, — ^Hark  you  hither. 

[Hey  cofyoerfe  apart. 
Enter  Shallow^  Slender^  and  Mrs.  ^icklt. 

Shal.  Break  their  talk,  miftrefs  Quickly ;  my  kinf« 
man  fhall  fpeak  for  himfelf. 

Slen.  I'll  make  a  fhaft  or  a  bolt  on't :  Aid,  'tis  but 
venturing. 

Shal.  Be  not  difmay'd. 

Slen.  No,  fhe  fhall  not  difmay  me :  I  care  not  for 
that, — ^but  that  I  am  afeard. 

^icK.  Hark  ye  j  mafter  Slender  would  fpeak  a  word 
with  you., 

Anne.  I  come  to  him, — ^This  is  my  father's  choice* 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  faults 
Looks  handfome  in  three  hundred  poimds  a  year !  {Afide. 

^icK.  And  how  does  good  mafter  Fenton  ?  Pray  you, 
a  word  with  you, 

Shal.  She's  coming }  to  her,  coz,    O  boy,  thou  hadft 
^  fs^ther ! 
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Slbn.  I  had  a  father,  miftrefs  Anne ; — ^my  uncle  can 
tell  you  good  jells  of  him  : — ^Pray  you,  uncle,  tell  mif- 
trefs Anne  the  jeft,  how  my  father  ftole  two  geefe  out 
of  a  pen,  good  uncle. 

Seal.  Miftrefs  Anne,  my  coufin  loves  you. 

Slbn.  Ay,  that  I  do ;  as  well  as  I  love  any  woman 
in  Glocefterfhire. 

Shal.  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  gentlewoman. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  will,  come  cut  and  long-tail,  under 
the  degree  of  a  'fquire. 

Shal.  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
jointure. 

Annb.  Good  mafter  Shallow,  let  him  woo  for  himfelf. 

Seal.  Marry,  I  thank  you  for  it ;  thank  you  for  that 
good  comfort.     She  calls  you,  coz :  FU  leave  you. 

Annb.  Now,  mafter  Slender. 

Slbn.  Now,  good  miftrefs  Anne. 

Annb.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Slbn.  My  will  ?  od*s  heartlings,  that's  a  pretty  jeft,  in- 
deed !  I  ne'er  made  my  will  yet,  I  thank  heaven ;  I  am 
not  fuch  a  fickly  creature,  I  give  heaven  praife. 

Annb.  I  mean,  mafter  Slender,  what  would  you  with 
me? 

Slbn.  Truly,  for  miiie  own  part,  I  would  little  or  no- 
thing with  you :  Your  father,  and  my  uncle,  have  made 
motions :  if  it  be  my  luck,  fo  ;  if  not,  happy  man  be 
his  dole !  They  can  teU  you  how  things  go,  better  than 
I  can  :  You  may  afk  your  fether  ;  here  he  comes. 
Enter  Pagb^  and  Miftrefs  Pagb. 

Pagb.  Now,  mafter  Slender :— Love  him,  daughter 
Anne._ 
Why,  how  now !  what  does  mafter  Fenton  here  ? 
You  wrong  me,  fir,  thus  ftill  to  haunt  my  houfe : 


I  tqld  you,,  fir,  my  ^ughter  w  difpoi^  of. 

Fent.  Nay,  mafter  Ptge^  b«  not  impntleajti      [chtt4; 

in**,  P^^ff.  Good  roafter  F«atoQ>  coiae  not  to  my 

Pags.  She  is  no  match  for  you. 

Fent.  Sir*  will  3W«  l«fac  me^? 

Pwf«£.  No,  good  nuift^r  Featon% 
Come,  mafter  Shallow ;  come,  fon  Slender;  inu^ 
Knowiog  my  mind,  youi  wrong  me,  mafter  Fenton* 

[Exeunt  PAe^rSBAHLQif^  aM  SiEmxMR. 

^iCK.  Speak  to  miftrefs  Page. 

Fent.  Goodmift'cefsPage,  for  that  I  love  your  daughter 
In  fuch  a  righteous  fafhion  as  I  do, 
Perforce,  againft  all  check9»  rebukes^  »ad  mftimv^, 
I  muft  advance  the  colours  of  my  love. 
And  not  retire :  Let  mcrhai^  your  good  will. 

jInne.  Good  mother,  do  not  marry  me  to  yon*  fool. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  mean  it  not ;  I  feek  you  a  better  hufii^id. 

^iCK.  That's  my  mafter,  mafter  doiSor^ 

jfNNE.  AhSy  I  had  rather  be  fet  quick  i'  the  earthy 
And  bowPd  to  death  with  turnip**  [Fehtoa, 

Mit5.  P^off.  Come^  trouble  not  yourfelf;  Good  niafter 
I  will  not  be  your  friend,  nor  enemy  : 
My  daughter  will  I  queftion  how  flie  loves  you. 
And  as  I  find  h«r,  fo  am  I  a&dled ; 
Till  then,,  farewell,  fir  :.^he  rmx^  needs  go  in ; 
Her  father  will  be  angry.  [J^iotf  Mrs.  Page  and  ^nb. 

Fent.  Farewell,  gentk  nuftrefs ;  ferewell.  Nan. 

^JCK.  Thi$  is  my  doing  now ;— Nay ,  feid  I,  will  you 
caft  away  your  child  on  a  fool,  and  a  phyfi£:ian  ?  Look 
on  mafter  Fenton : — ^thi$  is  my  doing. 

Fent.  I  thank  thee  ;  and  I  pray  thee,  once  to-night 
Give  my  fweet  Nan  tbis  ring :  There's  for  diy  jaipa. 

[Exit. 
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^ics.  Now  heaven  fend  thee  good  fortune  !  A  kind 
heart  he  hath :  a.  woman  would  run  through  fire  and  wa^ 
ter  for  fuch  a  kind  heart.  But  yet,  I  would  my  mailer 
had  miftrefs  Anne ;  or  I  would  mafter  Slender  had  her ; 
or,  in.  footh,  I  would  mafter  Fenton  had  her :  I  will  do 
what  I  can  for  them  all  three  ;  for  fo  I  have  ppomifed, 
and  1^11  be  a&  good  as  my  word ;  but  fpecioufly  for  maf- 
ter Fenton.  Well,  I  muft  of  another  errand  to. fir  John 
Falftaff  from  my  two  miftrefl^s  ;  What  a  beaft  am  I  to 
ilackit?  lExit. 

m 
»•     ■    -         I    I    ■■■■!.■  I  I       I     -        ■»      t^krj  i»  *vm.-9tmm^m^  9     *   'J  M'W  I  1  J  i  W»  ■  J       ■— ^ItgB-^      ■      lU        i-T 

SCENE  V.  A  Room  hi  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Falstaff  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  iQardolph,  I  fay,-*- 

Bari}.  Here,  fin 

Fal.  Go  fetch  me  a  quart  of  fack  ;  put  a  toaft  in^t. 
[Exit  Bai^p^']  Have  I  lived  to.be  carried  in  a  bafket,  like 
a  barrow  of  butcher's  offal ;  and  to  be  thrown  into  the 
Thames?  "Well ^  if  I  be  ferved  fuch  another  trick,  Fll 
have  my  brains  ta'en  out,  and  buttered,  and  give  theni 
to.a  dog  for  a  pew  year's  gift.  The  roguesv flighted  me 
into  the  river  with  as.  Uttle  remorfe  a&  they  would  hav^ 
drown'd  a  bitch's,  blind  puppies,  fifteen  i'  the  litter  :  and 
you. may  know  by  my  fis^e,  that.  I  have  a  kind  of  alacri- 
ty in  finking;  if  the  bottom ^w^re  as  deep  as  hell,  I 
fluQiild.  down.  I  had  been.drown'd,  but  that  the  fhore 
wa&  fhclvy  and  ihallow  ;  a  death  thai: .  I  abhor ;  for  the 
water  fwells  a  man ;  and  what  a  thing  fliould  I  have 
been,  when  I  had  been  fwell'd !  I  fliould  have  be^  a 
mountain,  of  nnwpmy. 

Re-enter  Bar  DO  LP  H:,toki  tie  Wf^  . 

Bard.  Here's,  raiftrefc  Quickly,  fir.,  to  fp^ak  with  you. 

Fai.  Come,  let  me  pour  in  fo me  fack  to  the  Th^imes 
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water ;  for  my  belly's  as  cold,  as  if  I  had  fwalloVd  fnow-^ 
balls  for  pills  to  cool  the  reins.     Call  her  in. 

Bard.  Come  in,  woman. 

Enter  Mrs.  ^ickl  r. 

^icK.  By  your  leave ;  I  cry  you  mercy :  Give  your 
worihip  good-morrow. 

Fal.  Take  away  thefe  chalices :  Go  brew  me  a  pottle 
of  fack  finely. 

Bar.  With  eggs,  fir  ? 

Fal.  Simple  of  itfelf ;  TU  no  puUet-fperm  in  my  brew* 
age \Exit  Bardolph.^ — How  now  ? 

^iCK.  Marry,  fir,  I  come  to  your  worfhip  from  mif- 
trefs  Ford. 

Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford !  I  have  had  ford  enough :  I  was 
thrown  into  the  ford  ;  I  have  my  belly  full  of  ford. 

^iCK.  Alas  the  day !  good  heart,  that  was  not  her 
fault :  fhe  does  fo  take  on  with  her  men  ;  they  miftook 
their  eredion. 

Fal.  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  upon  a  foolifii  woman's 
promife. 

^iCK.  Well,  flie  laments,  fir,  for  it,  that  it  would 
yearn  your  heart  to  fee  it.  Her  hufband  goes  this  morn*- 
ing  a  birding ;  fhe  defires  you  once  more  to  come  to 
her  between  eight  and  nine :  I  muft  carry  her  word 
quickly  :  flie'U  make  you  amends,  I  warrant  you. 

Fal.  Well,  I  will  vifit  her  :  Tell  her  fo  ;  and  bid  her 
think  what  a  man  is :  let  her  confider  his  frailty,  and 
then  judge  of  my  merit. 
,    ^icK.  I  will  tell  her. 

Fal.  Do  fo.     Between  nine  and  ten,  fay'fl  thou  ? 

^iCK.  Eight  and  nine,  fir. 

Fal.  Well,  be  gone :  I  will  not  mifs  her. 

^iCK.  Peace  be  with  you,  fir !  (ijwV. 
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Fal,  I  marvel,  I  hear  not  of  mafter  Brook ;  he  fent 
me  word  to  Hay  ^C'ithin :  I  like  his  money  well.  O^  here 
he  comes. 

Enter  Ford. 

Ford.  Blefs  you,  fir  ! 

FjfL.  Now,  mafter  Brook  ?  you  come  to  know  what 
hath  pafs'd  between  me  and  Ford's  wife  ? 

Ford.  That,  indeed,  fir  John,  is  my  bufinefs. 

FjiL.  Mafter  Brook,  I  will  not  lie  to  you  ;  I  was  at  her 
houfe  the  hour  flie  appointed  me. 

Ford.  And  how  fped  you,  fir  ? 

Fjl.  Very  ill-favour*dly,  mafter  Brook. 

Ford.  HowTo,  fir  ?  Did  ftie  change  her  determination? 

Fal.  No,  mafter  Brook  :  but  the  peaking  comuto  her 
huiband,  mafter  Brook,  dwelling  in  a  continual  'larum 
of  jealoufy,  comes  me  in  the  inftant  of  our  encounter, 
after  we  had  embraced,  kifs'd,  protcfted,  and,  as  it  were^ 
fpoke  the  prologue  of  our  comedy ;  and  at  his  heels  a 
rabble  of  his  companions,  thither  provoked  and  infti- 
gated  by  his  diftemper,  and,  forfooth,  to  fearch  his  houfe 
for  his  wife's  love. 

Ford.  What,  while  you  were  there  ? 

Fal.  While  I  was  there.  ^  ^ 

Ford.  And  did  he  fearch  for  you,  and  could  not  find 
you?  • 

Fal.  You  fhall  hear.  As  good  luck  would  have  it, 
comes  in  one  miftrefs  Page  ;  gives  intelligence  of  Ford's 
approach ;  and,  by  her  invention,  and  Ford's  wife's  dif* 
tradion,  they  conveyed  me  into  a  buck-bafket. 

Ford.  A  buck-baiket ! 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  a  buck-bafket :  ramm'd  me  in  with 
foul  fliirts  and  fmocks,  focks,  foul  ftockings,  and  greafy 
napkins  j   that,  mafter  Brook,   there  was  the  rankeft 
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compound  of  villainous  fmell,  that  ever  offended  llof- 
tril. 

Ford.  And  how  long  lay  you  there  ? 

Fal.  Nay,  you  Ihall  hear,  mafler  Brook,  what  I  have 
fuffer'd  to  bring  this  woman  to  evil  for  your  good.    Be- 
ing thus  cramm'd  in  the  bafket,  a  couple  of  Ford's  knaves, 
his  hinds,  were  call'd  forth  by  their  miftrefs,  to  carry  me 
in  the  name  of  foul  clothes  to  Datchet-lane :  they  took 
me  on  their  fhoulders  ;  met  the  jealous  knave  their  maf- 
ter  in  the  door ;  who  aflc'd  them  once  or  twice,  what 
they  had  in  their  bafket :  I  quaked  for  fear,  left  the  lu- 
natic knave  would  have  fearch'd  it ;  but  fate,  ordaining 
he  fhould  be  a  cuckold,  held  his  hand.     Well ;  on  went 
he  for  a  fearch,  and  away  went  I  for  foul  clothes.     But 
mark  the  fequel,  mafter  Brook  :    I  fuffer*d  the  pangs  of 
three  feveral  deaths :  firft,  an  intolerable  fright,  to  be 
deteded  with  a  jealous  rotten  bell-weather  :  next,  to  be 
compafs'd,  like  a  good  bilbo,  in  the  circumference  of  a 
peck,  hilt  to  point,  heel  to  head :  and  then,  to  be  ftopp'd 
in,  like  a  ftrong^  diftiUation,  with  ftinking  clothes  that 
fretted  in  their  own  greafe :  think  of  that, — a  man  of 
my  kidney, — ^think  of  that ;  that  am  as  fubjedl  to  heat, 
as  butter  ;  a  man  of  continual  diffolution  and  thaw  ;  it 
vas  a  miracle,  to  'fcape  fuffocation.     And  in  the  height 
of  this  bath,  when  I  was  more  thanhalf  ftew'd  in  greafe, 
like  a  Dutch  difh,  to  be  thrown  into  the  Thames,  and 
cool'd,  glowi»g  hot,  in  that  furge,  like  a  horfe-fhoe ; 
think  of  that, — Whiffing  hot, — think  of  that,  mafter  Brook. 

Ford.  In  good  fadnefs,  fir,  I  am  forry  that  for  my 
fake  you  have  fuffer'd  all  this.  My  fuit  then  is  defpe- 
rate ;  you'll  undertake  her  no  more  ? 

Fal.  Mafter  Brbok,  I  will  be  thrown  into  ^tna,  as 
I  have  been  into  Thames,  ere  I  will  leave  her  thus.   Her 
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hufband  is  this  morning  gone  a  birding :  I  have  receiv- 
ed from  her  another  embafly  of  meeting  j  *tvixt  eight 
and  nine  is  the  hour,  mailer  Brook. 

Ford.  Tis  paft  eight  already,  fir. 

Fal.  Is  it  ?  I  will  then  addrefs  me  to  rtiy  appoint- 
ment. Gome  to  me  at  your  convenient  leifure,  and  you 
ihall  know  how  I  fpeed ;  and  the  conclufion  fhall  be 
crown'd  with  your  enjoying  her :  Adieu^.  You  fhall 
have  her,  mafler  Brook;  mailer  Brook,  you  fhall  cuckold 
Ford.  [Exiu 

Ford.  Hum !  ha  !  is  this  a  vifion  ?  is  this  a  dream  ? 
do  I  fleep  ?  Mafler  Foi;d,  awake  j  awake,  mafler  Ford  ; 
there's  a  hole  made  in  your  befl  coat,  mafler  Ford;  This 
'tis  to  be  married !  this  'tis  to  have  linen,  and  buck- 
baikets  ! — ^Well,  I  will  proclaim  myfelf  what  I  am :  I  will 
now  take  the  leciher ;  he  is  at  my  houfe :  he  cannot 
Ycape  me ;  'tis  impoflible  he  fhould  j  he  cannot  creep 
into  a  half-peiiiiy  purfe>  nor  into  a  pepper-box  :  but,  lefl 
the  devil  that  guides  him  fhould  aid  him,  I  will  fearch 
impoflible  places^  Though  what  I  am  I  cannot  avoid, 
yet  to  be  what  I  would  not,  fhall  not  make  me  tame  : 
tf  I  have  horns  to  make  one  mad,  let  the  proverb  go 
with  me,  I'll  be  horn  mad*  lExiti 

ACr  IF. 
SCENE  I.  Tie  Street. 
Enter  Mrs;,  Page^  Mrs.  ^uickLr^  and  William- 
Mrs.  Page.  Is  he  at  mafler  Ford's  already,  think'fl  thou  ? 
^iCK.  Sure,  he  is  by  this  ;  or  will  be  prefently  :  but 
truly,  he  is  very  courageous  madj  about  his  throwing 
into  the  water.     Miflfefs  Ford  defires  you  to  come  fud- 
denly* 
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Mrs.  Page.  I'll  be  with  her  by  and  by ;  FU  but  bring 
my  young  man  here  to  fchool :  Look,  where  his  mailer 
comes  ;  'tis  a  playing-day,  I  fee. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Efans. 
How  now,  fir  Hugh  ?  no  fchool  to-day  ? 

Eva.  No  ;  mafter  Slender  is  let  the  boys  leave  to  play. 

^iCK.  Blefling  of  his  heart ! 

Mrs.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  hufband  fays,  my  fon  pro- 
fits nothing  in  the  world  at  his  book ;  I  pray  you,  afk 
hiro  fome  queftions  in  his  accidence. 

ErA.  Come  hither,  William;  holdup  your  head ;  come. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come  on,  firrah ;  hold  up  your  head ; 
anfwer  your  mafter,  be  not  afraid. 

ErA.  William,  how  many  numbcK  is  in  noims  ? 

Will.  Two,  . 

^iGK.  Truly  I  thought  there  had  been  one  number 
more  ;  becaufe  they  fay,  od's  nouns. 

ErA.  Peace  your  tatlings.     What  is  fair  ^  William  ? 

Will.  Pulcber. 

^icK.  Poulcats !  there  are  fairer  things  than  poulcats, 
fure. 

ErA.  You  are  a  very  fimplicity  'oman ;  I  pray  you, 
peace.     What  is  Lapis,  William  ? 

Will.  A  ftone. 

ErA.  And  what  is  a  ftone,  William  ? 

Will.  A  pebble. 

ErA.  No,  it  is  Lapis ^  I  pray  you  remember  in  your 
prain. 

Will.  Lapis. 

ErA.  That  is  a  good  William.  What  is  he,  William, 
that  does  lend  articles  ? 

Will.  Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  pronoun ;  and  be 
thus  declined,  Singulariter^  nominativo,  hic^  hac^  boc. 
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Erj.  Nominativo,  big,  hag^  hog  ; — ^pray  you,  mark  :  ge-- 
nitivOy  hujus :  Well,  what  is  your  accufative  cafe  ? 
Will.  Accufativo,  bine. 

Efa.  I  pray  you,  have  your  remembrance,  child  ;  Ac-^ 
CttfativOj  bing,  bang^  bog. 

^iCK.  Hang  hog  is  Latin  for  bacon,  I  warrant  you. 

Efa.  Leave  your  prabbles,  'oman.     What  is  the  fo- 
cative  cafe,  William  ? 

Will.  O — vocativo,  O. 

Efa.  Remember,  William  ;  focative  is,  caret. 

^iCK.  And  that's  a  good  root. 

Efa.  'Oman,  forbear. 

Mrs.  Page.  Peace. 

Efa.  What  is  yoiiv  genitive  cafe piural^  William  ?  . 

Will.  Genitive  cafe  P 

Efa.  Ay. 

Will.  Genitive, ^jorum,  barutn,  borum. 

^iCK.  ^Vengeance  of  Jenny^s  cafe  !  fie  on  her  ! — ^ne- 
ver name  her,  child,  if  flie  be  a  whore. 

Efa.  For  fhame,  'oman. 

^iCK.  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  child  fuch  words  :  he 
teaches  him  to  hie  and  to  hac,  which  they'll  do  faft 
enough  of  themfelves  i  and  to  call  horum  : — ^fie  upon 
you  ! 

Efa.  'Oman,  art  thou  lunatics  ?  haft  thou  no  under- 
{landings  for  thy  cafes,  and  the  numbers  of  the  genders  ? 
Thou  art  as  foolilh  chriftian  creatures,  as  I  would  de- 
lires. 

Mrs,  Page.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace. 

Efa.  Shew  me  now,  William,  fome  decleniions  of 
your  pronouns. 

Will.  Forfooth,  \  have  forgot. 

^  r4.  It  is  kiy  ka^  cod;  if  you  forget  your  kies^  your 
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kas^  and  your  cods^  you  muft  be  preeches.  Go  youp 
ways,  and  play,  go. 

Mrs.  Page.  He  is  a  better  fcholar,  than  I  thought  he 
was. 

ErA.  He  is  a  good  fprag  memoryr  Farewell,  miilrefa 
Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  Adieu,  good  fir  Hugh-  [Exit  Sir  Hugh.'] 
Get  you  home,  boy Comfe,  we  flay  too  long.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  II.^A  Room  in  Ford's  Houfe. 
Enter  Fals taff  and  Mrs.  Ford. 
Fal.  Miftrefs  Ford,  your  forrow  hath  eaten  up  my 
fufFerance  :  I  fee,  you  are  obfequious  in  your  love,  and 
I  profefs  requital  to  a  hair's  breadth  ;  not  only,  miftrefs 
Ford,  in  the  fimple  office  of  love,  but  in  all  the  accou- 
trement, complement,  and  ceremony  of  it.  But  are  you 
fure  of  your  hu£hand  npw  ? 

Mrs.  Fohd.  He's  a  birding,  fweet  fir  John. 
Mrs.  Page.  [Witbin.]  What  hoa,  goflip  Ford!  what 
hoa ! 
.  Mrs.  Ford.  Step  into  the  chamber,  fir  John. 

[Exit  Falsta^f^ 
Enter  Mrs.  Page. 
Mrs.  Page.  How  now,  fweetheart?  who's  at  home  be-» 
fides  yoiirfelf  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  none  but  mine  own  people. 
Mrs.  Pag9'  Indeed  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  No,  certainly : — Speak  louder.         [A^de^ 
Mrs.  Page.  Tvuly,  I  am  fo  glad  you  have 'nobody 
l»ere, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  woman,  your  hufband  is  in  his  old 
Jmxes  agwi :  be  fo  takes  oji  yoi\der  with  my  huibaud  y 
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fo  rails  againft  all  married  mankind  ;  fo  curies  all  Eve's 
daughters,  of  what  complexion  foever ;  and  fo  buffets 
himfelf  on  the  forehead,  crying.  Peer-out^  peer-out !  that 
y  any  madnefs,  I  ever  yet  beheld,  feem'd  but  tamenefs, 
civility,  and  patience,  to  this  diftemper  he  is  in  now  :  I 
am  glad  the  fat  knight  is  not  here. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  does  he  talk  of  him  ?  . 

Mrs.  Page.  Of  none  but  him ;  and  fwears,  he  was 
carried  out,  the*laft  time  he  fearch'd  for  him,  in  a  baf- 
ket :  protefls  to  my  hufband,  he  is  now  here ;  and  hath 
drawn  him  and  the  reft  of  their  company  from  their 
fport,  to  make  another  experiment  of  his  fufpicion : 
but  I  am  glad  the  knight  is  not  here ;  now  he  fhall  fee 
his  own  foolery. 

Hrs.  Ford:  How  near  is  he,  miftrefs  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Hard  by ;  at  ftreet  end ;  he  will  be  here 
won, 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  undone  ! — ^the  knight  is  here, 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  then  you  are  utterly  fhamed,  and 
he's  but  a  dead  man.  What  a  woman  are  you  ?— Away 
with  him,  away  with  him ;  better  fhame  than  murder. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Which  way  (hould  he  go  ?  how  fhould  I 
beftow  him  ?  Shall  I  put  him  into  the  bafket  again  ?     ' 
Re-enter  Faistaff. 

Fal.  No,  I'll  come  no  more  i'  the  baiket  ?  May  I  not 
go  out,  ere  he  come  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas,  three  of  matter  Ford*s  brothers 
M^tch  the  door  with  piftols,  that  none  fhall  iffue  out ; 
odierwife  you  might  flip  away  ere  he  came.  But  what 
make  you  here  ? 

Fal.  What  fliall  I  do  ? — 111  creep  up  into  the  chimney. 

Mrs.  Ford.  There  they  always  ufe  to  difcharge  their 

bir4iD^-pieges :  Creep  into  the  kiln-hole. 

#^  •  •  •• 

Oiui 
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Fal.  Where  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  He  will  feek  there  on  my  word.  Neither 
prefs,  coffer,  cheft,  trunk,  well,  vault,  but  he  hath  an 
abftraft  for  the  remembrance  of  fuch  places,  and  goes 
to  them  by  his  note:  There  is  no  hiding  you  in  the  houfe. 

Fjl.  ril  go  out  then. 

Mrs.  Page.  If  you  go  out  in  your  own  femblance,, 
you  die,  fir  John.     Unlefs  jpou  go  out  difguis'd,— 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  might  we  difguife  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  the  day,  I  know  not.  There  is  no 
woman's  gown  big  enough  for  him;  otherwife,he  might 
put  on  a  hat,  a  muffler,  and  a  kerchief,  and  fo  efcape. 

Fal.  Good  hearts,  devife  fomething  :  any  extremity, 
rather  than  a  mifchief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  My  maid -s  aunt,  the  fat  woman  of  Brentr 
ford,  has  a  gown  above. 

Mrs.  Page.  On  my  word,  it  will  ferve  him  ;  ihe's  as 
big  as  he  is  :  and  there's  her  thrum'd  hat,  and  her  muf- 
ler  too  :  Run  vp,  fir  John. 

Mrs.  FoRp.  Go,  go,  fweet  fir  John :  miftrefs  Page, 
and  I,  will  look  fome  linen  for  your  head. 

Mrs.  Page.  Quick,  quick ;  we'll  come  drefs  you 
ftraight :  put  on  the  gown  the  while.     [Exit  Falstaff, 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  would,  my  hufband  would  meet  him  in 
this  fhape :  he  cannot  abide  the  old  woman  of  Brent- 
ford ;  he  fwears,  fhe's  a  witch  j  forbade  her  my  houfe, 
^nd  hath,  threatened  to  beat  her. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heaven  guide  him  to  thy  hufband's  cud^ 
gel ;  and  the  devil  guide  his  cudgel  afterwards  I 

Mrs.  Ford.  But  is  my  hufband  coming  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Ay,  in  good  fadnefs,  is  he  ;  and  talks  of 
the  balket  too,  howfoever  he  hath  had  intelligence. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  try  that ;  for  I'll  appoint  my  mer^ 
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io  carry  the  bafket  again,  to  meet  him  at  the  door  with 
it>  as  they  did  laft  time. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  be  here  prefently :  let's  go 
drefs  him  like  the  witch  of  Brentford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Pll  firft  dired  my  men,  what  they  Ihall 
do  with  the  bafket.  Go  up,  I'll  bring  linen  for  him 
ftraight,  [£xiV. 

Mrs.  Pags.  Hang  him,  difhoneft  varlet !  we  cannot 
mifufe  him  enough. 

We'll  leave  a  proof,  by  that  which  we  will  do. 

Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too : 

We  do  not  ad,  that  often  jeft  and  laugh  ; 

Tis  old  but  true.  Still /wine  eat  all  the  drqf.  [Exit, 
Re-^nter  Mrs.  Ford,  with  two  Servants. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  firs,  take  the  bafket  again  on  your 
(houldets  ;  your  mafler  is  hard  at  door ;  if  he  bid  you 
fet  it  down,  obey  him :  quickly,  difpatch.  [Exit. 

1.  Serf.  Come,  come,  take  it  up. 

2.  Serf.  Pray  heaven,  it  be  not  full  of  the  knight 
again. 

I.  Serf.  I  hope  not ;  I  had  as  lief  bear  fo  much  lead. 
Eater  fbRD,  Page,  Shallow^  Caius^  and 
Sir  Hugh  Efans. 

Ford.  Ay,  but  i/it  prove  true,  mailer  Page,  have  you 
luiy  way  then  to  unfool  me  again  ^ — Set  down  the  baf- 
ket, villain  : — Somebody  call  my  wife  : ^You,  youth 

in  a  bafket,  come  out  here  I— lO,  you  panderly  rafcals  ! 
there's  a  knot,  a  gang,  a  pack,  a  confpiracy,  againfl  me  : 
Now  fhall  the  devil  be  fhamed.  What !  wife,  I  fay ! 
come,  come- forth  1  behold  what  honefl  clothes  you  fend 
forth  to  bleaching. 

Page.  Why,  this  pafles  !  Mailer  Ford,  you  are  not  tQ 
go  loofe  any  longer ;  you  mull  be.pinion'd, 
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Eva.  Why,  this. is  lunatics !  this  is  mad  as  a  mad  dog! 

Sbal.  Indeed,  mafter  Ford,  this  is  not  well;  indeed. 
Enter  Mrs.  Ford.- 

Ford.  So  fay  I  too,  fir — ^Come  hither,  miilrefs  Ford  ; 
miftrefs  Ford,  the  honeft  woman,  the  modeft  wife,  the 
virtuous  creature,  that  hath  the  jealous  fool  to  her  huf* 
band  ! — ^I  fufped  without  caufe,  miflrefs,  do  I  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  be  my  witnefs,  you  do,  if  you 
fufped  me  in  any  difhonefty. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  brazen-face ;  hold  it  out—  Come 
forth,  iirrah.  ^  IPulls  the  clothes  out  of  the  hajket. 

P-rfG^-This  pafTes ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  Are  you  not  afhamed?  let  the  clothes 
alone. 

Ford.  I  fhall  find  you  anon. 

E  FA.  Tis  unreafonable !  Will  you  take  up  your  wife's 
clothes  ?  Come  away. 

Ford.  Empty  the  bafket,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  man,  why,-^ 

Ford.  Mafler  Page,  as  I  am  a  man,  there  was  one  con« 
vey'd  out  of  my  houfe  yefterday  in  this  bafket :  Why 
may  not  he  be  there  again  ?  In  my  houfe  I  am  fure  he 
is  :  my  intelligence  is  true  ;  my  jealoufy  is  reafonable : 
Pluck  me  out  all  the  linen. 

Mrs.  Ford.  J£  you  find  a  man  there,  he  fhall  die  a 
fleams  death. 

Page.  Here's  no  man. 

Seal.  By  my  fidehty,  this  is  not  well,  mafler  Ford ; 
this  wrongs  you. 

ErA.  Mafler  Ford,  you  mufl  pray,  and  not  follow  the 
imaginations  of  your  own  heart :  this  is  jealoufies. 

Ford.  Well,  he's  not  here  I  feek  for. 

Page.  No,  nor  nowhere  elfe,  but  in  your  brain. 
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Ford.  Help  to  fcarch  my  houfe  this  one  time :  If  I 
find  not  what  I  feek,  fliow  no  colour  for  my  extremity, 
let  me  for  ever  be  your  table-fport ;  let  them  fay  of  me. 
As  jealous  as  Ford,  that  fearch'd  a  hollow  walnut  for  his 
wife's  leman*  Satisfy  me  once  more  j  once  more  fearch 
with  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  hoa,  miftrefs  Page!  come  you,  and 
the  old  woman  down ;  my  hufband  will  come  into  the 
chamber. 

Ford.  Old  woman  !  What  old  woman's  that  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  it  is  my  maid's  aunt  of  Brentford. 

Ford.  A  witch,  a  quean,  an  old  cozening  quean! 
Have  I  not  forbid  her  my  houfe  ?  She  comes  of  errands, 
does  flie  ?  We  are  fimple  men  ^  we  do  not  know  what's 
brought  to  pafs  under  the  profeffion  of  fortune-telling. 
She  works  by  charms,  by  fpells,  by  the  figure,  and  fuch 
daubery  as  this  is ;  beyond  our  element :  we  know  no- 
thing  Come  down,  you  witch,  you  hag  you ;  come 

4own,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  good,  fwect  hu£band ;— good  gentle^ 
men,  let  him  not  flrike  the  old  woman. 
JEater  Faistaff  in  nxxmerts  clothes^  led  by  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Paoe.  Come,  mother  Prat,  come,  give  me  your 
hand. 

Ford.  I'll  prat  her  : ^Out  of  my  door,  you  witch ! 

[beats  bim.']  you  rag,  you  baggage,  you  polecat,  you  ron* 
yon !  out !  out !  I'll  conjure  you,  I'll  fortune-tell  you. 

[Exit  Falstaff^ 

Mrs.  Paoe.  Are  you  not  afhamed  ?  I  think,  you  have 
killM  the  poor  woQian. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  he  will  do  it  r-^Tis  a  goodly  credit 
for  you. 

Fqrd^  San^  her,  witch  I 


220.  MBRRT  WIVES 

ErA.  Bjr  yea  and  no,  I  think,  the  'oman  is  a  witch  in- 
deed :  I  like  not  when  a  'oman  has  a  great  peard ;  I  fpy 
a  great  peard  under  her  muflSer. 

Ford.  Will  you  follow,  gentlemen  ?  I  befeech  you, 
follow;  fee  but  the  iflue  of  my  jealoufy  :  if  I  cry  out 
thus  upon  no  trail,  never  truft  me  when  I  open  a- 
gain. 

Page.  Let's  obey  his  humour  a  little  further  :  Come, 
gentlemen.     [Exeunt  Page,  Ford,  Shallow,  and  Evans. 

Mrs.  Page.  Truft  me,  he  beat  him  moft  pitifully. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  by  the  mafs,  that  he  did  not ;  he 
beat  him  moft  unpitifuUy,  ftiethought. 

Mrs.  Page.  Til  have  the  cudgel  hallow'd,  and  hung 
o'er  the  altar ;  it  hath  done  meritorious  fervice. 

Mrs.  Ford:  What  think  you?  May  we,  with  the  war- 
rant of  woman-hood,  and  the  witnefs  of  a  good  con- 
fcience,  purfue  him  with  any  further  revenge  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  The  fpirit  of  wantonnefs  is,  fure,  feared 
out  of  him ;  if  the  devil  have  him  not  in  fee-fimple, 
with  fine  and  recovery,  he  will  never,  I  think,  in  the 
way  of  wafte,  attempt  us  again. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  tell  our  hufbands  how  we  have 
ferved  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Yes,  by  all  means ;  iif  it  be  but  to  fcrape 
the  figures  out  of  your  hufband's  brains.  If  they  can 
find  in  their  hearts,  the  poor  unvirtuous  fat  knight  fhall 
be  any  further  afilided,  we  two  will  ftill  be  the  mini- 
fters. 

AfR^.  Ford.  I'll  warrant,  they^'ll  have  him  publickly 
fhamed :  and,  methinks,  there  would  be  no  period  to 
the  jeft,  fhould  he  not  be  publickly  fhamed* 

Mrs.  Page.  Come,  to  the  forge  with  it  then,  fhape  it: 
I  would  hot  have  things  cool,  .         {Exemt^ 
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SCENE  III.    A  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Host  and  Bardolph. 

Bard.  Sir,  the  Germans  defire  to  have  three  of  your 
horfes :  the  duke  himfelf  will  be  to-morrow  at  court, 
and  they  are  going  to  meet  him. 

Host.  What  duke  Ihould  that  be,  comes  fo  fecretly  ? 
I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  court :  Let  me  fpeak  with  the 
gentlemen ;  they  fpe;ak  Englilh  ? 

Bard.  Ay,  fir ;  I'll  call  them  to  you. 

Host.  They  fhall  have  my  horfes  j  but  Til  make  them 
pay,  I'll  fauce  them  :  they  have  had  my  houfes  a  week 
at  command;  I  have  tum'd  away  my  other  guefls :  they 
mufl  come  off;  VYL  fauce  them  :  Come.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  IK   ARoominFoRD's  Houfe. 

Enter  Page,  Ford^  Mrs.  Pagb^  Mrs.  Ford^ 

and  Sir  Huge  Efans. 

ErA.^Tis  one  of  the  pell  difcretions  of  a  ^oman  as 
ever  I  did  lopk  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefe  letters  at  an 
inftant  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Ford.  Pardon  me,  wife :  Henceforth  do  what  thou  wilt; 
I  rather  wiU  fufped  the  fun  with  cold. 
Than  thee  with  wantonnefs:  now  doth  thy  honour  fland^ 
In  him  that  was  of  late  an  heretick, 
As  firm  as  faith. 

Page.  Tis  well,  'tis  well ;  no  more. 
Be  not  as  extreme  in  fubmifiion, 
As  in  offence ; 

But  let  our  plot  go  forward  ;  let  our  wives 
Vet  once  agaiDi  to  make  us  publick  fport^ 
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Appoint. a  meeting  with  this  old  fat  fellow. 
Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they  fpoke  ofi 

PjiGS.  How !  to  fend  him  word  they'll  meet  him  in 
the  park  at  midnight !  fie,  fie-;  he'll  never  come. 

Efa.  You  fay,  he  has  been  thrown  in  the  rivers ;  and 
has  beeji  grievoufly  peaten,  as  an  old  'oman :  methinks, 
there  fhould  be  terrors  in  him,  that  he  fhould  not  come  ^ 
methinks,  his  fle(h  is  piinifh'd,  he  fhall  have  no  defires. 

Pjge.  So  think  I  too*  [comes, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Devife  but  how  you'll  ufe  him  when  he 
And  let  us  two  devife  to  bring  him  thither.       [hunter^ 

Mrs.  Pagb.  There  is  an  old  tale  goes,  that  Heme  the 
Sometime  a  keeper  here  in  Windfor  foreft. 
Doth  all  the  winter  time,  at  ftill  midnight. 
Walk  round  about  an  oak,  with  great  ragg'd  horns ; 
And  there  he  blafts  the  tree,  and  takes  the  cattle  J 
And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,  and  (hakes  a  chaiii 
In  a  tnoil  hideous  and  dreadful  manner  : 
You  have  heard  of  fuch  a  fpirit  j  and  well  yoii  knbw^ 
The  fupetftitious  idlfe-^headed  eld 
Received,  and  did  deliver  to  our  age. 
This  tale  of  Heme  the  hunter  for  a  truth. 

Page.  Why,  yet  there  want  not  many,  that  do  fear 
In  deep  of  night  to  walk  by  this  Heme's  oak : 
But  what  of  this  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  this  is  our  device ; 
That  FalftafF  at  that  oak  fhall  meet  with  us, 
Difguis'd  like  Heme,  with  huge  hortis  on  his  head^ 

Page.  Well,  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'll  come. 
And  in  this  fhape:  When  you  have  brought  him  thithci*. 
What  fhall  be  done  with  him?  what  is  your  plot?  [thus: 

Mrs.  Page^  That  likewife  have  we  thought  upon,  and 
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Nan  Page  my  daughter,  and  my  little  fon, 

And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  we^l  drels 

Like  urchins,  ouphes,  and  fairies,  green  and  white. 

With  rounds  of  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads. 

And  rattles  in  their  hands ;  upon  a  fudden, 

As  Falflaff,  Ihe,  and  I,  are  newly  met, 

JLet  them  from  forth  a  faw-pit'rufh  at  once 

With  fome  diffufed  fong ;  upon  their  fight. 

We  two  in  great  amazednefs  will  fly  : 

Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about. 

And,  fairy-like,  to-pinch  the  unclean  knight ; 

And  a(k  him,  why,  that  hour  of  fairy  revel, 

In  their  fo  lacred  paths  he  dares  to  tread. 

In  ihape  prophane. 

Mrs.  Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth. 
Let  the  fuppofed  fairies  pinch  him  found, 
Aiid  bum  him  with  their  tapers. 

Mrs.  Pagb.  The  truth  being  known. 
Well  all  prefent  ourfelves ;  dif-hom  the  fpirit. 
And  mock  him  home  to  Windfor. 

Ford.  The  children  muft 
Be  pradis'd  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne'er  do't. 

ErA.  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviours  ;  and 
I  will  be  like  a  jack-an-apes  alfo,  to  bum  the  knight  with 
my  taber. 

Ford.  That  will  be  excellent.  FU  go  buy  them  vizards. 

Mrs.  Pagb.  My  Nan  fhall  be  the  queen  of  all  the  fairies. 
Finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 

Pagb.  That  filk  will  I  go  buy; — and  in  that  time 
Shall  mailer  Slender  fteal  my  Nan  away,  [Afide. 

And  marry  her  at  Eton. ^Go,  fend  to  FalftafFftraight. 

Ford.  Nay,  I'll  to  him  again  in  name  of  Brook  ; 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  purpofe :  Sure,  he'll  come. 
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Mrs.  Page.  Fear  not  you  that:  Go,  get  us  properties^ 
And  tricking  for  our  fairies. 

Efa.  Let  us  about  it :  It  is  admirable  pleafures,  and 
fery  honeft  knaveries.    [Exeunt  PagEj  Ford^  and  ErANs. 

Mrs.  Page.  Go,  miftrefs  Ford, 
Send  Quickly  to  fir  John,  to  know  his  mind. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Ford. 
Til  to  the  dodor ;  he  hath  my  good  will,  * 
And  none  but  he,  to  marry  with  Nan  Page. 
That  Slender,  though  well  landed,  is  an  ideot ; 
And  he  my  hufband  beft  of  all  afFeds  : 
The  dodor  is  well  moneyed,  and  his  friends 
Potent  at  court ;  he,  none  but  he,  fhall  have  her, 
Though  twenty  thoufand  worthier  cometocraveher.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V.    A  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Host  and  Simple. 

Host.  What  would'ft  thou  have,  boor  ?  what,  thick- 
ikin  ?  fpeak,  breathe,  difcufs ;  brief,  fhort,  quick,  fnap. 

Sjm.  Marry,  fir,  I  come  to  fpeak  with  fir  John  Falftaflf 
from  mafter  Slender. 

Host.  There's  his  chamber,  his  houfe,  his  caftle,  his 
ftanding-bed,  and  truckle-bed ;  'tis  painted  about  with 
the  ftory  of  the  prodigal,  frefli  and  new :  Go,  knock 
and  call;  he'll  fpeak  like  an  Antbropopbaginian  unto  theei 
Knock,  I  fay. 

Sim.  There's  an  old  woman,  a  fat  woman,  gone  up  in- 
to his  chamber ;  I'll  be  fo  bold  as  ftay,  fir,  till  fhe  come 
down :  I  come  to  fpeak  with  her,  indeed^ 

Host.  Ha !  a  fat  woman'  the  knight  may  be  robbed: 
I'll  call — ^Bully  knight!  Bully  fir  John !  fpeak  from  thy 
lungs  military :  Art  thou  there  ?  it  is  thine,  hoft,  thine 
Ephefian,  calls^ 

n 
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Fal.  [above.'\  How  now,  mine  hoft  ? 

Host.  Here's  a  Bohemian-Tartar  tarries  the  coming 
doWn  of  thy  fat  woman:  Let  her  defcend,  bully,  let  her 
defcend;  my  chambers  are  honourable:  Fie!  privacy?  fie! 
Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  There  was,  mine  hoft,  an  old  fat  woman  even 
now  with  me  j  but  (he's  gone. 

Sim.  Pray  you,  fir,  was't  not  the  wife  woman  of  Brent- 
ford? 

Fal.  Ay,  marry  was  it,  mufcle-fhell ;  What  would 
you  with  her? 

SiM.  My  mafter,  fir,  my  mafter  Slender,  fent  to  her, 
feeing  her  go  thorough  the  ftreets,  to  know,  fir,  whether 
one  Nym,  fir,  that  beguiled  him  of  a  chain,  had  the 
chain,  or  no. 

Fal.  I  fpake  with  the  old  woman  about  it. 

Sim.  And  what  fays  flie,  I  pray,  fir  ? 

Fal.  Marry,  flie  fays,  that  the  very  fame  man,  that 
beguiled  mafter  Slender  of  his  chain,  cozen'd  him  of  it* 

Sim.  I  would,  I  could  have  fpoken  with  the  woman 
herfelf  i  I  had  other  things  to  have  fpoken  with  her  too, 
from  him. 

Fal.  What  are  they  ?  let  us  know. 

Host.  Ay,  come ;  quick. 

Sim.  I  may  not  conceal  them,  fir. 

Fal.  Conceal  them,  or  thou  dieft. 

Sim.  Why,  fir,  they  were  nothing  but  about  miftrefs 
Anne  Page ;  to  know,  if  it  were  my  mafter's  fortune 
to  have  her,  or  no. 

Fal.  Tis,  *tis  his  fortune. 

Sim.  What,  fir  ? 

Fal.  To  have  her,~or  no :  Go;  fay,  the  woman  told 
me  fo. 

Vol.  L  P 
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Sim.  May  I  be  fo  bold  to  fay  fo,  fir  ? 
'   FjtL.  Ay,  fir  Tike ;  who  more  bold  ? 

Sim.  I  diank  your  worfhip :  I  ihall  make  my  mafter 
glad  with  thefe  tidings.  [Exit  Simple^ 

Host.  Thou  art  clerkly,  thou  art  clerkly,  fir  John  : 
Was  there  a  wife  woman  with  thee  ? 

Fal.  Ay,  that  there  was,  mine  hoft ;  one,  that  hath 
taught  me  more  wit  than  ever  I  leam'd  before  in  my 
life :  and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid  for 
toy  learning. 

Enter  Bardolph. 
'  ,   Bard.  Out,  alas,  fir  !  cozenage  !  meer  cozenage ! 

Host.  Where  be  my  horfes  ?  fpeakwell  of  them,  varletto. 

.  Bard.  Run  away  with  the  cozeners  :  for  fo  foon  as  I 

came  beyond  Eton,  they  threw  me  off,  from  behind  one 

of  them,  in  a  flough  of  mire  ;  and  fet  fpurs,  and  away, 

like  three  German  devils,  three  Dodor  Fauftufes. 

Host.  They  are  gone  but  to  meet  the  duke,  villain  : 
do  not  fay,  they  be  fled ;  Germans  are  honeft  men. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Efans. 
.   ErA.  Where  is  mine  hoft  ? 

Host.  What  is  the  matter,  fir  ? 

Eta.  Have  a  care  of  your  entertainments :  there  is  a 
friend  of  mine  come  to  town,  tells  me,  there  is  three 
couzin  germans,  that  has  cozen'd  all  the  hofts  of  Read- 
ings, of  Maidenhead,  of  Colebrook,  of  horfes  and  mo- 
ney. I  tell  you  for  good-will,  look  you  :  you  are  wife, 
and  full  of  gibes  and  vlouting-ftogs ;  and  'tis  not  con- 
venient you  fhould  be  cozen'd :  Fare  you  well.       [Exit. 

Enter  Caius. 

Caws.  Vere  is  mine  Ho^  de  Jarterre. 
■  Host.  Here,  mafter  do(^or>  in  perplexity,  and  doubt « 
fttl  dilemma. 
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Cjtius.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat :  But  it  is  tell-a  me,  dat 
you  make  grand  preparation  for  a  duke  de  Jarmany :  by 
my  trot,  dere  is  no  duke,  dat  the  court  is  know  to  come : 
I  tell  you  for  good  vill :  adieu.  lExid 

Host.  Hue  and  cry,  villain,  go :— -affift  me,  kmght ;  I 
am  undone : — fly,  nm,  hue  and  cry,  villain  !  I  am  un- 
done !  [Exettnt  Host  md  BjRDOlPffi 

Fal.  I  would,  all  the  world  might  be  cozen'd ;  for  I 
have  been  cozen'd,  and  beaten  too.  If  it  ihould  come 
to  the  ear  of  the  court,  how  I  have  been  transformed^ 
and  how  my  transformation  hath  been  wafli'd  and  cud- 
gel'd,  they  would  melt  me  out  of  my  fat,  drop  by  drop, 
and  liquor  filhermen^s  boots  with  me ;  I  warrant,  they 
would  whip  me  with  their  fine  wits,  till  I  were  as  creft*^ 
&llen  as  a  dried  pear.  I  never  profper'd  fince  1  forefwore 
myfelf  at  Primeroi  Well,  if  my  wind  were  but  long 
enough  to  fay  my  pi*ayers,  1  would  repent.—* 

Enter  Mrsi  ^icklt. 
Now !  whende  come  you  ? 

^iCK.  From  the  ti«ro  parties,  forfodth. 

Fal,  The  devil  take  one  party,  and  his  dam  the  other^ 
and  fo  they  ftiall  be  both  beftow*d !  I  have  futferM  more 
for  their  fakes,  more,  than  the  villainous  inconftancy  of 
man's  difpofition  is  able  to  bear^ 

^ir/cjr.  And  have  not  they  fuffer'd  ?  Yes,  I  warrant ; 
fpecioufly  one  of  them ;  miftrefs  Ford,  good  hearty  is 
beaten  black  and  blue,  that  you  cannot  fee  a  white  fpot 
about  hen 

Fal.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  black  and  blue  ?  I  wa« 
4)eaten  myfelf  into  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow ;  and 
I  was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  witch  of  Brent- 
ford^  but  that  my  admirable  dexterity  of  wit,  my  coun- 
terfeiting die  adion  of  an  old  woman,  deUverUme,  the 
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knave  conftable  had  fet  me  i'  the  flocks,  i'  the  common 
ilocks,  for  a  witch. 

^JCK.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  with  you  in  your  chamber : 
you  fhall  hear  how  things  go ;  and  I  warrant,  to  your 
content.  Here  is  a  letter  will  fay  fomewhat.  Good 
hearts,  what  ado  here  is  to  bring  you  together !  Sure, 
one  of  you  does  not  ferve  heaven  well,  that  you  are  fo 
crofs'd. 

Fal.  Come  up  into  my  chamber.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  FT.  Another  Room  in  the  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Fen  ton  and  Host. 

ilosr.  Mailer  Fenton,  talk  not  to  me ;  my  mind  is 
heavy,  I  will  give  over  all. 

Fent.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak :  Affift  me  in  my  purpofe. 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  TU  give  thee 
A  hundred  pound  in  gold,  more  than  your  lofs. 

Host.  I  will  hear  you,  matter  Fenton ;  and  I  will,  at 
;he  leaft,  keep  your  counfel. 

Fent.  From  time  to  time  I  have  acquainted  you 
With  the  dear  love  I  bear  to  fair  Anne  Page ; 
Who,  mutually,  hath  anfwer'd  my  affedion 
(So  far  forth  as  herfelf  might  be  her  choofer,) 
Even  to  my  wifli :  I  have  a  letter  from  her 
Of  fuch  contents  as  you  will  wonder  at  j 
The  mirth  whereof  fo  larded  with  my  matter^ 
That  neither,  fingly,  can  be  manifefted. 
Without  the  fliow  of  both; — ^wherein  fat  Falftaff 
Hath  a  great  fcene :  the  image  of  the  jeil 

[Showing  the  letter. 
rU  fliow  you  here  at  large.     Hark,  good  mine  hoft : 
To-night  at  Heme's  oak,  juft  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
Muft  my  fweet  Nan  prefent  the  fairy  queen  j  . 
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The  purpofe  why,  is  here;  in  which  difguife. 
While  other  jells  are  fomething  rank  on  foot, 
Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  flip 
Away  with  Slender,  and  with  him  at  Eton 
Immediately  to  marry :  flie  hath  confented : 
Now,  fir. 

Her  mother,  even  ftrong  againft  that  match. 
And  firm  for  Dodor  Caius,  hath  appointed 
That  he  fliall  likewife  fliuffle  her  away, . 
While  other  Iports  are  talking  of  their  minds. 
And  at  the  deanery,  where  a  prieft  attends. 
Straight  marry  her  :  to  this  her  mother's  plot 
She,  feemingly  obedient,  Hkewife  hath 
Made  promife  to  the  dodor : — ^Now,  thus  it  refts : 
Her  &ther  means  flic  fliall  be  all  in  white ; 
And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go. 
She  fliall  go  with  him : — ^her  mother  hath  intended. 
The  better  to  denote  her  to  the  dodor, 
(For  they  mull  all  be  malk'd  and  vizarded,) 
That,  quaint  in  green,  flie  Ihall  be  loofe  enroVd, 
With  ribbands  pendant,  flaring  'bout  her  head ; 
And  when  the  dodor  fpies  his  vantage  ripe. 
To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and,  on  that  token. 
The  maid  hath  given  confent  to  go  with  him. 

Host.  Which  means  flie  to  deceive  ?  father  or  mother? 

Pent.  Both,  my  good  holl,  to  go  along  with  me : 
And  here  it  refts,— that  you'll  procure  the  vicar 
To  flay  for  me  at  church,  *twixt  twelve  and  one,. 
And,  in  the  lawful  name  of  marrying. 
To  give  our  hearts  united  ceremony. 

Host.  Well,  huftiand  your  device ;  I'll  to  the  vicar : 
Bring  yo\i  the  maid,  you  fliall  not  laqk  a  priefl« 


Fent.  So  (hall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thcc  j 
Befides,  I'll  make  a  prefent  recompence.  [Exeunt^ 


SCflNE  L  A  Roam  in  the  Garter  Jm. 
Enter  Falstaef  and  Mrs.  ^icklt. 

Fjl.  Pr'ythee,  no  more  prattling ; — go,  ■  Til  hold ; 
This  is  the  third  time ;  I  hope,  good  luck  lies  in  odd 
numbers.  .  Away,  go ;  they  fay,  there  is  divinity  in  odd 
numbers,  either  in  nativity,  chance,  or  death.— i-Away. 

^icK.  rU  provide  you  a  ch^in;  and  I'll  do  what  1  can 
to  get  you  a  pair  of  horns. 

Fjl.  Away ^  I  fayj  tiine  w^ars:  hold  up  your  head,  and 
mince.  [Exit  Mrs.  ^icklt. 

Enter  Ford. 
How  now,  mafter  Brook  ?  Mafter  Brook,  the  matter  will 
be  known  to-night,  or  never.    Be  you  in  the  park  about 
midnight,  at  Herne^  o^k,  and  you  (hall  fee  wonders. 

Ford.  Went  you  not  to  her  ycfterday,  fir,  as  you  told 
me  you  had  appointed. 

Fal.  I  went  to  her,  mafter  3rook,  as  you  fee,  like  a 
poor  old  man :  but  I  cs^me  from  her,  mafter  Brook,  like 
a  poor  old  woman.  That  fame,  knave.  Ford  her  hufr 
bandy  hath  the  fineft  mad  devil  of  jealoufy  in  him,  mar 
fter  Brook,  that  ever  gQvem'd  frenzy.  I  will  tell  you — 
He  beat  me  grievoufly ,  in  the  ftiape  of  a  woman ;  for  i^ 
the  ftiape  of  man,  mafter  Brook,  I  fear  not  GoUah  with 
a  weavqr's  beam ;  becaufe  I  know  alfo,  life  is  a  ihuttle. 
I  am  in  hafte ;  go  along  with  me  \  Vl\  tell  you  all,  ma* 
fter  Brook.  Since  I  plucked  geefe,  played  truant,  and 
whipped  top,  I  knew  not  what  it  was  to  be  beaten,  till 
lately.    Follow  me :  I'll  tell  you  ftrange  things  of  thi^ 
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knave  Ford ;  on  whom  to-night  I  will  be  revenged,  and 
I  will  deliver  his  wife  into  your  hand — Follow :  Strange 

things  in  hand,  mailer  Brook !  follow.  [Exeunt. 

»  ■        ■■       ii»i      ■       I        II       i.        i-i 

SCENE  II.  Wind/or  Pari. 
Enter  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come ;  we'll  couch  i'  the  caflle-ditch,  till 
we  fee  the  light  of  our  fairies — ^Remember,  fon  Slender, 
my  daughter. 

Slen.  Ay,  forfooth ;  I  have  fpoke  with  her,  and  we 
have  a  nay-word,  how  to  know  one  another.  I  come  to 
her  in  white,  and  cry,  mum;  flie  cries,  bu4get;  and  by  that 
we  know  one  another. 

Seal.  That's  good  too :  But  what  needs  either  your 
mum,  or  her  budget  ?  The  white  will  decipher  her  well 
enough ^It  hath  flruck  ten  o'clock. 

Page.  The  night  is  dark ;  light  and  fpirits  will  be- 
come it  well.  Heaven  profper  our  fport !  No  man  means 
evil  but  the  devil,  and  wc;  Ihall  know  him  by  his  horns; 
Let's  away ;  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.   Tie  Street  in  Wind/or. 
Enter  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Dr.  Caius. 

Mrs.  Page.  Matter  dodor,  my  daughter  is  in  green  : 
when  you  fee  your  time,  take  her  by  the  hand,  away 
with  her  to  the  deanery,  and  defpatch  it  quickly:  Go  be- 
fore into  the  park ;  we  two  muft  go  together. 

Caws.  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do ;  Adieu. 

Mrs.  Page.  Fare  you  well,  fir.  [Exit  Caius.]  Myhuf- 
band  will  not  rejoice  fo  much  at  the  abufe  of  FalftafF,  as 
he  will  chafe  at  the  dodor's  marrying  my  daughter :  but 
'tis  no  matter ;  better  a  little  chiding,  than  a  great  deal 
»fhe4rt*break. 
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Mrs.  Ford.  Where  is  Nan  now,  and  her  troop  of  fai- 
ries ?  and  the  Welch  devil,  Hugh  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  They  are  all  couched  in  a  pit  hard  by 
Heme's  oak,  with  obfcured  lights ;  which,  at  the  very 
inftant  of  FalftafPs  and  our  meeting,  they  will  at  once 
difplay  to  the  night. 

Mrs.  Ford.  That  cannot  choofe  but  amaze  him, 

Mrs.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amazed,  he  will  be  mock'd ; 
if  he  be  amazed,  he  will  every  way  be  mock'd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  betray  him  finely. 

Mrs.  Page.  Againft  fuch  lewdfters,  and  their  lechery, 
Thofe  that  betray  them  do  no  treachery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  The  hour  draws  on ;  To  the  oak,  to  the 
oak !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.  Wittdfor  Park. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Efans,  and  Fairies. 

Eva.  Trib,  trib;  fairies  ;  come  ;  and  remember  your 

parts :  be  pold,  I  pray  you ;  follow  me  into  the  pit ; 

and  when  I  give  the  watch-'ords,  do  as  I  pid  you ;  Come, 

come  ;  trib,  trib.  [Exeunt. 

f 

SCENE  V.  Another  part  qftbe  Pari. 
Enter  Fa  l  staff  difguifed,  with  a  buck^s  bead /in. 
Fal.  The  Windfor  bell  hath  ftruck  twelve;  the  mi- 
nute draws  on :  Now,  the  hot-blooded  gods  affift  me ! — . 
Remember,  Jove,  thou  waft  a  bull  for  thy  £uropa ;  love 
fet  on  thy  horns. — O  powerful  love  !  that,  in  fome  re- 
fpedls,  makes  a  beaft  a  man ;  in  fome  other,  a  man  a 
beaft — ^You  were  alfo",  Jupiter,  a  fwan,  for  the  love  of 
Leda ; — ^O,  omnipotent  love !  how  near  the  god  drew  to 
the  complexion  of  a  gopfe  ? — A  fault  done  firft  in  the 
form  of  a  beaft  j — O  Jove,  a  beaftly  feult !  and  then 
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another  fault  in  the  femblance  of  a  fowl ;  think  on't, 
Jove ;  a  foul  fault — ^When  gods  have  hot  backs,  what 
Ihall  poor  men  do  ?  For  me,  I  am  here  a  Windfor  ftag  j 
and  the  fatteft,  I  think,  i*  the  foreft :  Send  me  a  cool  nit- 
time,  Jove,  or  who  can  blame  me  to  pifs  my  tallow  ? 
Who  comes  here  ?  my  doe.  ? 

Enter  Mrs.  Ford  and  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Sir  John  ?  art  thou  there,  my  deer  ?  my 
male  deer  ? 

Fal.  My  doe  with  the  black  fcut  ? — ^Let  the  (ky  rain 
potatoes ;  let  it  thunder  to  the  tune  of  Green  Sleeves; 
hail  kifling-comfits,  and  fnow  eringoes ;  let  there  come 
a  tempeft  of  provocation,  I  will  flielter  me  here. 

[Emiracin^  ber. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Miftrefs  Page  is  come  with  me,  fweetheart^ 

Fal.  Divide  nre  like  a  bribe-buck,  each  a  haunch :  I 
will  keep  my  fides  to  myfelf,  my  fhoulders  for  the  fellow 
of  this  walk,  and  my  horns  I  bequeath  your  huibandi. 
Am  I  a  woodman  ?  ha !  Speak  I  like  Heme  the  himter  > 
—Why,  now  is  Cupid  a  child  of  confcience  ;  he  makes 
reftitution*  As  I  am  a  true  fpirit,  welcome !  [Noife  witiin. 

Mrs.  Pagb.  Alas  !  what  noife  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  forgive  our  fins ! 

Fal.  What  fliould  this  be  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.    ">     .  -^  _, 

Fal.  I  think,  the  devil  will  not  have  me  damn'd,  left 
the  oil  that  is  in  me  (hould  fet  liell  on  fire ;  he  would 
never  elfe  crofs  me  thus. 
Enter  Sir  Hugh  Efans^  like  a  fatyr ;  Mrs.  ^jcklt, 

and  Pistol  i  AnnePage^  as  the  Fairy  ^eeny  attended 

by  ber  brotber  and  otbers^  drejjed  like  fairies^  witb  waxen 

tapers  on  tbeff  beads., 
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^iCK.  Fairies,  black,  grey,  green,  and  white. 
You  moon-fhine  revellers,  and  fhades  of  night. 
You  orphan-heirs  of  fixed  deftiny^ 
Attend  your  office,  and  your  quality..  ■, 
Crier  Hobgoblin,  make  the  feiry  o-yes. 

Pisr.  Elves,  lift  your  names;  filcnce,  you  airy  toys. 
Cricket y  to  Windfor  chimneys  (halt  thou  leap  : 
Where  fires  thou  find'ft  unrak'd,  and  hearths  unfwept, 
There  pinch  the  maids  as  blue  as  bilberry  : 
Our  radiant  queen  hates  fluts,  and  (luttery. 

Fal.  They  are  fairies ;  he,  that  fpeaks  to  them,{hall  die ; 
m  wink  and  couch :  No  man  their  works  muft  eye. 

[Lies  down  upon  bisface^ 

ErA.  Whereas  Bede? — ^Go  you,  and  where  you  find  a 
That,  ere  fhe  fleep,  has  thrice  her  prayers  faid,      [maid, 
Raife  up  the  organs  of  her  fantafy , 
Sleep  fhe  as  found  as  carelefs  infancy ; 
But  thofe  as  fleep,  and  think  not  on  their  fins. 
Pinch  them,  arms,  legs,  backs,  flioulders,  fides,  and  fliins, 
;    ^iCK.  About,  about ; 
Search  Windfor  caftle,  elves,  within  and  out : 
Strew  good  luck,  oupKes,  on  every  facred  room  j 
That  it  may  ftand  till  the  perpetual  doom. 
In  ftate  as  wholefome,  as  in  ftate  'tis  fit ; 
Worthy  the, owner,  and  the  owner  it. 
The  feveral  chairs  of  order  look  you  fcour 
With  juice  of  balm,  and  every  precious  flower  : 
Each  fair  inftalment,  coat,  and  feveral  creft, 
With  loyal  blazon,  evermore  be  bleft !   ^ 
And  nightly,  meadow-fairies,  look,  you  fing, 
Like  to  the  Garter's  compafs,  in  a  ring  : 
The  cxpreflTure  that  it  bears,  green  let  it  be, 
More  fertile-frefh  th^n  all  the  field  to  fee ; 
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And,  Hofd  Soit  %i  Mdy  Tenfe^  write. 
In  emerald  tufts,  flowers  purple,  blue,  and  white ; 
Like  faphire,  pearl,  and  rich  embroidery, 
Buckled  below  fair  knighthood's  bending  knee : 
Fairies  ufe  flowers  for  their  charadery. 
Away ;  difperfe :  But,  till  'tis  one  o'clock. 
Our  dance  of  cuftom,  round  about  the  oak 
Of  Heme  the  hunter,  let  us  not  forget. 

'Eva.  Pray  you,  lock  hand  in  hand  j  yourfelvcs  in  or- 
der fet : 
And  twenty  glow-worms  fliall  our  lanterns  be. 
To  guide  our  meafure  round  about  the  tree. 
But,  ftay ;  I  fmcU  a  inan  of  middle  earth. 

Fal.  Heavens  defend  me  from  that  Welch  fairy !  left 
)te  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  cheefe ! 

P/sr.  Vile  wonn,thou  waft  o'erlook'd  even  in  thy  birth* 

^iCK.  With  trial-fire,  touch  me  hisi  finger-end : 
If  he  be  xrhafte,  the  flame  will  back  defcend. 
And  turn  him  to  no  pain ;  but  if  he  ftart, 
It  is  the  fleflx  of  a  corrupted  heart. 

Pisr.  A  trial,  come— ^ 

Eva.  Come,  will  this  wood  take  fire  ? 

\Tib^  burn  him  with  their  tapers. 

Fal.  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

^iCK.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  defire ! 
About  him,  fairies ;  fihg  a  fcomful  rhime : 
And,  as  you  trip,  ftill  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

ErA.  It  is  right;  indeed  he  is  full  of  lecheries  an4 
iniquity. 

^ONG.  Fie  onJinfulfqMtqfy  / 
Fie  on  lu/i  and  luxury  f 
Luft  is  but  a  bloody  fire^ 
Kindled  withuncbqfte  defire^ 
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Fed  in  heart ;  wbofe  flames  afpire^ 
As  thoughts  do  blow  them^  higher  and  higher^ 
Pinch  hiniyfcdrieSy  mutually; 
Pinch  him/or  his  villainy  ; 
Pinch  him^  and  burn  him^  and  turn  him  about ^ 
^ItU  candles^  andflar^light,  and  moon-flnne  be  out. 
During  this  fong^  the  fairies  pinch  FalftafF.     DoBor  Caiiis 
comes  one  way^  andfleab  away  a  fairy  in  green  ;  Slender 
another  way,  and  takes  off  a  fairy  in  white  ;  and  Fenton 
comes,  and  fleals  away  Mrs,  Anne  Page.     A  noife  of 
hunting  is  made  within.     All  the  fairies  run  away.     Fal- 
A^ pulls  off  his  buck^s  head,  and  rifes. 
Enter  Pagb^  Ford,  Mrs.  Page,  and  Mrs.  Ford. 
Ithey  lay  hold  on  him. 
Page.  Nay,  do  not  fly  :  I  think,  we  have  watch*d  you 
Will  none  but  Heme  the  hunter  ferve  your  turn  ?   [now ; 
Mrs.  Page.  I  pray  you,  come;  hold  up  the  jeft  no 
higher : — 
Now,  good  fir  John,  how  Uke  you  Windfor  wives  ? 
See  you  thefe,  hufband  ?  do  not  thefe  iair  yokes 
Become  the  foreft  better  than  the  town  ? 

Ford.  Now,  fir,  who*s  a  cuckold  now  ? — ^Mafter  Brook, 
Falflaff 's  a  knave,  a  cuckoldly  knave;  here  are  his  horns, 
mailer  Brook :  And,  mafter  Brook,  he  hath  enjoyed  no- 
thing of  Ford's  but  his  buck-balket,  his  cudgel,  and 
twenty  pounds  of  money  ;  which  mull  be  paid  to  maf-» 
ter  Brook  ;  his  horfes  are  arrelled  for  it,  mailer  Brook. 
Mrs.  ForD'  Sir  John,  we  have  had  ill  luck ;  we  could 
never  meet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my  love  again, 
but  I  will  always  count  you  my  deer* 

Fal.  I  do  begin  to  perceive,  that  I  am  made  an  afs. 
Ford.  Ay,  and  an  ox  too ;  both  the  proofs  are  extant. 
Fai.  And  thefe  are  ju^t  fairies  ?   I  was  three  or  four 
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times  in  the  thought,  they  were  not  fairies  :  and  yet  the 
guiltineis  of  my  mind,  the  fudden  furprize  of  my  powers, 
drove'  the  groflhefs  of  the  foppery  into  a  received  belief, 
in  defpite  of  the  teeth  of  all  rhime  and  reafon,  that  they 
i^ere  fairies.  See  now,  how  wit  may  be  made  a  Jack-a- 
lent,  when  'tis  upon  ill  employment ! 

Efj.  Sir  John  Falftaflf,  ferve  Got,  and  leave  your  de- 
fires,  and  fairies  will  not  pinfe  you. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  fairy  Hugh. 

Erji.  And  leave  you  your  jealoufies  too,  I  pray  you. 

Ford.  I  will  never  miftruft  my  wife  again,  till  thou 
art  able  to  woo  her  in  good  EngHfh. 

FjiL.  Have  I  lay'd  my  brain  in  the  fun,  and  dried  it, 
that  it  wants  matter  to  prevent  fo  grofs  o'er-reaching  as 
this  ?  Am  I  ridden  with  a  Welch  goat  too  ?  Shall  I  have 
a  coxcomb  of  frize  ?  'tis  time  l  were  choked  with  a  piece 
of  toafted  cheefe. 

Erj.  Seefe  is  not  good  to  give  putter ;  your  pelly  is 
all  putter. 

FjiL.  Seefe  and  putter !  Have  I  lived  to  ftand  at  the 
taunt  of  one  that  makes  fritters  of  Engliih  ?  This  is 
enough  to  be  the  decay  of  lull  and  late-walking,  through 
the  realm. 

Mrs.  Pagb.  Why,  fir  John,  do  you  think,  though  we 
woiild  have  thruft  virtue  out  of  our  hearts  by  the  head 
and  flioulders,  and  have  given  ourfelves  without  fcruple 
to  hell,  that  ever  the  devil  could  have  made  you  our  de- 
light ? 

Ford.  What,  a  hodge-pudding  ?  a  bag  of  flax  ? 

Mrs.  PAok.  A  puff 'd  man  ? 

Fagb.  Old,  cold,  withered,  and  of  intolerable  entrails  ? 

Ford.  And  one  that  is  as  fianderous  as  Satan  ? 

Fagb.  And  as  poor  as  Job  ? 
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Ford.  And  as  wicked  as  his  wife  ? 

Efa.  And  given  to  fornications,  and  to  taverns,  and 
jfack,  and  wine,  and  metheglins,  and  to  drinkings,  and 
fwearings,  and  ftarings,.pribbles  and  prabbles  ? 

Fal.  Well,  I  am  your  theme  ;  you  have  the  ftart  of 
me ;  I  am  dejeded  ;  I  am  not  able  to  anfwer  the  Welch 
flannel ;  ignorance  itfelf  is  a  plummet  o'er  me  :  ufe  me 
as  you  will. 

Ford.  Marry,  fir,  we'll  bring  you  to  Windfor,  to  one 
matter  Brook,  that  you  have  cozened  of  money,  to  whom 
you  (hould  have  been  a  pander  :  over  and  above  that 
you  have  fufiered,  I  think,  to  repay  that  money  will  be 
a  biting  af&idtion. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  hufband,  let  that  go  to  make  amends : 
Forgive  that  fum,  and  fo  we'll  all  be  friends. 

Ford.  Well,  here's  my  hand ;  all's  forgiven  at  laft. 

Page.  Yet*be  cheerful,  knight :  thou  ftialt  eat  a  pot- 
fet  to-night  at  my  houfe ;  where  I  will  defire  thee  to 
laugh  at  my  wife,  that  now  laughs  at  thee :  Tell  her, 
mafter  Slender  hath  married  her  daughter. 

Mrs.  Page.  Dodloi-s  doubt  that :    If  Anne  Page  be 
my  daughter,  fhe  is,  by  this,  dodor  Caius'  wife.    [4^* 
Enter  Slender. 

Slen.  Whoo,  ho  !  ho !  father  Page  ! 

Page.  Son  !  how  now  ?  how  now,  fon?  have  you  de-- 
fpatch'd? 

Slen.  Defpatch'd  ! — ^I'U  make  the  beft  in  Glocefter- 
Ihire  know  on't ;  would  I  were  hanged,  la,  elfe- 

Page.  Ctf  what,  fon  ? 

Slen.  I  came  yonder  at  Eton  to  marfy  miftreft  Azine 
Page,  and  (he's  a  great  lubberly  boy :  If  it  had  not  been 
i'  the  church,  I  would  have  fwinged  him,  or  be  ihould 
have  fwinged  me.    If  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  Aime 
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Page,  would  I  might  never  ftir,  and  'tis  a  pofl-mafter's 
boy. 

Page.  Upon  my  life  then  you  took  the  wrong, 

Slbn.  What  need  you  tell  me  that  ?  I  think  fo,  when 
I  took  a  boy  for  a  girl :  If  I  had  been  married  to  him, 
for  all  he  was  in  woman's  apparel,  I  would  not  have  had 
him. 

Page.  Why  this  is  your  own  folly.  Did  not  I  tell 
you,  how  you  (hould  know  my  daughter  by  her  gar- 
ments ? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  white,  and  cry'd,  mtm^  and  flie 
cry'd  budget^  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed ;  and  yet  it 
was  not  Anne,  but  a  poft-mafter*s  boy. 

.  Eva.  Jefhu  !  Mafter  Slender,  cannot  you  fee  but  mar- 
ry boys  ? 

Pace.  O,  I  am  vex'd  at  heart :  What  fhall  I  do  ?       • 

Mrs.  Page.  Good  George,  be  not  angry :  I  knew  of 
your  purpofe  ;  turned  my  daughter  into  green ;  and,  in- 
deed, fhe  is  now  with  the  dodor  at  the  deanery,  and 
there  married. 

Enter  Caius. 

Caws.  Vere  is  miftrefs  Page  ?  By  gar,  I  am  cozened  j 
I  ha'  married  ungarfon,  a  boy ;  unpcifan^  by  gar,  a  boyj 
it  is  not  Anne  Page  :  by  gar,  I  am  cozened. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  did  you  take  her  in  green  ? 

Caws.  Ay,  be  gar,  and  'tis  a  boy :  be  gar,  I'll  raife  all 
Windfor.  [Exit  Caws. 

Ford.  This  is  ftrange  :  Who  hath  got  the  right  Anne  ^ 

Page.  My  heart  mifgivesme :  here  comes  mafter  Fen- 
ton. 

Eiiter  Fen  ton  and  Anne  Page. 
How  now,  mafter  Fent<Hi  ? 
-  ^«r;rjv  PwdoB»  good  father!  g(x)dxBy  mother;  pa^ 
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Page.  Now,  miftrefs  ?  how  chance  you  went  not  with 
mafler  Slender  ?  [maid  ? 

Mrs.  Pagb.  Why  went  you  not  with  mafler  dodor^ 

Pent.  You  do  amaze  her  j  Hear  the  truth  of  iti 
You  would  have  married  her  moft  ihamefuUy^ 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  love; 
The  truth  is,  She  and  I,  long  fince  contraded. 
Are  now  fo  fure,  that  nothing  can  diffolve  us. 
The  offence  is  holy,  that  fhe  hath  committed : 
And  this  deceit  lofes  the  name  of  crait. 
Of  difobedience,  or  unduteous  title ; 
Since  therein  (he  doth  evitate  and  (hun 
A  thoufand  irreligious  curfed  hours. 
Which  forced  marriage  would  have  brought  upon  her- 

Ford.  Stand  not  amazM :  here  is  no  remedy  :— • 
In  love,  the  heavens  themfelves  do  guide  the  ftate ; 
Money  buys  lands,  and  wives  are  fold  by  fate. 

Pal.  I  am  glad,  though  you  have  ta'en  a  fpecial  (land 
to  ftrike  at  me,  that  your  arrow  hath  glanced.         [joy  ! 

Page.  Well,  what  remedy  ?  Fenton,  heaven  give  thee 
What  cannot  be  efchew'd,  mud  be  embraced. 

Pal.  When  night-dogs  rim,  all  forts  of  deer  are  chas*d. 

Eva.  I  will  dance  and  eat  plums  at  your  wedding. 

Mrs.  Page.  Well,  I  will  mufe  no  further : — ^Mailer 
Fenton, 
Heaven  give  you  many,  many  merry  days  ! — 
Good  hufband,  let  us  every  one  go  home. 
And  laugh  this  fport  o*er  by  a  country  fire ; 
Sir  John  and  all. 

PoRD.  Let  it  be  fo  :— JSir  John, 
To  mafter  Brook  you  yet  {hall  hold  your  word ; 
For  he,  to-night,  (hall  lie  with  miftrefs  Ford.      [Exeunt. 
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Perjbns  reprefented. 

Orfino,  dule  (/lUyria. 

Sebaftian,  a  young  gentleman^  brother  to  Viola. 
Antonio,  a  fea-^captainy  friend  to  Sebaftian. 
A  fea-captain^  friend  to  Viola. 

p     .  '  ^   Gentlemen  attending  on  the  duke. 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  uncle  to  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek.  * 

MalyoliOy Reward  to  Olivia. 

Fabian,     1    ^  ^..  . 

Chfi  I  fi^^^^  '^  Olivia. 

-Olivia,  a  rich  countefs. 
Viola,  in  hoe  with  the  duie. 
Maria,  Olivia's  woman. 

liOrds^  Priefts^  Sailors^  Officers^  Muficians^  and  other  At'* 

tendants. 

^CENE^  a  city  in  Illyria  j  and  thefea-coajl  near  it. 
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yicr  I. 

SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  intbe  Duks^s  Palace. 
Enter  Dukb^  Curio,  Lords;  Mujicians  attending. 

Duke.  If  mufick  be  the  food  of  love^  play  on. 
Give  me  excefs  of  it ;  that,  furfeiting. 

The  appetite  may  ficken,  and  fo  die 

That  ftrain  again ; — ^it  had  a  dying  fall : 

O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  fweet  fouth, 

That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets. 

Stealing,  and  giving  odo\ir. — Enough  ;  no  more  ; 

Tis  not  fo  fweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 

O  fpirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  frelh  art  thou ! 

That,  notwithftanding  thy  capacity 

Receiveth  as  the  fea,  nought  enters  there. 

Of  what  validity  and  pitch  foever. 

But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  j)rice. 

Even  in  a  minute  !  fo  full  of  fhapes  is  fancy^ 

That  it  alone  is  high-fantaftical. 

Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  lord  ? 

PuKJP.  Wh^,  Curio  ? 
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Cur.  The  hart. 

DuKB.  Why,  fo  I  do,  the  nobleft  that  I  have ; 
P,  when  mine  eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 
Methought,  fhe  purged  the  air  of  peftilence  j 
That  inflant  was  I  tum'd  into  a  hart ; 
And  my  defires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds. 
E'er  fince  purfue  me,-r-How  now  ?  whg^t  i^ews  from  her  ? 
Enter  Valbn  tjnb. 

Fal.  So  pleafe  my  lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted^ 
But  from  her  hand-maid  do  return  this  anfwer : 
The  element  itfelf,  till  feven  year^  heat. 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view ; 
But,  like  a  cloiftrefs,  fhe  will  yeiled  walk, 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye-offending  br^ne  :  all  this,  to  feafon 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  fhe  would  keep  frefh. 
And  lafling,  in  her  fad  remembrance. 

Dujs:b.  p,  fhe,  that  hath  a  heart  of  that, fine  frame. 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother. 
How  will  fhe  love,  when  the  rich  golden  fhaft. 
Hath  kiird  the  flpck  of  all  aflfedtions  elfe 
That  live  in  her  !  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart, 
Thefe  fovereign  thrones,  are  all  fupply'd,  and  fill'd, 
(Her  fweet  perfe^ons,)  with  one  felf  king ! — 
Away  before  me  to  fweet  beds  of  flowers ; 
Love-thoughts  lie  rich,  wheii  canopy'd  with  bowers, 

[Exetint^ 

SCENE  JL    'TAe  Sea-coq/i. 
Enter  Viola,  Captain,  and  Sailors. 
Vio.  What  country,  friends,  is  this  ? 
Cap.  lUyria,  lady, 
Vio.  And  what  fhould  I  do  in  Illyria  \ 
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My  brbthcr  he  is  in  Elyfium. 

Perchance,  he  is  riot  drowned: i-What  think  you, 

ikilors  ? 

Caf.  It  is  perchance,  that  you  yourfelf  were  fav'd. 

Vio.  O  my  poor  brother !  and  fo,  perchance,  may 
he  be. 

Grfp.  True,  madam:  and,  to  comfort  you  with  chance, 
Aflure  yourfelf,  after  our  fhip  did  fplit* 
When  you,  and  that  poor  number  favM  with  you, 
Hung  on  our  driving  boat,  I  faw  your  brother, 
•  Moft  provident  in  peril,  bind  himfelf 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  pradlice) 
To  a  ilrong  maft,  that  liv'd  upon  the  fea ; 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin's  back, 
I  faw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves^ 
So  long  as  I  could  feCi 

Vio.  For  faying  fo,  there^s  gold  t 
Mine  own  efcape  imfoldeth  to  my  hope. 
Whereto  thy  fpeech  ferves  for  authority^ 
The  Uke  of  him.    Know'ft  thou  this  country  ? 

Cap.  Ay,  madam,  well ;  for  I  was  bred  and  bom. 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  this  very  place. 

Vio.  .Who  governs  here  ? 

Cap.  a  noble  duke  in  nature,  as  in  name. 

Vio.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Cap.  Orfino* 

Vio.  Orfino !  I  have  heard  my  father  tiame  him : 
He  was  a  bachelor  then. 

Cap.  And  fo  is  now, 
Or  was  fo  very  late :  for  but  a  month 
Ago  I  went  from  hence ;  and  then  'twas  frefh 
In  murmur,  (as,  you  know,  what  great  ones  do. 
The  lefs  will  prattle  of,)  that  he  did  feek 

qjiij 


24^  TlTELFTH-NIGHr:  OR, 

The  love  of  feir  Olivia. 

yio.  What's  (he  ? 

CjiP.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  count 
That  dy'd  fome  twelve-month  lince ;  then  leaving  h« 
In  the  protedion  of  his  fon,  her  brother, 
Who  fhortly  alfo  dy'd  :  for  whofe  dear  love, 
They  fay,  flie  hath  abjur'd  the  company 
And  fight  of  men. 

yio.  O,  that  I  ferv'd  that  lady ; 
And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world. 
Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occafion  mellow. 
What  my  eftate  is  ! 

Cjp.  That  were  hard  to  compafs  ; 
Becaufe  fhe  will  admit  no  kind  of  fuit,     . 
No,  not  the  duke's. 

Fio.  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain  ; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  believe,  thou  haft  a  mind  that  fuirs 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  charader. 
I  pray  thee,  and  111  pay  thee  bounteoufly. 
Conceal  me  what  I  am ;  and  be  my  aid 
For  fuch  difguife  as,  haply,  Ihall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.   Ill  ferve  this  duke  j 
Thou  fhalt  prefent  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him. 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains  ;  for  I  can  fing. 
And  fpeak  ,to  him  in  many  forts  of  muficfc. 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  fervice. 
What  elfe  may  hap,  to  time  I  will  commit ; 
Only  {hape  thou  thy  filence  to  my  wit. 

Cjip.  Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be  : 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee  f 
Fio.  I  thank  thee ;  Lead  me  on.  [ExeuMt. 
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-     SCENE  III.    A  Room  in  Olivia's  Houfe. 
Enter  Sir  I'oBr  BelcH,  and  Maria. 

Sir  7b-  What  a  plague  means  my  niece,  to  take  the 
death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  fure,  care's  an  enemy 
to  life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  Sir  Toby,  you  muft  come  in  ear- 
lier o'nights ;  your  coufin,  my  lady,  takes  great  excep- 
tions to  your  in  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why,  let  her  except  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  muft  confine  yourfelf  within  the 
modeft  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To.  Confine  ?  Fll  confine  myfelf  no  finer  than  I 
am  :  thefe  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fa 
be  thefe  boots  too ;  an  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  them- 
felves  in  their  own  ftraps. 

Mar.  That  quaffing  and  drinkihg  will  undo  you :  t 
heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yefterday ;  and  of  a  fooliih 
knight,  that  you  brought  in  one  night  here,  to  be  her' 
wooer. 

Sir  To^  Who  ?  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  he/ 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  mart  as  any's  in  Iflyria. 

Mar.  What's  that  to  the  purpofe  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thoufand  duCats  a  yt^t. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  thefe  du-^ 
cats ;  he's  a  Very  fool,  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To.  Fie/  that  you'll  fay  fo  I  he  plays  o'the  tiol-de-* 
gambo,  and  fpeaks  three  or  four  languages  word  for  word 
without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good  gifts  of  nature. 

'Mar.  He  hath,  indeed, — almofl  natural :  for,  befides 
that  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarreller ;  and,  but  that  he 
hath  the  gift  of  a  coward  to  allay  the  gufl  he  hath  in; 
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quarrelling^  *tis  thought  among  the  prudent,  he  would 
quickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

Sir  7b-  By  this  hand,  they  are  fcoundrels,  and  fub- 
ftradors,  that  fay  fo  of  him-     Who  are  they  ? 

ALiRi  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  in 
your  company. 

Sir  7b.  With  drinking  healths  to'my  niece;  Til  drink 
to  her  as  long  as  there's  a  paflage  in  my  throat,  and  drink 
in  lUyria:  He's  a  coward,  and  a  coyftril,  that  will  not 
drink  to  my  niece,  till  his  brains  turn  o'the  toe  like  a 
parifh  top*  What,  wench  ?  CaftiUano  vulgo  j  for  here 
comes  Sir  Andrew  Ague-face. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Ague-^cheek. 

Sir  And.  Sir  Toby  Belch!  how  now,  Sir  Toby  Belch? 

Sir  7b.  Sweet  fir  Andrew ! 

Sir  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  (hrew. 

Mar.  And  you  too,  fir* 

Sir  7b.  Accofl:,  fir  Andrew,  accoft. 

Sir  And.  What's  that  ? 

5"/!^  7b.  My  niece's  chamber-maid.  [ance. 

Sir  And.  Good  miftrefs  Accofl,  I  defire  better  acquaint- 

Mar.  My  name  is  Marry,  fir. 

Sir  And.  Good  Miftrefs  Mary  Accoft,  ■   ■ 

5*711  7b.  You  miftake,  knight :  accoft,  is,  front  her, 
board  her,  woo  her,  aflail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her  in 
this  company.   Is  that  the  meaning  of  accoft  ? 

Mar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen^ 

Sir  7b.  An  thou  let  part  fo,  fir  Andrew,  'would  thou 
might'ft  never  draw  fword  again. 

Sir  And.  An  you  part  fo,  miftrefs,  I  would  I  might 
never  draw  fword  again.  Fair  lady,  do  you  think  you 
have  fools  in  hand  ? 
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Mar*  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  the  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  but  ypu  fhall  have  ;  and  here's  my 
hand. 

Mar.  Now,  fir,  thought  is  free :  I  pray  you,  bring 
your  hand  to  the  buttery-bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And.  A^^erefore,  fweet  heart  ?  what's  your  me- 
taphor ? 

Mar.  It*s  dry^  fir. 

Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  fo;  I  am  not  fiich  an  afs,  but 
I  can  keep  my  hand  dry.    But  what's  your  jeft  ? 

Mar.  a  dry  jefl:,  fir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  fiiU  of  them  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  fir;  I  have  them  at  my  finger's  ends:  marry, 
now  I  let  go  your  hand,  I  am  barren.  [Exit  Maria. 

Sir  To.  O  knight,  thou  lack'fl:  a  cup  of  canary :  When 
did  I  fee  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,  I  think ;  imlefs  you  fee 
canary  put  me  down :  Methinks,  fometimes  I  have  no  • 
more  wit  than  a  Chriftian,  or  an  ordinary  man  has :  but 
I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and,  I  believe,  that  does  harm 
to  my  wit. 

Sir  7b*  No  queftion. 

Sir  And.  An  I  thought  that,  I'd  forlwear  it.  I'll  ride 
home  to-morrow,  fir  Toby. 

Sir  7b.  Fourquoy^  my  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  pourquoy  ?  do,  or  not  do  ?  I  would 
I  had  beftowed  that  time  in  the  tongues,  that  I  have  in 
fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting :  O,  had  I  but  fol- 
low'd  the  arts ! 

Sir  To.  Then  hadfl;  thou  had  an  excellent  head  of  hair. 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 

Sir  To.  Pafl:  queflion ;  for  thou  feeft,  it  will  not  curl 
by  nature. 
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Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't  not? 

Sir  To.  Excellent ;  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  diflafF;  and 
I  hope  to  fee  a  houfewife  take  thee  between  her  legs, 
and  fpin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  Til  home  to-morrow,  Sir  Toby:  your 
niece  will  not  be  feen ;  or,  if  flie  be,  it's  four  to  one 
Ihe'U  none  of  me :  the  count  himfelf,  here  hard  by^ 
wooes  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o'the  count ;  (hell  not  match  a- 
bove  her  degree,  neither  in  eftatc;  years,  nor  wit;  I  have 
heard  her  fwear  it.   Tut,  there's  life  in't,  man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  flay  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fellow  o'the 
/Irangell  mind  i'the  world ;  I  delight  in  mafques  and  re- 
vels fometimes  altogether. 

Sir  To.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  kick-fhaws,  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  lUyria,  whatfoever  he  be, 
under  tne  degree  of  my  betters ;  and  yet  I  will  not  com- 
pare with  an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard,  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And.  And,  I  think,  I  have  the  back-trick,  fimply 
as  flrong  as  any  man  in  lUyria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid  ?  wherefore 
have  thefe  gifts  a.  curtain  before  them  ?  are  they  like  to 
take  duft,  like  miflrefs  Mall's  pichire  ?  why  doft  thou 
not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and  come  home  in  a  co- 
ranto  ?  My  very  walk  fhould  be  a  jig  j  I  would  not  fa 
much  as  make  water,  but  in  a  fink-a-pace.  What  dofl 
thou  mean  ?  is  it  a  world  tahide  virtues  in  ?  I  did  think, 
by  the  excellenf  conflitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  form'd 
^  under  the  flar  of  a  galliard. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  'tis  fbrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well 
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in  a  flame-colour'd  ftock.  Shall  we  fet  ^bout  fome  re- 
vek? 

Sir  7b.  What  ftiall  we  do  elfe  ?  were  we  not  bom  un- 
der Taurus  ? 

Sir  And.  Taurus  ?  that's  fides  and  heart. 

Sir  "To.  No,  fir ;  it  is  legs  and  thighs.  Let  me  fee  thee 
caper :  ha !  higher :  ha,  ha ! — excellent !  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV.   A  Room  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Valentine,  and  Viola  in  man's  attire. 

Val.  If  the  duke  continue  thefe  favours  towards  you, 
Cefario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanced ;  he  hath 
known  you  but  three  days,  and  already  you  are  no 
ftranger. 

Vio.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negligence, 
that  you  call  in  queftion  the  continuance  of  his  love :  Is 
he  inconftant,  fir,  in  his  favours  ? 

Val.  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,  and  Attendants. 

Vio.  I  thank  you.    Here  comes  the  count. 

Duke.  Who  faw  Cefario,  ho  ? 

Vio.  On  your  attendance,  my  lord ;  here. 

Duke.  Stand  you  awhile  aloof. — ^Celario, 
Thou  know'ft  no  lefs  but  all ;  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  fecret  foul  : 
Therefore,  good  youth,  addrefs'thy  gait  unto  her ; 
Be  not  deny'd  accefs;  (land  at  her  doors,   . 
And  tell  th^m,  there  thy  fixed  foot  fliall  grow. 
Till  thou  have  audience. 

Vio.  Sure,  my  noble  lord. 
If  (he  be  fo  abandoned  to  her  forrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  fhe  never  will  admit  me^ 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds. 
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Rather  than  make  improfited  return. 

Fio.  Say,  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  lord ;  What  then  ? 

Duke.  O,  then  unfold  the  paffion  of  my  love. 
Surprize  her  with  difcourfe  of  my  dear  faith : 
It  fliall  become  thee  well  to  ad  my  woes ; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  in  a  nuncio  of  more  grave  afp^d:. 

Fio.  I  think  not  fo,  my  lord» 

Duke.  Dear  lad,  believe  it ; 
For  they  (hall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years. 
That  fay,  thou  art  a  man :  Diana's  lip  • 
Is  not  more  fmooth,  and  rubious ;  thy  fmall  pipe 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ,  ihrill,  and  foimd, 
And  all  is  femblative  a  woman's  part. 
I  know,  thy  conftellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affair : — Some  four,  or  five,  attend  him ; 
All,  if  you  will ;  for  I  myfelf  am  beft, 
When  leaft  in  company  : — ^Profper  well  in  this. 
And  thou  fhalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lord, 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Fio.  I'll  do  my  beft, 
To  woo  your  lady :  yet,  {^AJtde.^  a  barrful  ftrifeJ 
Whoe'er  I  woo,  myfelf  would  be  his  wife.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  F.   A  Room  in  Olifia's  Houfe. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been,  or  I 

will  not  open  my  lips,  fo  wide  as  a  briftle  may  enter,  in 

way  of  thy  excufe  :  my  lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  ab- 

fence. 

Clo.  Let  her  hang  me :  he,  that  is  well  hang'd  in  this 
world,  needs  to  fear  no  colours* 
Mar.  Make  that  good^ 


WHAT  rOU  WILL.  2^3 

Clo.  He  ihall  fee  none  to  fear. 
"  Mjr.  a  good  lenten  anfwer  :  I  can  tell  thee  where 
that  faying  was  bom,  of,  I  fear  no  colours. 

Clo.  Where,  good  miftrefs  Mary  ? 

MjiR.  In  the  wars ;  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to  fay 
in  your  foolery. 

Clo.  Well,  Gk)d  give  them  wifdom,  that  have  it ;  and 
thofe  that  are  fools,  let  them  ufe  their  talents. 

ALtH.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd,  for  being  fo  long  ab- 
fent : '  or,  to  be  tum'd  away ;  is  not  that  as  good  as  a 
hanging  to  you  ?. 

Clo.  Many  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  marriage ; 
and,  for  turning  away,  let  fummer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.  You  are  refolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither;  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two  points. 

Mar,  That,  if  one  break,  the  other  will  hold ;  or,  if 
both  break,  your  gafkins  fall. 

Clo.  Apt,  in  good  faith;  very  apt!  Well,  go  thy  way; 
if  Sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  a 
piece  of  Eve's  flefh  as  any  in  lUyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o'that ;  here  comes 
my  lady:  make  your  excufe  wifely,  you  were  beft.  [£xiV. 
Enter  Olifia  and  Malvoho. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  fooHng! 
Thofe  wits,  that  think  they  have  thee,  do  very  oft  prove 
fools  ;  and  I,  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee,  may  pafs  for  a 
wife  man :  For  what  fays  Quinapalu^  ?  Better  a  witty 
fool,  than  a  foolifh  wit ^God  blefs  thee,  lady  J 

Oli.  Take  the  fool  away, 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows?  Take  away  theJady, 

Oli.  Go  to,  you're  a  dry  foql ;  Til  no  more  of  you : 
l^eiides,  you  grow  difhoneft. 

(7x0,  Two  faults,  Madonna,  that  drink  and  good  coiux?- 
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fel  will  amend :  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  then  is  the 
fool  not  dry  ;  bid  the  dilhoneft  man  mend  himfelf ;  if 
he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  difhoneft  ;  if  h,c  cannot,  let  the 
botcher  mend  him :  Any  thing,  that's  mended,  is  but 
patch'd :  virtue,  that  tranfgrefles,  is  but  patched  with 
fin ;  and  fin,  that  amends,  is  but  patched  with  virtue : 
If  that  this  fimple  fyllogifm  will  ferve,  fo;  if  it  will  not. 
What  remedy  ?  As  there  -is  no  true  cuckold  but  cala- 
mity, {6  beauty's  a  flower : — the  lady  bade  take  away  the 
fool  i  therefore,  I  fay  again,  take  her  away. 

Oli.  Sir,  I  bade  them  take  away  you. 

Clo.  Mifprifion  in  the  higheft  degree ! — Lady,  CucuUus 
nonfacit  monacbum;  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  wear  not 
motley  in  my  brain.  Good  Madonna,  give  me  leave  to 
prove  you  a  fool. 

Oli.  Can  you  do  it  ^  * 

Clo.  Dexterioufly,  good  Pvladonna. 

Oli.  Make  your  proof. 

Cto.  I  muft  catechize  you  for  it,  Madonna;  Good  my 
moufe  of  virtue,  anfwer  me.  [proof. 

Oli.  Well,  fir,  for  want  of  other  idlenefs,  I'll  bide  your 

Clo.  Gk)od  Madonna,  why  mourn'ft  thou  ? 

Oli.  Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Clo.  I  think,  his  foul  is  in  hell.  Madonna. 

Oli.  I  know  his  foul  is  in  heaven,  fool. 

Clo.  The  more  fool  you.  Madonna,  to  mourn  for  your 
brother's  foul  being  in  heaven — ^Take  away  the  fool, 
gentlemen. 

Oli.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio  ?  doth  he 
ntot  mend  ? 

Mal.  Yes  ;  and  (hall  do,  till  the  pangs  of  death  (hake 
him :  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wife,  doth  ever  make  the 
l>etter  fool, 
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Clo.  God  fend  you,  fir,  a  fpeedy  infirmity,  for  the  bet-^ 
ter  encreafing  your  folly !  Sir  Toby  will  be  fworn,  that 
I  am  no  fox ;  but  he  will  not  pafs  his  word  for  two- 
pence that  you  are  no  fool. 

Oli.  How  fay  you  to  that,  Malvolio  ? 

Mal.  I  marvel  your  lady  (hip  takes  delight  in  fuch  a 
barren  rafcal ;  I  faw^him  put  down  the  other  day  with 
an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brain  than  a  (lone : 
Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard  already;  unlefs  you 
laugh  and  minifter  occafion  to  him,  he  is  gagg'd.  I  pto- 
teft,  I  take  thefe  wife  men,  thkt  crow  fo  at  thefe  fet  kind 
of  fools,  no  better  than  the  fooPs  zanies. 

Ox/.  O,  y5u  are  fick  of  felf-love,  Malvolio,  and  taftc. 
with  a  diftemper'd  appetite.  To  be  generous,  guiltlefs, 
and  of  free  difpofition,  is  to  take  thofe  things  for  bird- 
bolts,  that  you  deem  cannon-bullets :  There  is  no  ilan*^ 
der  in  an  allowed  fdol,  though  he^  do  nothing  but  rail  j 
nor  no  railing  in  a  known  difcreet  man,  though  he  do 
nothing  but  reprove. 

Clo.  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  leafing,  for  thou 
fpeak*fl  well  of  fools ! 

Re-enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  gentle- 
man, much  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Oli.  From  the  count  Orfino,  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  madam  ;  'tis  a  fair  young  man,  and 
well  attended. 

Olii  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ?  • 

Mar.  Sir  Toby,  madam,  your  kinfman. 

Oli.  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you ;  he  fpeaks  nothing 
but  madman:  Fie  on  him!  [Exit  AIaria.]  Go  you, 
Malvolia :  if  it  be  a  fuit  from  the  count,  I  am  fick,  or 
not  at  home  j  what  you  will,  to  diiiqQiis  it,     [Exit  MaIc* 

*  5 
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FOLio.'\   Now  you  fee,  fir,  how  your  fooling  grows  old, 
and  people  diflike  it. 

Clo.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us.  Madonna,  as  if  thy  eldeft 
fon  ihould  be  a  fool :  whofe  fcull  Jove  cram  with  brains, 
for  here  he  comes,  one  of  thy  kin,  has  a  moft  weak  pia 
mater. 

Enter  Sir  ^onr  Belch. 

Olj.  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk. — ^What  is  he  at  the 
gate,  coufin  ? 

Sir  To.  A  gentleman. 

Oli.  a  gentleman  ?  What  gentleman  ? 

Sir  7b.  Tis  a  gentleman  here — A  plague  o'thefe 
pickle-herrings ! — ^how  now,  fot  ? 

Clo.  Good  Sir  Toby, 

Oli.  Coufin,  coufin,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by 
this  lethargy  ? 

Sir  7b.  Lechery !  I  defy  lechery :  There's  one  at  the 
gate. 

Oli.  Ay,  marry ;  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil,  an  he  will,  I  care  not : 
give  me  faith,  fay  I.   •  Well,  it's,  all  one.  [Exit. 

Oli.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Likeadrown'dman,  a  fool,  and  a  madman  :  one 
draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool ;  the  fecond  mads 
him ;  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

Oli.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  coroner,  and  let  him  fit  o* 
my  coz;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink,  he's 
drownM :  go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet.  Madonna ;  and  the  fool  ihall 
look  to  the  madman.  [Exit  Clown. 

Re-^ttter  Ma  l  vol  10. 

Mal.  Madam,  yond  young  fellow  fwears  he  will  fpeak 
vith  you,    I  told  him  you  were  fi9k  i  he  takes  on  him 
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to^  underiland  fo  much,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak 
with  you  :  I  told  him  you  were  afleep;  he  feems  to  have 
a  fore-knowledge  of  that  too,  and  therefore  comes  to 
fpeak  with  you.  What  is  to  be  laid  to  him,  lady  ?  he's 
fortified  againft  any  denial. 

Ou.  Tell  him,  he  fhall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

Mal.  He  has  been  told  fo ;  and  he  fays,  he'll  iland  at 
your  door  like  a  {heriflT^s  poft,  and  be  the  fupporter  to  a 
bench,  but  he'll  fpeak  Tfrith  you. 

Ou,  What  kind  of  man  is  he  ? 

Mal.  Why,  of  man  kind» 

Oli.     What  manner  of  man  ? 

Mal.  Of  very  ill  manner  j  he'll  fpeak  with  you,  will 
you,  or  no* 

Ou.  Of  what  perfonage,  and  years,  is  he  ? 

Mal.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young  enough 
for  a  boy ;  as  a  fquafh  is  before  'tis  a  peafcod,  or  a  cod- 
ling when  'tis  almoft  an  apple :  'tis  with  hfm  e'en  ftand* 
ing  water,  between  boy  and  man.  He  is  very  well-fa- 
vour'd,  and  he  fpeaks  very  fhrewifhly  ;  one  wQuld  thinks 
his  mother^s  milk  were  fcarce  out  of  him. 

Oli.  Let  him  approach  :  Call  in  my  gentlewoman. 

Mal.  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Maria. 

Oli.  Give  me  my  veil :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my  face  j 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orfino's  cmbaffy. 

Enter  Viola. 

Vio.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  houfe,  which  is  fhe? 

Ou.  Speak  to  me,  I  fliall  anfwer  for  her ;  Your  will  ? 

.  Vio.  Moft  radiant,  exquifite,  and  unmatchable  beauty, 

-^I  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  this  be  the  lady  of  the  houfe, 

for  I  never  faw  her :  I  would  be  loth  to  caft  away  my 

Ipeech ;  for,  befides  that  it  is  .excellently  well  penn'd,  I 
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have  taken  great  pains  to  con  it.  Good  beauties,  let  me 
fuftain  no  fcom ;  I  am  very  comptible,  even  to  the  leaft 
linifter  ufage. 

Olj.  Whence  came  you,  fir  ? 

Fio.  I  can  fay  little  more  than  I  have  ftudied,  and 
that  queftion's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle  one,  give 
me  modeft  affurance,  if  you  be  the  lady  of  the  houfe, 
that  I  may  proceed  in  my  fpeech. 

Olj.  Are  you  a  comedian  ? 

Fio.  No,  my  profoimd  heart :  and  yet,  by  the  very 
fangs  of  malice,  I  fwear,  I  am  not  that  I  play.  Are  you 
the  lady  of  the  houfe  ? 

Oli.  If  I  do  not  ufurp  myfelf,  I  am. 

Fio.  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  (he,  you  do  ufurp  your- 
felf ;  for  what  is  yours  to  beftow,  is  not  yours  to  referve. 
But  this  is  from  my  commiflion:  I  will  on  with  my 
fpeech  iA  your  praife,  and  then  fliew  you  the  heart  of 
my  meflage.  * 

Oli.  Come  to  what  is  important  in't :  I  forgive  you 
the  praife.. 

Fio.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  ftudy  it,  and  'tis  poe- 
tical. 

Oli.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feign'd;  I  pray  you, 
keep  it  in.  I  heard,  you  were  fancy  at  my  gates  ;  and 
allow'd  your  approach,  rather  to  wonder  at  you  than  to 
hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone ;  if  you  have 
reafon,  be  brief:  'tis  not  that  time  of  moon  with  me, 
to  make  one  in  fo  fkipping  a  dialogue. 

Mjr.  Will  you  hoift  fail,  fir  ?  here  lies  your  way. 

Fio.  No,  good  fwabber ;  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little 
longer — Some  mollification  for  your  giant,  fweet  lady« 

Oli.  Tell  me  your  mind. 

Fio.  I  am  a  meflfenger. 
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Oil.  Sure,  you  have  fome  hideous  matter  to  deliver, 
when  the  courtefy  of  it  is  fo  fearful.    Speak  your  office. 

Vio,  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no  overture 
of  war,  no  taxation  of  hbmage ;  I  hold  the  olive  in  my 
hand :  my  words  are  as  full  of  peace  as  matter. 

Oli.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you?  what 
would  you  ? 

Vio.  The  rudenefs^  that  hath  appear'd  in  me,  have  I 
leam'd  from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what 
I  would,  are  as  fecret  as  maiden-head :  to  your  ears,  di- 
vinity ;  to  any  other's,  prophanation. 

Oli.  Give  us  ti;e  place  alone :  we  will  hear  thS  divi- 
nity. [Exit  Maria."]  Now,  fir,  what  is  your  text  ? 

Vio.  Mod  fweet  lady,-^ — 

Oli.  a  comfortable  dodrine,  and  much  may  be  faid 
of  it.    Where  Ues  your  text  ? 

Vio.  In  Orfino's  bofom. 

Oli.  In  his  bofom  ?  In  what  chapter  of  his  bofom  ? 

Vio.  To  anfwer  by  the  method,  in  the  firft  of  his  heart. 

Qli.  O,  I  have  read  it ;  it  is  herefy.  Have  you  no 
more  to  fay  ? 

Vio.  Good  madam,  let  me  fee  your  face. 

Oli.  Have  you  any  commiffion  from  your  lord  to  ne- 
gotiate with  my  face  ?  you  are  now  out  of  your  text : 
but  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  fhew  you  the  pidure. 
Look  you,  fir,  fuch  a  one  I  was  this  prefent :  Is't  not 
well  done  ?  [Unveiling. 

Vio.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli.  Tis  in  grain,  fir;  'twill  endure  wind  and  weather. 

Vio.  'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on : 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruel'ft  fhe  alive. 
If  you  will  lead  thefe  graces  to  the  grave, 
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And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

Oli.  O,  fir,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted  ;  I  will  give 
out  divers  fchedules  of  my  beauty :  It  fliall  be  inven- 
toried; and  every  particle,  and  utenfil,  labeled  to  my 
will :  as,  itetn,  two  lips  indifferent  red  j  item,  two  grey 
eyes,  with  Hds  to  them ;  item,  one  neck»  one  chin,  4hd 
fo  forth.     Were  you  fent  hither  to  'praife  me  ? 

Fio.  I  fee  you  what  you  are  :  you  are  too  proud ;. 
But,  if  you  were  the  devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  lord  and  matter  loves  you  ;  O,  fuch  love 
Could  be  but  recompensed,  though  yon  were  crown'd 
The  non-pareil  of  beauty  !  ^^ 

Oli.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

Fio.  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears. 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  fighs  of  fire. 

Oli.  Your  lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot  love  him  ^ 
Yet  I  fuppofe  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  eflate,  of  frefli  aiid  ftainlefs  youth ; 
In  vbices  well  divulg'd,  free,  learn'd,  and  valiant, 
And,  In  dimenfion,  and  the  fhape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  perfon :  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him  ; 
He  might  have  took  his  anfwer  long  ago* 

Fio.  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  mailer's  flame, 
With  fuch  a  fuffering,  fuch  a  deadly  life. 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  fenfe, 
I  would  not  underftand  it. 
Oil.  Why,  what  would  you  ? 
Pio.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate^ 
Atid  call  upon  my  foul  within  the  houfe ; 
Write  loyal  cantons  of  contemned  love. 
And  fing  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  n^ght ; 
Holla  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills. 
And  make  the  babbling  goflip  of  the  air 
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y 

Cry  out,  Olivia !  O,  you  Ihould  not  reft 
Betweeji  the  elements  of  air  and  earth, 
But  you  ihould  pity  me. 

On.  You  might  do  much  :  Ai^at  is  your  parentage  ? 

Fio.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  ftate  is  well :  I  am  a 
gentleman. . 

On.  Get  you  to  your  lord ; 
I  cannot  love  him :  let  him  fend  no  more ; 
Unlefs,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again, 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it.     Fare  you  well : 
I  thank  you  Sot  your  pains  :  fpend  this  for  me. 

Fio.  I  am  no  fee'd  poft,  lady ;  keep  your  purfe ; 
My  mafter,  not  myfelf,  lacks  recompenfe. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  (hall  love ; 
And  let  your  fervour,  like  my  matter's,  be 
Plac'd  in  contempt !  Farewel,  fair  cruelty.  [Exit. 

^Oli.  What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Jtbove  my  fortunes,  yet  myjlate  is  well: 

I  am  a  gentleman ^I'll  be  fwom  thou  art ; 

Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  limbs,  adions,  and  fpirit, 

Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon: — Not  too  faft: — ^foft!  foft.'* 

Unlefs  the  mafter  were  the  man. — How  now  ? 

Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  ? 

Methinks,  I  feel  this  youth's  perfedions, 

With  an  invifible  and  fubtle  ftealth. 

To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.    Well,  let  it  be.— 

What,  ho,  Malvolio  ! — 

'Re-enter  Mal folio, 

Mal.  Here,  madam,  at  your  fervice. 

Oli.  Run  after  that  fame  peevifti  meflenger. 
The  coxmty's  man  :  he  left  this  ring  behind  him. 
Would  I,  or  not ;  tell  him,  Til  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord, 
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Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes ;  I  am  not  for  him  ; 

If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 

ril  give  him  reafons  fpr*t.    Hie  thee,  Malvoho. 

Mjl.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit, 

Oli.  I  do  I  know  not  what ;  and  fear  to  find 

Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind. 

Fate,  fliew  thy  force :  Ourfelves  we  do  not  owe  ; 

What  is  decreed,  muft  be  j  and  he  this  fo !  [Exit. 


ACTIL 
SCENE  I.    Hbe  Sea-^coaft. 
Enter  Antonio,  and  Sebastian. 

Ant.  Will  you  flay  no  longer?  nor  will  you  not,  that 
I  go  with  you  ? 

See.  By  your  patience,  no :  my  flars  fhine  darkly  ovex 
me ;  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might,  perhaps,  diflem- 
per  yours ;  therefore  I  fhall  crave  of  you  your  leave, 
that  I  may  bear  my  evils  alone  ;  It  were  a  bad  recomr 
penfe  for  your  love,  to  lay  any  of  them  on  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are  bound. 

See.  No,  footh,  fir ;  my  determinate  voyage  is  mer^c 
extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excellent  a 
touch  of  modefly,  that  you  will  not  extort  from  me  what 
\  am  willing  to  keep  in ;  therefore  it  charges  me  in 
manners  the  rather  to  exprefs  myfelf.  You  mufl  know 
pf  me  then,  Antonio,  my  name  is  Sebaflian,  which  I 
caird  Rodorigo ;  my  father  was  that  Sebaflian  of  Mefla- 
line,  whom  I  know,  you  have  heard  of:  he  left  behind 
him,  myfelf,  and  a  filler,  both  born  in  an  hour  ;  If  the 
heavens  had  been  pleas'd,  Vould  we  had  fo  ended !  but, 
you,  fir,  alter'd  that ;  for,  fome  hour  before  you  took 
me  from  the  breach  of  the  fea,  was  my  fifler  drawn'd^ 
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Ant.  Alas,  the  day  ! 

Sbb.  a  lady,  fir,  though  it  was  faid  (he  much  refem- 
bled  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful :  but, 
though  I  could  not,  with  fuch  eftimable  wonder,  over- 
far  believe  that,  yet  thus  far  I  will  boldly  publifh  her, 
fhe  bore  a  mind  that  envy  could  not  but  call  fair :  fhe  is 
drown'd  already,  fir,  with  fait  water,  though  I  feem  to 
drown  her  remembrance  again  with  more. 

Ant,  Pardon  me,  fir,  your  bad  entertainment. 

Seb.  O,  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 

Ant.  If  you  will  not  murder  me  for  my  love,  let  me 
be  your  fervant. 

See.  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that 
is,  kill  him  whom  you  have  recovered,  defire  it  not. 
Fare  ye  well  at  once :  my  bofoiu  is  full  of  kindnefs ; 
and  I  am  yet  fo  near  the  manners  of  my  mother,  that 
upon  the  lead  occafion  more,  mine.feyes  will  tell  tales  of 
me.     I  am  bound  to  the  count  Orfino's  court ;  farewel. 

[Exit. 

Ant.  The  gentlenefs  of  all  the  gods  go  with  thee ! 
I  have  many  enemies  in  Orfino's  court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  Ihortly  fee  thee  there : 
But,  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo, 
That  danger  fhall  feem  fport,  and  I  will  go.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II.   A  Street. 
Entet  Viola  ;  Mal  vol  lofollawing. 
Mal.  Were  not  you  even  now  with   the  countefs 
Olivia  ? 

Vio.  Even  now,  fir ;  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have  fince 
^rived  but  hither. 

Mal.  She  returns  this  ring  to  you,  fir ;  you  might 
^ftve  faved  me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it  away  youin 
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felf.  She  adds  moreover,  that  you  (hould  put  your  lord 
into  a  defperate  aflurance  (he  will  none  of  him :  And 
one  thing  more  ;  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to  come 
again  in  his  aflfairs,  unlefs  it  be  to  report  your  lord's  tik-^ 
ing  of  this.     Receive  it  fo. 

Fio.  She  took  the  ring. of  me  ;  FU  none  of  it. 

Mjl.  Come,  fir,  you  peevi(hly  threw  it  to  her ;  and 
her  will  is,  it  fhould  be  fo  returned :  if  it  be  worth 
flooping  for,  there  it  lies  in  your  eye  ;  if  not,  be  it  his 
that  finds  it,  [Exit, 

.    Fio.  I  left  no  ring  with  her  :  What  means  this  lady  ? 
Fortune  forbid,  my  out  fide  have  not  charmed  her ! 
She  made  good  view  of  me  ;  indeed,  fo  much, 
That,  fure,  methought,  her  eyes  had  loft  her  tongue. 
For  ihe  did  fpeak  in  ftarts  diftradedly, 
She  loves  me,  fure  ;  the  cunning  of  her  pafilon 
Invites  me  in  this  churlifti  meflfenger. 
None  of  my  lord's  ring  !  why,  he  fent  her  none, 
I  am  the  man  ; — If  it  be  fo,  (as  'tis) 
Poor  lady,  fhe  were  better  love  a  dream, 
Difguife,  I  fee,  thou  art  a  wickednefs. 
Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 
How  eafy  is  it,  for  the  properrfalfe 
In  women's  waxen  hearts  to  fet  their  forms ! 
Alas;  our  frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we  j 
For,  fuch  as  we  arc  made  of,  fuch  we  be. 
How  will  this  fadge  ?  My  ipafter  loves  her  dearly ; 
And  I,  poor  monfter,  fond  as  much  on  him ; 
And  ftie,  miftaken,  feems  to  dote  on  me  : 
What  will  become  of  this  ?  As  I  am  man, 
My  ftate  is  defperate  for  n^y  mafter's  love  ; 
As  I  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day  ! 
^hat  thriftlefs  fighs  fhall  poor  OUvia  br^the  ? 
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0  time,  thou  muft  untangle  this,  not  I ; 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  to  untie.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.  ARoominOLiru's  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  'Tobv  Beicb^  and  Sir  Andrew 

Agve-cheek. 

Sir  To.  Approach,  fir  Andrew :  not  to  be  a^bed  after 
midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes  ;  and  dilucuh  furgtre^  thou 
know'il, n 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  but  I  know, 
to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  falfe  concluiion ;  I  hate  it  as  an  unfiU'd 
can :  To  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed  then, 
is  early ;  fo  that,  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight,  is  to  go 
to  bed  betiines.  Do  not  our  lives  conftft  of  the  four 
elements  ? 

Sir  And.  Taith,  fo  they  fay ;  but,  I  think,  it  rather 
confifls  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  7b.  Thou  art  a  fcholar ;  let  us  therefore  eat  and 

drink — ^Marian,  I  fay ! a  ftoop  of  wine ! 

E^ttr  Clown. 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool,  r&ith. 

Clo.  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  Did  you  never  fee  the 
pidure  of  we  three  ? 

Sir  7b.  Welcome,  afs.    Now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent  brealL 

1  had  rather  than  forty  (hillings  I  had  fuch  a  leg ;  and 
fo  fweet  a  breath  to  fing,  as  the  fool  has.  In  fooch,  thou 
wail  in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  night,  when  thou  fpok- 
eft  of  Figrogromitus,  of  the  Vapians  pafiing  the  equi- 
nodial  of  Queubus ;  *twas  very  good,  ifaith.  I  fent 
thee  fix-p^nce  for  thy  leman ;  Hadft  it  ? 

Qlo.  I  did  injpeticos  thy  gratillity ;  for  Malvcdio's  nofe 
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is  no  whipflock :  My  lady  has  a  white  hand,  and  the 
Myrmidons  are  no  bottle-Ale  houfes. 

Sir  ^nd.  Excellent !    Why,  this  is  the  beft  fooling, 
when  all  is  done.     Now,  a  fong. 

Sir  7b.  Come  on ;  there  is  iix'-pence  for  you :  let's 
have  a  fong. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  teftril  of  me  too :  if  one  knight 

give  a 

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  love-fong,  or  a  fong  of  good  life  ? 

Sir  To,  A  love-fong,  a  love-fong. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  ay  ;  I  care  not  for  good  life. 

S  0  ii  G. 
Clo,  0  mifirefs  mine,  where  are  you  roaming  ? 
O^Jiay  and  hear;  your  true  Imis  conmg^ 
^  That  canjing  both  high  and  low ; 

I'rip  no  further,  pretty  fweeting  ; 
"Journeys  end  in  lovers*  meeting. 
Every  wife  maris  fon  doth  know. 
Sir  And.  Excellent  good,  i'faith ! 
Sir  7b.  Good,  good. 
Clo.  What  is.  love  ?  ^tis  not  herecfter; 
Prefent  mirth  hath  prefent  laughter; 

Whafs  to  come,  isfiill  unfure : 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty; 
Tien  come  kifs  me,fweet  and  twenty, 
Touth^s  a  fluff  will  not  endure. 
Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  true  knight. 
Sir  7b.  A  contagious  breath. 
Sir  And.  Very  fweet  and  contagious^  i'faith. 
Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  nofe,  it  is  dulcet  in  contagion. 
But  (hall  we  make  the  welkin  dance  indeed  ?.  Shall  we 
roufe  the  night-owl  in  a  catch,  that  will  draw  three  fouls 
out  of  one  weaver  ?  fliall  we  do  that  ? 
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Sir  And.  An,  you  love  me,  let's  do't :  I  am  dog  at  a 
catch. 

Clo.  By'r  lady,  fir,  and  fome  dogs  will  catch  welL 

Sir  And.  Moft  certain  :  let  our  catch  be,  Tbou  knave. 

Clo.  Hold  tby  peace^  thou  knave,  knight !  I  fhall  be  con- 
ftrain'd  in't  to  call  thee  knave,  knight. 

Sir  And.  Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  cohftrain'd  one 
to  call  me  knave.     Begin,  fool ;  it  begins,  Hold  tby  peace. 

Clo.  I  Ihall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir,  And,  Gk)od,  i'feuth !  Come,  begin. 

[ftbeyjing  a  Catcb. 
Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  catterwauling  do  you  keep  here !  If  my 
lady  have  not  calPd  up  her  fteward,  Malvolio,  and  bid 
him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  truft  me.  ^ 

Sir  7b.  My  lady's  a  Cataian,  we  are  politicians  ;  Mal- 
yolio's  ^  Peg-a-rRamfey,  and  Tbree  merry  men  be  jve.  Am 
not  I  confanguineous  ?  am  I  not  of  her  blood  ?  Tilly- 
valley  lady  !  Tbere  dwelt  a  man  in  Babylon,  lady,  lady  ! 

ISinging. 

Clo.  Befhrew  me,  the  knight's  in  admirable  fooling. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  he  does  well  enough,  if  he  be  difpos'd, 
and  fo  do  I  too  ;  he  does  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I  do 
it  more  natural. 

Sir  To.  0,  tbe  twelftb  day  of  December ^.r—         [Singing. 

Mar.  For  the  love  o'God,  peace. 
Enter  Malvolio. 

Mal.  My  mailers,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are  you  ? 
Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honefty,  but  to  gabble 
like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Do  ye  make  an  ale- 
houfe  of  my  lady's  houfe,  that  ye  fqueak  out  your  cozi- 
prs'  catches  without  any  mitigation  or  remorfe  of  voice? 
Is  there  no  refped  of  place,  perfons,  nor  tinxe,  iji  yQu  I 
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Sjr  To.  We  did  keep  time,  fir,  in  our  catcher,  Sneck 
up! 

ALfx/Sir  Toby,  I  muft  be  round  with  you.  My  lady 
bade  me  tell  you,  that,  though  (he  harbours  you  as  her 
kinfman,  file's  nothing  allied  to  your  diforders.  If  you 
can  feparate  yourfelf  and  your  mifdemeanors,  you  are 
welcome  to  the  houfe  ;  if  not,  an  it  would  pleafe  you 
to  take  leave  of  her,  fhe  is  very  willing  to  bid  you  fare- 
wel.  , 

Sir  7b.  Farewel,  dear  heart,  Jince  I  muft  needs  be  gone, 

Mal.  Nay,  good  fir  Toby. 

Clo.  His  eyes  dojhew  bis  days  are  ahnojl  done^ 

Mal.  Is't  even  fo  ? 

Sir  To.  Bat  I  will  never  die. 

Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 

Mal.  This  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.  Sball  I  bid  him  go  f  [Singing. 

Clo.  What  an  if  you  do  f      v 

Sir  To.  Sball  I  bid  bim  go,  and /pare  not  ? 

Clo.  0  nOy  no,  no,  no,  you  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Out  o*time  ?  fir,  ye  lie.^— Art  any  more  than 
a  fteward  ?  Doft  thou  think,  becatife  thou  art  virtuous, 
there  (hall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne ;  and  ginger  (hall  be  hot 
i'the  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  ThouVt  i'the  right,-^^o,  fir,  rub  your  chain 
with  crums  : — A  fl:oop  of  wine,  Maria  ! 

Mal.  Miftrefs  Mary,  if  you  priz'd  my  lady's  favour 
at  any  thing  more  than  contempt,  you  would  not  give 
means  for  this  uncivil  rule  ;  flie  fliall  know  of  it,  by  this 
hand.  [Exit. 

Mar.  Go  fliake  your  ears. 

Sir  And.  Twere  as  good  a  deed,  as  to  drink  when  a 
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man's  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the  field ;  and  then 
to  break  promife  with  him,  and  make  a  fool  of  him, 

SiK  5o.  Do*t,  knight ;  FU  write  thee  a  challenge ;  or 
1*11  deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of  mouth-. 

Mak.  Sweet  fir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night ;  fince 
the  youth  of  the  count's  was  to-day  with  my  lady,  fhe  is 
much  out  of  quiet.  For  monfieur  Malvolio,  let  me 
alone  with  him  :  if  I  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nayword, 
and  make  him  a  common  recreation,  do  not  think  I 
have  wit  engugh  to  lie  ilraight  in  my  bed  :  I  know,  I 
can  do  it. 

SiK  To.  Poffefs  us,  pofiefs  us ;  tell  us  fomething  df  him. 

MjiR.  Marry,  fir,  fomctimes  he  is  a  kind  of  Puritan. 

Sir  j4nd.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  Td  beat  him  like  a  dog- 

Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan?  thy  exquifite  rea- 
fon,  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquifite  reafon  for't,  but  I  have 
reafon  good  enough. 

Mar.  The  devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing 
conftantly  but  a  time-pleafer ;  an  afFedion'd  afs,  that 
cons  Hate  without  book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths : 
the  beft  perfuaded  of  himfclf,  fo  cramm'd,  as  he  thinks, 
with  excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  faith,  that  all, 
that  look  on  him,  love  him  ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him 
will  my  revenge  find  notable  caufe  to  work. 

Sir  7b.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfcure  epifl:les  of 
love ;  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the  fliap6  of 
his  leg,  die  manner  of  his  gait,  the  expreflure  of  his  eye, 
forehead,  and  complexion,  he  fhall  find  himfelf  moft 
feelingly  perfonated :  I  can  write  very  like  my  lady, 
your  niece  j  on  a  forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make 
diilindicMi  of  our  hands. 
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Sir  7b.  Excellent !  I  fmell  a  device. 

Sir  And.  I  have't  in  my  nofe  too. 

Sir  To.  He  fhall  think,  by  the  letters  that  thou  wilt 
drop,  that  they  come  from  my  niece,  and  that  (he  is  in 
love  with  him. 

MdR.  My  purpofe  is,  indeed,  a  horfe  of  that  colour. 

iS'jit  And.  And  your  horfe  now  would  make  him  an  afs. 

MjtR.  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O,  'twill  be  admirable. 

MjiR.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you :  I  know,  my  phyiick 
will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two,  and  let  the 
fool  make  a  third,  where  he  ihall  find  the  letter;  ob- 
ferve  his  conftrudion  of  it.  For  this  night,  to  bed,  and 
dream  on  the  event.    Farewel.  {Exit. 

Sir  To.  Good  night,  Penthefilea. 

Sir  And.  Before  me,  (he's  a  good  wench. 

Sir  To.  She's  a  beagle,  true--bred,  and  one  that  adores 
me ;  What  o'that  ? 

Sir  And.  I  was  adored  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  bed,  knight. — ^Thou  hadft  need  fend 
for  more  money. 

,     Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  niece,  I  am  a  foul 
way  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  money,  knight ;  if  thou  haft  her  not 
i*the  end,  call  me  Gut. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you 
will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come ;  I'll  go  bum  fome  fack,  'tis  too 
late  to  go  to  bed  now :  come^  knight ;  come,  knight. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.   A  Roam  in  the  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Duke,  Fiolj,  CtfRio,  and  Otters. 
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Duke.  Give  me  feme  mulick  :— Now,  good  morrow, 
friends : 
Now,  good  Ceiario,  but  that  piece  of  fong, 
That  old  and  antique  fong  we  heard  laft  night ; 
Methought,  it  did  relieve  my  pafllon  much  ; 
More  than  Ught  airs,  and  recolleded  terms, 
Of  thefe  moft  brifk  and  giddy-paced  times  :      ■  ■ 
Come,  but  one  verfe, 

CtJK.  He  is  not  here,  fo  pleafe  your  lordihip,  that  (hould 
fmgit.  • 

DvKE.  Who  was  it  ?  ^ 

CvK.  Fefte,  the  jefter,  my  lord ;  a  fool,  that  the  lady 
Olivia's  father  took  much  deUght  in :  he  is  about  the 
houfe. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  time  the  while. 

[Exit  Curio. — Mufich 
Come  hither,  boy ;  If  ever,  thou  fhalt  love. 
In  the  fweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me : 
For,  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are  ; 
Unilaid  and  fkittifh  in  all  motions  elfe. 
Save,  in  the  conflant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd ^How  doll  thou  like  this  tune  ? 

Vio.  It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  feat 
Where  Love  is  thf  on*d. 

Duke.  Thou  doft  fpeak  maflerly  : 
My  life  upon't,  young  though  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  ftay'd  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves ; 
Hath  it  not,  boy  ? 

yio.  A  Uttle,  by  your  favour. 

Duke.  What  kind  of  woman  is*t  ? 

Vio.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.  What  years^l^ikith? 

Vio.  About  your  years,  my  lord. 


DjTKSi  Too  old,  by  heaven ;  Let  ftill  the  woman  take 
An  elder  than  herfelf ;  fo  wears  flie  to  him, 
So  fways  fhe  level  in  her  huiband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praife  ourfelves,  ^  ,^ 

Chir  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loft  and  worn,  j 

Than  women's  are.  f 

Fjo.  I  think  it  well,  my  lord.  i 

DuKB.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyfelf^  ] 

Or  thy  afFedion  cannot  hold  the  bent :, 
For  women  are  as  rofes  ;  whofe  fair  flower, 
Being  once  difplay'd,  doth  fall  that  very  hour« 
Pio.  And  fo  they  are :  alas,  that  they  are  fo ; 
To  die,  even  when  they  to  perfedion  grow ! 
Ri'-entet  GuEio  and  Clown. 
Duks.  O  fellow,  come,  the  fong  we  had  laft  night  :— 
Mark  it,  Gefario  ;  it  is  old,  and  plain  : 
The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun. 
And  the  free  maids,  that  weave  their  thread  withbone^ 
Do  ufe  to  chaunt  it ;  it  is  filly  footh. 
And  dalUes  with  the  innocence  of  love. 
Like  the  old  age, 
Clo.  Are  you  ready,  fit  ? 

Duke.  Ay  j  pr'ythee,  fing.  [Mt^tdtM 

SONG. 
Clo.      Come  imay,  come  Muay^  deatb^ 
And  in  fad  iyprtfi  Ut  nu  be  laid; 

Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath  ; 
I  amjlain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
Myfbroud  of  wkite^fluck  aU  with  yetv^ 

0,  prepare  it ;  ^ 

My  part  of  death  notmefo  true 
Didfbare  it^ 
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IJot  a  flower  J  not  a  flower  fweet^ 
On  my  black  toffin  let  there  heflrcrwn; 

Not  a  friend^  not  a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corpfe^  where  my  bones  flydll  be  thrown : 
A  ihoufand  tboufandfighs  tofceoe^ 

Lay  me^  0^  where 
Sad  true  lover  ne'er  find  my  grave; 
To  weep  there: 
Duke.  There's  for  thy  pains. 
Clo.  No  pains,  fir ;  I  take  pleaTure  in  finging,  fir. 
DttKB.  ril  pay  thy  pleafure  then. 
Clo.  Truly,  fir,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid,  one  time  or' 
Another. 

Duke.  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 
Clo.  Now,  the  melancholy  god  proted  thee  ;  and  the 
tailor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  taf&ta,  for  thy 
mind  is  a  very  opal ! — ^I  would  have  men  of  ftich  con- 
llancy  put  to  fea,  that  their  bufinefs  might  be  every 
thing,  and  their  intent  every  where  ;  for  that's  it,-  that 
always  makes  a  good  voyage  of  nothing. — Farewel. 

[Exit  CLOWNi 
DuKS.  Let  all  the  refl:  give  place.'— 

[Exeunt  GvRio  and  Attendants^ 
Once  more,  Cefario, 

Get  thee  to  yon'  fame  fovercign  cruelty : 
Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world, 
Prizes  ndt  quantity  of  dirty  lands ; 
The  parts  that  fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her^ 
Tell  her,  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune ; 
But  'tis  that  miracle^  and  <Jueen  of  gems, 
'That  liature  pranks  her  in,  attrads  my  foul. 
Fio.  But,  if  ftie  cannot  love  you,  fir  ? 
DuKs.  I  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd. 
Vol.  I.  S 
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Vio.  'Sooth,  but  you  mufl. 
Say,  that  fome  lady,  as,  perhaps,  there  is. 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia :  you  cannot  love  her ; 
You  tell  her  fo ;  Mufl  fhe  not  then  be  anfwer'd  ? 

Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  fides, 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  flrong  a  paffion 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :  no  woman's  heart 
So  big,  to  hold  fo  much ;  they  lack  retention. 
Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite, — 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate,— 
That  fuflfer  furfeit^  cloyment,  and  revolt ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  fea, 
And  can  digefl  as  much :  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me, 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Vio.  Ay,  But  I  know, — 

DvKB.  What  dofl  thou  know  ? 

Vio.  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  may  owe 
In  faith,  they  are  as  true  of  heart  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man. 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman, 
I  fhould  your  lordfhip. 

Duke.  And  what's  her  hiflory  ? 

Vio.  a  blank,  my  lord  :  She  never  told  her  love. 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'the  bud. 
Feed  on  her  damafk  cheek :  fhe  pin'd  in  thought ; 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 
She  fat  like  patience  on  a  monument, 
Smiling  at  grief.     Was  not  this  love,  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more  :  but,  indeed^ 
Our  fhows  are  more  than  will ;  for  ftill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but.  little  in  our  love. 
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DvKB.  But  dy'd  thy  lifter  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 

Vio.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  houfe, 
And  all  the  brothers  too ; — and  yet  I  know  not  :-*<- 
Sir,  fhall  I  to  this  lady  ? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  theme. . 
To  her  in  hafte ;  give  her  this  jewel ;  fay, 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.         [EpfemU 

SCENE  F.  OnriA's  Garden. 
Enter  Sir  T'osr  Bblch^  Sir  Andrew  Aque-cbeek^ 

and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  lignior  Fabian. 

Fab.  Nay,  Til  come  ;  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple  of  this  fport^ 
let  me  be  boiPd  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir  7b.  Would'ft  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  nig- 
gardly rafcally  flieep-biter  come  by  fome  notable  fhame  ? 

Fab.  I  would  exult,  man  :  you  know,  he  brought  me 
out  of  favour  with  my  lady,  about  a  bear-baiting  here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him,  we'll  have  the  bear  again ;  and 
we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue : — Shall  we  not,  fir^ 
Andrew ! 

Sir  And.  An  we  do  not,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives. 
Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain  :*^How  now,  my 
nettle  of  India  ? 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree :  Malvolio's 
coming  down  this  walk  ;  he  has  been  yonder  i'the  fun, 
pradiiing  behaviour  to  his  own  fhadow,  this  half  hour  : 
obferve  him,  for  the  love  of  mockery ;  for,  I  know, 
this  letter  will  make  a  contemplative  ideot  of  him.  Clofe, 
in  the  name  of  jefting!  ["Tbe  men  hide  themfelves^  Lie 
thpu  there ;  \tbr(nvs  dcrwn  a  letter.^  for  here  comes  the 
trout  that  muft  be  caught  with  tickling*     [Exit  Maria. 

Sij 
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Enter  Ma Lr OLIO. 

Mal.  Tis  but  fortune ;  all  is  fortune.  Maria  once 
told  me,  Ihe  did  affedl  me:  and  I  have  heard  herfelf 
come  thus  near,  that,  fhould  fhe  fancy,  it  fhould  be  one 
of  my  complexion.  Befides,  fhe  ufes  me  with  a  more 
exalted  refped,  than  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her.  What 
fhould  I  think  on't  ? 

Sir  7b.  Here's  an  over-weening  rogue ! 

Fab.  O,  peace !  Contemplation  makes  a  rare  turkey- 
cock  of  him  ;  how  he  jets  under  his  advanced  plumes ! 

Sir  And.  'Slight,  I  could  fo  beat' the  rogue : — 

Sir  7b.  Peace,  I  fay. 

Mal.  To  be  count  Malvolio ; — 

Sir  7b.  Ah,  rogue  ! 

Sir  And.  Piflol  him,  piflol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace  ! 

Mal.  There  is  example  for't ;  the  lady  of  the  flrachy 
married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel ! 

Fab.  O,  peace !  now  he's  deeply  in  j  look,  how  ima- 
gination blows  him. 

Mal.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her,  fit- 
ting in  my  flate, — 

Sir  7b.  O,  for  a  flone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the  eye  ! 

Mal.  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my  branched 
velvet  gown ;  having  come  from  a  day-bed,  where  I 
have  left  Olivia  lleeping  : 

Sir  7b.  Fire  and  brimflone  ! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace  ! 

Mal.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  ftate :  and  af- 
ter a  demure  travel  of  regard, — ^telling  them,  I  know 
my  place,  as  I  would  they  fhould  do  theirs,-*-to  aik  for 
my  kinfman  Toby : 
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SiK  7b,  Bolts  and  fhackles  ! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace,  peace  !  now,  now. 

Mal.  Seven  of  my  people,  with  an  obedient  ftart, 
make  out  for  him  :  I  frown  the  while  ;  and,  perchance, 
wind  up  my  watch,  or  play  with  fome  rich  jeweL  Toby 
approaches ;  court'fies  there  to  me : 

SiK  7b.  Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 

Fab.  Though  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us 'with  cars, 
yet  peace. 

Mal.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching  my 
familiar  fmile  with  an  auftere  regard  of  control : 

Sir  7b.  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o*the 
lips  then  ? 

Mal.  Saying,  Cotffin  7'oby^  my  fortunes  having  ca/l  m^  on 
your  niece,  give  me  this  prerogative  offpeecb;.^ 

Sir  7b.  What,  what  ? 

Mal.  You  muft  amend  your  drunkennefs. 

Sir  7b.  Out,  fcab  ! 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  finews  of  our 
plot. 

Mal.  Bejides^  you  wqfle  tbe  treqfure  of  your  time  with  a 
foolifb  knigbt; 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Mal.  One  Sir  Andrew: 

Sir  And:  I  knew,  'twas  I ;  for  many  do  call  me  fool, 

Mal.  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 

leaking  up  tbe  letter^ 

Fab.  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

Sir  7b.  O,  peace !  and  the  fpirit  of  humours  intimate 
reading  aloud  to  him ! 

Mal.  By  my  life,  this  is  my  lady's  hand :  thefe  be  her. 
very  Cs,  her  IPs,  and  her  Ts ;  and  thus  makes  fhe  her 
great  P's.    It  is,  in  contempt  of  queftion,  her  hand. 
.  Suj 
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Sir  And.  Her  Cs,  her  U\  and  her  T^s  :  Why  that  ? 

Mal.  [reads]  Ih  the  unknown  behved^  tbis^  and  my  good 
vi/bes :  her  very  phrafes  I — By  your  leave,  wax. — Soft  ! 
— and  the  impreflure  her  Lucrece,  with  which  (he  ufes 
to  feal :  'tis  my  lady :  To  whom  fhould  this  be  ? 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  liver  and  all. 

Mal.  [reads.']  Jove  knows ^  I  hve : 
Bat  who  ? 
Lips  do  not  move^ 
No  man  mufl  know. 
No  man  mu/l  inow.-^What  follows?  the  numbers  Altered  J 
—.ATe?  man  muft  know : — If  this  fhould  be  thee,  Malvolio  ? 

Sir  7b.  Marry,  hang  thee,  brock ! 

Mal.  I  may  command,  where  I  adore : 
Butjilence^  like  a  Lu^rece  khtfe^ 
With  bloodlefsjiroke,  my  heart  doth  gore; 
M,  O,  A,  I,  doth /way  my  life. 

Fab,,  a  fuftian  riddle ! 

Sir  To.  Excellent  wench,  fay  I. 

Mal.  M,  0,  A^  /,  doth /way  my  life. — ^Nay,  but  firft,  let 
kt  me  fee, — ^let  me  fee, — ^let  me  fee. 

Fab.  What  a  difli  of  poifon  has  fhe  drefs'd  him ! 

Sir  lb.  And  with  what  wing  the  ftannyel  checks  at  it  S 

Mal.  I  may  command  where  I  adore.  Why,  fhe  may 
command  me  j  I  ferve  her,  fhe  is  my  lady.  Why,  this 
is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity.  There  is  no  obflruc- 
tion  in  this  >-— And  the  end  ; — ^What  fhould  that  alpha- 
betical pofition  portend  ?  if  I  Could  make  that  refemble 
fomethhig  in  me, — Softly !— M>  0,  A,  I. 

Sir  To.  O,  ay !  make  up  that  :--*he  is  now  at  a  cold 
ftent. 

Fab.  Sowtet  will  cry  upon't,  for  all  this,  though  it  be 
as  rabk  as  k  fox. 
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Mal.  M,.«JM[alvolio ; ^Af,— why,  that  begins  my 

name. 

Fa'b.  Did  not  I  fay,  he  would  work  it  out  ?  the  cur  is 
excellent  at  faults. 

Mal.  Af , — ^But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the  fe- 
quel ;  that  fufifers  under  probation :  ^ihould  follow,  but 
Odoes. 

Fab.  And  0  (hall  end,  I  hope. 

Sir  7b.  Ay,  or  FU  cudgel  him,  and  make  him  cry,  O, 

Mal.  And  then  /  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  an  you  had  an  eye  behind  you,  you  might 
fee  more  detra<%on  at  your  heels,  than  fortunes  before 
you. 

Mal.  M,  0,  A,  I; — ^This  fimulation  is  not  as  the  form- 
er :— and  yet,  to  crulh  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  to  me, 
for  every  one  of  thefc  letters  are  in*my  name.  Soft; 

here  follows  profe If  this  fallinto  thy  band^  revolve.    In 

myjlars  I  am  above  tbee;  but  be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs : 
Some  are  bom  greats  fome  atcbieve  greatnefs^  and  fome  have 
greatnefs  tbruft  upon  tbem.     7'by  fates  open  tbeir  bands^  let 
tby  blood  andfpirit  embrace  tbem.    And^  to  inure  tbyfe^  to 
what  tbou  art  like  to  be,  cq/l  tby  bumble  flougb^  and  appear 
frefh.     Be  oppqfite  witb  a  kinfman^  furly  witb  fervants :  let 
tby  tongue  tang  arguments  of  fiate;  put  tbyfelf  into  tbe  trick 
of  fingularity :  Sbe  tbus  advifes  tbee,  tbatfigbsfor  tbee^  Re- 
member wbo  commended  tby  yellow  Jlockings;  and  wift)d  to 
fee  tbee  ever  crofs-garter^d:  I  fay,  remember.    Go  to;  tbou 
art  made,  if  tbou  defirefl  to  be  fo;  if  not^  let  me  fee  tbee  a 
ftewardflilly  tbefelhw  of  fervants,  and  not  worthy  to  touch 
fortuned s  fingers.    FareweL    Sbe,  that  would  alter  fervices 
witb  tbee, 

^be  fortunate^nbappy^ 
Day-?Ugbt  and  phampian  difcovers  not  more :  this^  is 

S  111] 


^8o  rWELFTH^NlGHT:  OR, 

Qpen.  I  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  politic  authors,  I  will 
baffle  Sir  Toby,  I  will  wafh  off  grofs  acquaintance,  I 
will  be  point-de-vice,  the  very  man.  I  do  not  now  fool 
myfelf,  to  let  imagination  jade  me;  for  every  reafon  exr 
cites  to  this,  that  my  lady  loves  me.  She  did  commend 
my  yellow  ftockings  of  late,  Ihe  did  praife  my  leg  being 
crofs-garter'd ;  and  in  this  fhe  manifefts  herfelf  to  my 
love,  and,  with  a  kind  of  injundion,  drives  me  to  thefe 
habits  of  her  liking.  I  thank  my  ftars,  I  am  happy.  I 
will  be  ftrange,  flout,  in  yellow  ftockings,  and  crofs-gar- 
ter'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  putting  on.  Jove,  and 
my  ftars  be  praifed  I— :Here  is  yet  a  poftfcript.  liou  can/l 
not  cboofe  but  know  who  I  am.  If  tbou  entertaine/i  my  hve^ 
let  it  appear  in  tby  fmiling;  t by  /miles  become  tbee  well: 
fberefore  in  my  prefencejlillfmile^  dear  myfweet^  Ipr^ytbet. 
r— Jove,  I  thank  thee. — I  will  fmile;  I  will  dp  every 
thing  that  thou  wilt  have  me.  {Exit. 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  fport  for  a  pen? 
fion  of  thoufands  to  be  paid  fyom  the  Sophy. 

SiK  7b.  I  could  marry  thi?  wench  for  this  device : 

Sir  j4n,d.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  aft:  »o  othpr  dpwry  with  hef,  but  fuch 
jmother  jeft. 

Enter  Maria, 

Sir  And,  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  pomes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 

Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o'my  neck  ? 

Sir  And,  Or  o'mine  either  ? 

$iR  To.  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip,  and  be* 
come  thy  bojid-fiave  ? 

Sir  And.  Tfaith,  or  I  either  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  thpu  haft  put  him  in  fuch  a  dream, 
that,  when  the  image  of  it  leaves  hipi,  he  piuft  run  mad^ 


'     WHAT  rOU  WILL.  281 

Mar.  Nay,  but  fay  true  ;  does  it  work  upon  him? 

SiK  To.  Like  aqua-vitae  with  a  midwife. 

Mar.  If  yqu  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  fport,  mark 
his  firft  approach  before  my  lady :  he  will  come  to  her 
in  yellow  ftockings,  and  'tis  a  colour  fhe  abhors ;  and 
crofs-garter'd,  a  fafhion  fhe  detefls ;  and  he  will  fmile 
upon  her,  which  will  now  be  fo  unfuitable  to  her  dif- 
pofition,  being  addicted  to  a  njelancholy  as  (he  is,  that 
it  cannot  but  turn  him  into  a  notable  contempt :  if  you 
will  fee  it,  follow  me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar,  thou  moft  excellent 
devil  of  wit ! 

Sir  And.  FU  make  one  too.  [Exeunt. 


ACt  III. 
SCENE  I.  Olifia's  Garden.  ^ 

Enter  Viola  and  Cloifn,  with  a  tabor,  ^ 

Vio.  Save  thee,  friend,  and  thy  mufic  :  Doft  thou  live 
by  thy  tabor  ? 

Clo.  No,  fir,  I  live  by  the  church. 

Vio.  Art  thou  a  churchman  ? 

Clo.  No  fuch  matter,  fir ;  I  do  live  by  the  church ; 
for  I  do  live  at  my  houfe,  and  my  houfe  doth  iland  by 
the  church. 

Vio.  So  thou  may^ft  fay,  the  king  lies  by  a  beggar,  if 
a  beggar  dwell  near  him  :  or,  the  church  ftands  by  thy 
tabor,  if  the  tabor  ftand  by  the  church. 

Clo.  You  have  faid,  fir ^To  fee  this  age ! — A  fen^ 

tence  is  but  a  cheveril  glove  to  a  good  wit ;  How  quick- 
ly the  wrong  fide  may  be  turned  outward ! 

Vio.  Nay,  that's  certain ;  they,  that  dally  nicely  witl^ 
^ords,  may  quickly  m^ke  them  wanton. 
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Clo.  I  would  therefore,  my  fifter  had  had  no  name,  fir. 

Fio.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  fir,  her  name's  a  word  ;  and  to  dally  with 
that  word,  might  make  my  fifter  wanton  :  But,  indeed^ 
words  are  very  rafcals,  fince  bonds  difgraced  them. 

Fio,  Thy  reafon,  man  ? 

Clo.  Troth,  fir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without  words  ; 
and  words  are  grown  fo  fidfe,  I  am  loth  to  prove  reafon 
with  them. 

Fjo.  I  warrant,  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and  careft  for 
nothing. 

Clo.  Not  fo,  fir,  I  do  care  for  fomething  :  but  in  my 
confcience,  fir,  I  do  not  care  for  you  ;  if  that  be  to  care 
for  nothing,  fir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invifible. 

Fio.  Art  thou  not  the  lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 

C^o.  No,  indeed,  fir;  the  lady  Olivia  has  no  folly  :  flie 
will  keep  no  fool,  fir,  till  flie  be  married ;  and  fools 
are  as  like  hufi)ands,  as  pilchards  are  to  herrings,  the 
hufi>and's  the  bigger  :  I  am,  indeed,  not  her  fool,  but 
her  corrupter  of  words. 

Fio.  I  faw  thee  late  at  the  count  Orfino's. 

Clo.  Foolery,  fir,  does  walk  about  the  orb,  like  the 
fun ;  it  ihines  every  where.  I  would  be  forry,  fir,  but 
the  fool  fhould  be  as  oft  with  your  mafter,  as  with  my 
miftrefs  :  I  think,  I  faw  your  wifdom  there. 

Fio.  Nay,  an  thou  pafs  upon  me,  I'll  no  mor?  with 
thee.     Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee, 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair,  fend 
thee  a  beard ! 

Fio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee  ;  I  am  almoft  fick  for 
pne  ;  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  chin,  h 
^hy  lady  within  ? 

^LO.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  fir  ?  . 
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F/o.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 

Clo.  I  would  play  lord  Pandarus  of  Phrygia,  fir,  to 
bring  a  Creflida  to  this  Troilus. 

Vm.  I  un4erfi|ind  you,  fir ;  'tis  well  begg*d. 

Clo.  The  matter,  I  hope,  is  not  great,  fir,  begging  but 
a  beggar ;  Creflida  was  a  beggar.  My  lady  is  within, 
fir.  I  will  conftrue  to  them  whence  you  come ;  who 
you  are,  and  what  you  would,  are  out  of  my  welkin  :  I 
might  fay,  element ;  but  the  word  is  over-worn.    \E7at^ 

P"io.  This  fellow's  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool ; 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
He  muft  obfferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jefts. 
The  quality  of  perfons,  and  the  time  ; 
And,  Uke  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 
That  comes  before  his  eye.     This  is  a  pradice. 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  wife  man's  art : 
For  folly,  that  he  wifely  ihows,  is  fit  5 
Put  wife,  men,  folly-fallen,  quite  taint  their  wit. 
Enter  Sir  I'obt  Belcm^  and  Sir  An  due  ft 

AgUE'CHSEK. 

Sir  7b.  Save  you,  gentlems^n. 

Fio.  And  you,  fir. 

Sir  And.  Dieu  vous  gardf^  mdnfieur. 

pjo.  Et  VMS  aujjt;  votre  ftrviteur. 

Sir  And.  I  hope,  fir,  you  are ;  and  I  am  yours. 

Sir  7b.  Will  you  encounter  the  houfe  ?  my  niece  i$ 
4efirous  you  fiiould  enter,  if  yoxir  trade  be  to  her. 

Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  fir :  I  mean,  fhe  is 
the  lifl:  of  my  voyage. 

Sir  7b.  Tafte  your  legs,  fir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio.  My  legs  do  better  underftand  me,  fir,  than  I  un- 
deriland  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafle  my  legs. 

Sir  To.  I  mean,  to  go,  fir,  to  enter. 
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Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gait  and  entrance :  But 
we  are  prevented. 

Enter  Olifia  and  Mar ia. 
Mod  excellent  accomplifh'd  lady,  the  heavens  rain  odours 
on  you ! 

Sir  And.  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier !  Rain  odours  ! 
well. 

Vio.  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  lady,  but  to  your  own 
moft  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  ear. 

Sir  And.  Odours, pregnant,  and  vouebfcfed: — ^lUl  get  'em 
all  three  ready. 

Oli.  Let  the  garden  door  be  (hut,  and  leave  me  to 
ray  hearing.  \Exeunt  Sir  Tobt,  Sir  An  drew  y  and  Maria. 
Give  me  your  hand,  fir. 

Vio.  My  duty,  madam,  and  moft  humble  fervice. 

On.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Vio.  Cefario  is  your  fervant's  name,  fair  princefs. 

Oli.  My  fervant,  fir  !  Twas  never  merry  world, 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  compliment  : 
You  are  fervant  to  the  count  Orfino,  youth. 

Vio.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours; 
Your  fervant's  fervant  is  your  fervant,  madam, 

Oli.  For  him,  I  think  not  on  him:  for  his  thoughts, 
'Would  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  fiU'd  with  me ! 

Vio.  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalf: — 

Oli.  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you ; 
I  bade  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him : 
But,  would  you  undertake  another  fuit, 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  folicit  that, 
Than  mufick  from  the  fpheres, 

V^o.  Dear  lady,— 

Oil.  Give  me  leave,  I  beifeecli  you :  I  did  fend, 
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After  the  laft  enchantment  you  did  here, 

A  ring  in  chafe  of  you ;  fo  did  I  abufe 

Myfelf,  my  fervant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you : 

Under  your  hard  conftrudion  mull  I  fit, 

To  force  that  on  you,  in  a  fhamefiil  cunning, 

Which  you  knew  none  of  yours :  What  might  you  think? 

Have  you  not  fet  mine  honour  at  the  ftake. 

And  baited  it  with  all  the  unmuzzled  thoughts 

That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?  To  one  of  yourTeceiving 

Enough  is  Ihewn ;  a  Cyprus,  not  a  bofom. 

Hides  my  poor  heart :  So  let  me  hear  you  fpeak« 

Vio.  I  pity  you. 

Oli.  That's  a  degree  to  love. 

Vio.  No,  not  a  grife ;  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof. 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

Oli.  Why,  then,  methinks,  'tis  time  to  fmile  again : 

0  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud ! 
If  one  Ihould  be  a  prey,  how  much  the  better 

To  fall  before  the  lion,  than  the  wolf?         {Clock  Jlrikcs. 

The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  time 

Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you : 
And  yet,  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  harveft. 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man : 
Tliere  lies  you  way,  due  weft. 

Vio.  Then  weftward-hoe : 
Grace,  and  good  difpofition  'tend  your  ladyfhip ! 
You'll  nothing,  madam,  to  my  lord  by  me  ? 

Oli.  Stay : 

1  pr'ythee,  tell  me,  what  thou  think'ft  of  me. 

Vio.  That  you  do  think,^  you  are  not  what  you  are. 
Oli.  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  "fame  of  you. 
Vio.  Then  think  you  right ;  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
Oli.  I  would,  you  were  as  I  would  have  you  be ! 
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Vio.  Would  it  be  better,  madam,  than  I  art, 
I  wifh  it  might ;  for  now  I  am  your  fooL 

Oli.  O,  what  a  deal  of  fcom  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip ! 
A  murd'rous  guilt  fhows  not  itfelf  more  fdon 
Than  love  that  would  feem  hid :  love's  night  is  noovu 
Cefario,  by  the  rofes  of  the  fpring, 
By  maidhood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 
I  love  thee  fo,  that,  maugre  all  thy  pride, 
Nor  wit,  nor  reafon,  can  my  paflion  hide* 
Do  not  extort  thy  reafons  from  this  claufe. 
For,  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  haft  no  caufe  : 
But,  rather,  reafon  thus  with  reafon  fetter :  , 

Love  fought  is  good,  but  given  unfought,  is  better* 

Vio.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youth, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bofom,  and  one  truth. 
And  that  no  woman  has ;  nor  never  none 
Shall  miftrefs  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,  good  madam ;  never  more 
Will  I  my  matter's  tears  to  you  deplore. 

Ox/.  Yet  come  again :  for  thou,  perhaps,  may'ft  move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors,  to  like  his  love.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.    A  Room  in  Olivia's  Houfc. 
Enter  Sir  Tosr  Belch,  Sir  Andreut  Agub^Chsbk^ 

and  Fabian. 
Sir  And.  No,  faith,  I'll  not  ftay  a  jot  longer. 
Sir  7b.  Thy  reafon,  dear  venom,  give  thy  reafon. 
\  Fab.  You  muft  needs  yield  your  reafon,  fir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  faw  your  niece  do  more  favours  to 
the  count's  ferving  man,  than  ever  (he  beftowed  upon 
me ;  I  faw't  i'the  orchard. 

Sir  7b,  Did  flie  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy  r  tell  me  that. 
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Sir  Anj>.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 

Fajb.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  toward 
you. 

Sir  And.  'Slight !  will  you  make  an  afs  o'  me  ? 

Fae.  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  fir,  upon  the  oaths  of 
judgement  and  reafon. 

Sir  7b.  And  they  have  been  grand  jury-men,  fince 
before  Noah  was  a  failor. 

Fab.  She  did  fhow  favour  to  the  youth  in  your  fight, 
only  to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormoufe  valour, 
to  put  fire  in  your  heart,  and  brimftone  in  yoxir  liver  : 
You  ihould  then  have  accofled  her ;  and  with  fome  ex- 
cellent jefts,  fire-new  from  the  mint,  you  fhould  have 
bang'd  the  youth  into  dumbnefs.  This  was  looked  for 
at  your  hand,  and  this  was  baulk'd :  the  double  gilt  of 
this  opportunity  you  let  time  wafh  oflP,  and  you  are  now 
failed  into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion ;  where  you 
will  hang  like  an  icicle  on  a  Dutchman's  beard,  unlefs 
you  do  redeem  it  by  fome  laudable  attempt,  either  of 
valour,  or  policy. 

Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  it  muft  be  with  valour ; 
for  policy  I  hate :  I  had  as  Uef  be  a  Browpift,  as  a  poli- 
tician. 

Sir  7b.  Why  then,  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon  the 
bafis  of  valour.  Challenge  me  tlje  count's  youth  to  fight 
with  him ;  hurt  him  in  eleven  places ;  my  niece  fliall 
take  note  of  it :  and  aflure  thyfelf,  there  is  no  love- 
broker  in  the  world  can  more  prevail  in  man's  com- 
mendation with  woman,  than  report  of  valour. 

Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this,  fir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Will,  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge  to 
him? 

Sir  lb.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  hand ;  be  curft  and 
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brief;  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  eloquent,  and 
full  of  invention :  taunt  him  with  the  licence  of  ink :  if 
thou  tiouyi  him  fome  thrice,  it  (hall  not  be  amifs  ;  and 
as  many  Ues  as  will  lie  in  thy  flieet  of  paper,  although 
the  fheet  were  big  enough  for  the  bed  of  Ware  in  £ng* 
land,  fet  'em  down;  go,  about  it.  Let  there  be  gall 
enough  in  thy  ink ;  though  thou  write  with  a  goofe-pen, 
no  matter :  About  it. 

Sir  And.  Where  fhall  I  find  you  ? 

Sir  T!o.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  cubiculo:  Go. 

\Exit  Sir  Andrrw* 

Fab.  This  is  a  dear  manakin  to  you,  fir  Toby. 

Sir  To,  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad ;  fome  two  thou- 
fand  llrong,  or  fo. 

Far.  We  fhall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him :  but  you'U 
pot  deliver  it. 

Sir  To.  Never  trufl  me  then ;  and  by  all  means  flir 
on  the  youth  to  an  anfwer.  I  think,  oxen  and  wainropes 
cannot  hale  them  together.  For  Andrew,  if  he  were 
open'd,  and  you  find  fo  much  blood  in  his  liver  as  will 
<^Iog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  I'll  eat  the  refl  of  the  anatomy. 

Fab.  And  his  oppofite,  the  youth,  bears  in  his  vifage 
no  great  prefage  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look,  where  the  youngefl  wren  of  nine  comes. 

Mar.  If  you  defire  the  fpleen,  and  will  laugh  your-' 
felves  intd  flitches,  follow  me:  yon'  gull  Malvolia  is 
turned  heathen,  a  very  renegado ;  for  there  is  no  Chrif- 
tian,  that  means  to  be  fay'd  by  beUeving  rightly,  caa 
ever  believe  fuch  impoffible  pafikges  of  groflhefs.  He's 
in  yellow  flockings. 

Sir  To.  And  crofs-garter'd  ? 

MARr  Mofl  villainoufly  j  like  a  piedant  that  ieeps  a 
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fchool  i'the  church ^I  have  dogg'd  him,  like  his  mur- 
derer :  He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  letter  that  I 
dropp'd  to  betray  him.  He  does  fmile  his  face  into  more 
lines,  than  are  in  the  new  map,  with  the  augmentation 
of  the  Indies :  you  have  not  feen  fuch  a  thing  as  'tis ;  I 
can  hardly  forbear  hurling  things  at  him.  I  know,  my 
lady  will  ftrike  him ;  if  fhe  do,  he'll  fmile,  and  take't 
for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  Ho.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  ui  Street. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Sebastian. 

Seb.  I  would  not,  by  my  will,  have  troubled  you ; 
But,  fince  you  make  your  pleafure  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you* 

Ant.  I  could  not  flay  behind  you ;  my  defire, 
More  fharp  than  filed  fleel,  did  fpur  me  forth  ; 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you,  (though  fo  much. 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage), 
But  jealoufy  what  might  befall  your  travel. 
Being  fkillefs  in  thefe  parts ;  which  to  a  flranger, 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough  and  unhofpitable :  My  willing  love, 
The  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  fear, 
Set  forth  in  your  purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Antonio, 
I  can  no  other  anfwer  make,  but,  thanks^ 
And  thanks,  and  ever  thanks :  Often  good  turns 
Arc  fhufHed  o£F  with  fuch  uncurrent  pay : 
But,  were  my  worth,  as  is  my  confcience,  firm. 
You  fhould  find  better  dealing.    What's  to  do  ? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  reliques  of  this  town  ? 

Ant.  To-morrow,  fir ;  befl,  firfl,  go  fee  your  lodging* 

Vol.!.       .  T 


Sb3.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  night } 
I  pray  you,  let  us  fatisfy  our  eyes 
With  the  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame, 
That  do  renown  this  city. 

j^NT.  'Would,  you'd  pardon  me ; 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  thefe  ftreets : 
Once,  in  a  fea-fight,  'gainft  the  Count  his  gallies, 
I  did  fome  fervice ;  of  fuch  note,  indeed. 
That,  were  I  ta'en  here,  it  would  fcarce  be  anCwer^d- 

See.  Belike,  you  flew  great  number  of  his  people. 

jiNT.  The  offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature ; 
Albeit  the  quality  of  the  time,  and  quarrel, 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument. 
It  might  have  fince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them  ;  which,  for  traffick's  fake, 
Moft  of  our  city  did :  only  my felf  flood  out : 
For  which,  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place, 
I  fhall  pay  dear. 

See.  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

JInt.  It  doth  not  fit  me.    Hold,  fir,  here's  my  purfe : 
In  the  fouth  fuburbs,  at  the  Elephant, 
Is*befl  to  lodge :  I  will  bcfpeak  our  diet. 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  know- 
ledge 
With  viewing  of  the  town  ;  there  fhall  you  have  me. 

See.  Why  1  your  purfe  ? 

jiNT.  Haply,  your  eye  fhall  light  upon  fome  toy 
You  have  defire  to  purchafe ;  and  your  flore, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets,  fir.     . 

See.  Ill  be  your  purfe-bearer,  and  leave  you  for 
An  hour. 

jiNT.  To  the  Elephant.-— 

See.  I  do  remember.  lExmnt. 
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SCENE  IF.    OhiriA's  Garden. 
Enter  Olivia^  imd  Maria. 

Oli.  I  have  fent  after  him :  He  fays,  he'll  come ; 
How  fliall  I  feaft  him  ?  what  beilow  on  him  ? 
For  youth  is  bought  more  oft,  than  begg'd,  or  borrowed. 
I  fpeak  too  loud. 

Where  is  Malvolio  ? — ^he  is  fad,  and  civil. 
And  fuits  well  for  a  fervant  with  my  fortunes  ;<— 
Where  is  Malvolio  ? 

Mar.  He's  coming,  madam ; 
But  in  ftrange  manner.   He  is  fure  poflefs'd. 

Oli.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  does  he  rave  ? 

Mar.  No,  madam, 
He  does  nothing  but  fmile  :  your  ladjrfhip 
Were  beft  have  guard  about  you,  if  he  come ; 
For,  fure,  the  man  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

Oli.  Go  call  him  hither. — ^I'm  as  mad  as  he, 
If  fad  and  merry  madnefs  equal  be.— 

Enter  Mal  folio. 
How  now,  Malvolio  ? 

Mal.  Sweet  lady,  ho,  ho.  [Smiles  fantqfticdUy. 

Oli.  Smil'ft  thou  ? 
I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  occafion. 

Mal.  Sad,  lady?  I  could  be  fad:  This  does  make  fome 
obftrudtion  in  the  blood,  this  crofs-gartering ;  But  what 
of  that  ?  if  it  pleafe  the  eye  of  bne,  it  is  with  me  as  the 
very  true  fonnet  is  :  Plec^e  one^  andpki^e  all. 

Oli.  Why,  how  doft  thou,  man  ?  what  is  the  matter 
with  thee  ? 

Mal.  Not  black  in  my  piind,  though  yellow  in  my 
legs  :  It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands  ihall  be 
executed.   I  think,  we  do  know  the  fweet  Roman  Hand* 
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Oli.  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Malvolio  ? 

Mal.  To  bed?  ay,  fweet-heart ;  and  Til  come  to  thee. 

Oli.  God  comfort  thee  !  Why  doft  thou  fmile  fo,  and 
kifs  thy  hand  fo  oft  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you,  Malvolio  ? 

Mal.  At  your  requeft?  Yes;  Nightingales  anfwer daws. 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  boldnefs 
before  my  lady  ? 

Mal.  Be  not  afraid  ofgreatnefs : — Twas  well  writ, 
'    Oli.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that,  Malvolio  ? 

Mal.  Some  are  bom  great, — 

Oli.  Ha  ? 

Mal.  Some  atcbieve  greatnefo,     >  ■ 

Oli.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Mal.  Andfome  have  greatnefs  tbrujl  upon  tbem. 

Oli.  Heaven  reftore  thee ! 

Mal.  Remember,  who  commended  tby  yeUonv Jiochngs ; 

Oli.  Thy  yellow  ftockings  ? 

Mal.  And  wiftfd  to  fee  tbee  crofs-garter^d. 

Oli.  Crofs-garter'd  ? 

Mal.  Go  to :  thou  art  made,  iftbou  deftrefi  to  befo;^ 

Oli.  Am  I  mafle  ? 

Mal.  If  not,  let  me  fee  tbee  a  fervant JliU. 

Oli.  Why,  this  is  very  midfummer  madnefs. 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  count  Or- 
fino's  is  returned ;  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back :  he 
attends  your  ladylhip's  pleafure. 

Oli.  rU  come  to  him.  {Exit  Servant.']  Good  Maria, 
let  this  fellow  be  look'd  to.  Where's  my  couiin  Toby  ? 
Let  fome  of  my  people  have  a^  fpecial  care  of  him ;  I 
would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the  half  of  my  dowry. 

{Exeunt  Olivia  and  Maria. 
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Mal.  Oh,  ho !  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no  worfe 
man  thati  fir  Toby  to  look  to  me  ?  This  concurs  diredl- 
ly  with  the  letter :  fhe  fends  him  on  purpofe,  that  I 
may  appear  ftubbom  to  him ;  for  (he  incites  me  to  that 
in  the  letter.  Cq/i  thy  bumble  Jkugby  fays  (he  ; — be  oppo^ 
Jite  witb  a  kin/man^  furly  witb  feroants ^ — let  tby  tongue  tang 
with  arguments  of  Jiate^ — put  tbyfelf  into  tbe  trick  ofjingu-- 

larity; ^and,  confequently,  fets   down  the   manner 

how ;  as,  a  fad  face,  a  reverend  carriage,  a  flow  tongue, 
in  the  habit  of  fome  fir  of  note,  and  fo  forth.  I  have 
limed  her ;  but  it  is  Jove's  doing,  and  Jove  make  me 
thankful !  And,  when  flie  went  away  now.  Let  tbisfel- 
low  be  looked  to :  Fellow !  not  Malvolio,  nor  after  my  de- 
gree, but  fellow.  Why,  every  thing  adheres  together ; 
that  no  dram  of  a  fcruple,  no  fcruple  of  a  fcruple,  no 
obftacle,  no  incredulous  or  unfafe  circumftance,— What 
can  be  faid  ?  Nothing,  that  can  be,  can  come  between 
me  and  the  full  profped  of  my  hopes.  Well,  Jove,  not 
I,  is  the  doer  of  this,  and  he  is  to  be  thanked. 
Re-enter  Maria,  witb  Sir  T'oBr  Belch,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  7b.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  fandity  ? 
If  all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion 
himfelf  pofl!efled  him,  yet  FU  fpeak  to  him. 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is  : — ^How  is't  with  you,  fir? 
how  is't  with  you,  man  ? 

Mal.  Go  off;  I  difcard  you ;  let*  me  enjoy  my  pri- 
vate ;  go  off,   - 

Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  fpeaks  within  him  ! 
did  not  I  tell  you  ? — Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays  you  to 
have  a  care  of  him. 

Mal.  Ah,  ha  !  does  (he  fo  ? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  to ;  peace,  peace,  we  muft  deal 
gently  with  him  j  let  me  alone.    How  do  you,  MaU 
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voKo  ?  how  is't  with  you  ?  What,  man !  defy  the  devil : 
confider,  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

Mal.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 

Mar.  La  you,  an  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  devil,  how  he 
takes  it  at  heart !  Pray  God,  he  be  not  bewitch'd  ! 

Fab.  Carry  his  water  to  the  wife  woman. 

Mar.  Marry,  and  it  (hall  be  done  to-morrow  morning, 
if  I  live.  My  lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more  than 
m  fay. 

Mal.  How  now,  miftrefs  ? 

Mar.  O  lord ! 

Sir  To.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace ;  this  is  not  the  way; 
Do  you  not  fee,  you  move  him?  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Fab.  No  way  but  gentlenefs;  gently,  gently:  the  fiend 
is  rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  ufed. 

Sir  9b.  .Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock?  how  doft  thou, 
chuck  ? 

Mal.  Sir? 

Sir  To.  Ay,  Biddy,  come  with  me.  What,  man !  'tis 
not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit  with  Satan ;  Hang 
him,  foul  coUier ! 

Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  prayers ;  good  fir  Toby,  get 
him  to  pray. 

Mal.  My  prayers,  minx  ? 

Mar.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  godhnefs^ 

Mal.  Go,  hang  yourfelves  all !  yoij  are  idle  (hallow  * 
things :  I  am  not  of  your  element ;  you  fljall  know  more 
hereafter.  [JExi/* 

Sir  To.  Is*t  poffiblc  ? 

Fab.  If  this  were  play'^d  upon  a  ftage  now,  I  coulcl 
condemn  it  as  an  improbable  fidion. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  h^th  talieii  the  iufcaioii  of 
^^  device,  man, 
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Mjr.  Nay,  purfue  him  now ;  left  the  device  take  air, 
aod  taint. 

Fa9.  Why,  we  ihall  make  him  mad,  indeed. 

Mar.  The  honfe  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  7q.  Gome,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room,  and 
bomid.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  that  he  is 
mad ;  we  may  carry  it  thus,  for  our  pleafure,  and  his 
penance,  till  our  very  paflime,  tired  out  of  breath,  prompt 
us  to  have  mercy  on  him  :  at  which  time,  we  will  bring 
the  device  to  the  bar,  and  crown  thee  for  a  finder  of 
madmen.    But  fee,  but  fee. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Fab.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 

Sir  And.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it ;  I  warrant, 
there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in't* 

Fab.  Is't  fo  fawcy  ? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  is  it,  I  warrant  him :  do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  [reads.]  Toutb^  wbatfoever  tbou  art^ 
tbou  art  but  a  f curvy  fellow. 

Fab.  Good,  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  Wonder  noty  nor  admire  not  in  tby  mind^  why  Ida 
call  tbeefoy  for  I  willjbow  tbee  no  reqfonfor^t. 

Fab,  a  good  note ;  that  keeps  you  from  the  blow  of 
the  law. 

Sir  To.  Tbou  comejl  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  and  in  my  Jtgbt 
Jbe  ufes  tbee  kindly:  but  tbou  Heft  in  tby  tbroat^  tbat  is  not 
tbe  matter  I  challenge  tbee  for. 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  fenfe-lefs. 

Sir  To.  I  will  way-lay  tbee  going  bom  ;  wbere,  \f  it  he 
tby  chance  to  kill  me^ 

Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  kiWft  meJike  a  rqgue  and  a  villain. 

Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'the  windy  fide  of  the  law:  Goodt 

Tm.m. 
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Sir  7b.  Fare  tbee  well;  And  Godbme  mercy  upon  one  of 
our  fouls  I  He  may  have  mercy  upon  mine  ;  but  my  hope  is  bet-- 
ter,  andfo  look  to  tbyfelf  Tby  friend^  as  tbou  ufe/i  bim,  and 
tby  fworn  enemy ^  Andrew  Ague^chebk. 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs  camiot : 
rU  give't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occaiion  for't ;  he  is  now 
in  fome  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will  by  and  by 
depart.  ^ 

Sir  To.  Go,  Sir  Andrew  ;  fcout  me  for  him  at  the  cor- 
ner of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum-bailiff:  fo  foon  as  ever 
thou  feed  him,  draw ;  and,  as  thou  draw*ft,  fwear  horri- 
ble :  for  it  comes  to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  oath,  with  a 
fwaggering  accent  fharply  twang'd  off,  gives  manhood 
more  approbation  than  ever  proof  itfelf  would  have  eam*d 
him.     Away.. 

Sir  And,  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing.  [Exit. 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter :  for  the  be- 
haviour of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him  out  to  be  of 
good  capacity  and  breeding ;  his  employment  between 
his  lord  and  my  niece  confirms  no  lefs  ;  therefore  this 
letter,  being  fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed  no  ter- 
ror in  the  youth,  he  will  find  it  comes  from  a  clod-pole. 
But,  fir,  I  will  deliver  his  challenge  by  word  of  mouth;  fet 
upon  Ague-cheek  a  notable  report  of  valour ;  and  drive 
the  gentleman,  (as,  I  know,  his  youth  will  aptly  receive 
it,)  into  a  moft  hideous  opinion  of  his  rage,  ikill,  fury, 
and  impetuofity.  This  will  fo  fright  them  both,  that 
they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  look,  like  cocka-^ 
trices. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Viola. 

Fab.  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece:  give  them  way^, 
tiU  be  take  leave,  and  prefently  after  him^ 
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Sir  7b-  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horrid 
meliitge  for  a  challenge. 

{Exeunt  Sir  Tosr,  Fabian,  and  Maria. 

Oli.  I  have  faid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  Hone, 
And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  out : 
There's  fomething  in  me,  that  reproves  my  fault ; 
But  fuch  a  headftrong  potent  fault  it  is, 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio.  With  the  fame  *haviour  that  your  paffion  bears^ 
Go  on  my  mailer's  griefs. 

Oli.  Here,  w6ar  this  jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  pi<3urc ; 
Refufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you : 
And,  I  befeech  you,  come  again  to-morrow. 
What  Ihall  you  afk  of  me,  that  I'll  deny ; 
That  honour,  fav'd,  may  upon  afking  give  ? 

Vio.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my  matter. 

Oli.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that 
Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 

Vio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

Oli.  Well,  come  again  to-morrow :  Fare  thee  well ; 

A  fiend,  like  thee,  might  bear  my  foul  to  hell.       [Exit. 

Re-enter  Sir  Toby  Belch,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  ttee. 

Vio.  And  you,  fir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to't :  of 
what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  I  know 
not ;  but  thy  intercepter,  full  of  defpight,  bloody  as  the 
hunter,  attends  thee  at  the  orchard  end  :  difmount  thy 
tuck,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation,  for  thy  aflailant  is  quick, 
fkilful,  and  deadly. 

Vio.  You  miftake,  fir ;  I  am  fure,  no  man  hath  any 
quarrel  to  me  ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear 
from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any  man. 
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Sir  7b.  You'll  find  it  otherwife,  I  aiTure  you  :  there- 
fore, if  you  hold  your  life  at  any  pijce,  betake  you  to 
your  guard ;  for  your  oppofite  hath  in  him  what  youth, 
ftrength,  fkill,  and  wrath,  can  fumifh  man  withal. 
Fio.  I  pray  you,  fir,  what  is  he  ? 
Sir  7b.  He  is  knight,  dubb'd  with  unhack'd  rapier, 
and  on  carpet  confideration ;  but  he  is  a  devil  in  private 
brawl :  fouls  and  bodies  hath  he  divorced  three ;  and  his 
incenfement  at  this  moment  is  fo  implacable,  that  fatis- 
fadion  can  be  none  but  by  pangs  of  death  and  fepulchre ; 
hob,  nob,  is  his  word ;  give't,  or  take*t. 

Fio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  houfe,  and  defire  fome 
condud  of  the  lady.  I  am  no  fighter.  I  have  heard  of 
fome  kind  of  men,  that  put  quarrels  purpofely  on  others, 
to  tafle  their  valour :  belike,  this  is  a  nuin  of  that  quirk. 

Sir  7b.  Sir,  no;  his  indignation  derives  itfelf  out  of 
a  very  competent  injury ;  therefore,  get  you  on,  and  give 
him  his  defire.  Back  you  (hall  not  to  the  houfe,  unlefs 
you  undertake  that  with  me,  which  with  as  much  fafety 
you  might  anfwer  him:  therefore,  on,  or  ftrip  your 
fword  ftark  naked ;  for  meddle  you  muft,  that's  certain, 
or  forfwear  to  wear  iron  about  you. 

Fio.  This  is  as  uncivil,  as  fi:range.  I  befeech  you,  do  me 
this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the  knight  what  my 
offence  to  him  is ;  it  is  fomething  of  my  negligence,  no- 
thing of  my  purpofe. 

Sir  7b.  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  Fabian,  ftay  you  by  this 
gentleman  till  my  return.  [Exit  Sir  Tbar. 

Vio.  Pray  you,  fir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know,  the  knight  is  incenfed  againft  you,  even 
to  a  mortal  arbitrement ;  but  nothing  of  the  circumftance 
more. 

Vio,  I  befeech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 
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J^A.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promife,  to  read  him 
by  his  form,  as  you  are  like  tb  find  him  in  the  proof  of  . 
his  valour.  He  is,  indeed,  fir,  the  moft  ikilful,  bloody, 
and  fatal  oppofite  that  you  could  pofiibly  have  found  in 
any  part  of  lUyria :  Will  you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  will 
make  your  peace  with  him,  if  I  can. 

Vio.  I  fliall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't :  I  am^one, 
that  had  rather  go  with  fir  priefl,  than  fir  knight :  I  care 
not  who  knows  fo  much  of  my  mettle.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Sir  Tobt,  with  Sir  Andrskt. 

Sir  To.  Why,  man,  he's  a  very  devil ;  I  have  not  feen 
fuch  a  virago.  I  had  a  pafs^with  him,  rapier,  fcabbard, 
and  all,  and  he  gives  me  the  fi;uck-in,  with  fuch  a  mor- 
tal motion,  that  it  is  inevitable ;  and  on  the  anfwer,  he 
pays  you  as  furely  as  your  feet  hit  the  ground  they  ftep 
on :  They  fay,  he  has  been  fencer  to  the  Sophy. 

Sir  And.  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  no^  now  be  pacified :  Fabian 
cait  fcarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't ;  an  I  thought  he  had  been  va- 
liant, and  fo  cunning  in  fence,  Pd  have  feen  him  damn'd 
ere  Pd  have  challeng'd  him.  Let  him  let  the  matter 
flip,  and  PU  give  him  my  horfe,  grey  Capilet. 

Sir  To.  Pll  make  the  motion :  Stand  here,  make  a 
good  (how  on't ;  this  {hall  end  without  the  perdition  of 
fouls  :  Marry,  Pll  ride  your  horfe  as  well  as  I  ride  you. 

lA/uie.} 
Re^-enter  Fabian  and  Viola. 
I  have  his  horfe  [to  Fab.'\  to  take  up  the  quarrel ;  I  have 
perfuaded  him,  the  youth's  a  devil. 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him ;  and  pants, 
and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

^^jt  To.  There's  no  remedy,  fir  j  he  will  fight  with  you 


300  TWELFTH-NIGHT:  OR, 

for  his  oath  fake  :  marry,  he  hath  better  bethought  him 
of  his  quarrel^  and  he  finds  that  now  fcarce  to  be  worth 
talking  of:  therefore  draw,  for  the  fupportance  of  his 
vow ;  he  protefts,  he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Vio.  Pray  God  defend  me !  A  little  thing  would  make 
me  tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man.    •  [-^f^- 

'    FjiB.  Give  ground,  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  7b.  Come,  fir  Andrew,  there's  no  remedy ;  the 
gentleman  will  for  his  honour's  fake,  have  one  bout  with 
you :  he  cannot  by  the  duello  avoid  it :  but  he  has  pro- 
mised me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and  a  foldier,  he  will  not 
hurt  you.     Come  on ;  to't. 

Sir  And.  Pray  God,  he  keep  his  oath !  [draws. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Vio.  I  do  aflTure  you,  'tis  againft  my  will.  [draws. 

Ant.  Put  up  your  fword ; — If  this  young  gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me ; 
If  you  ofiend  him,  I  for  him  defy  you.  [drawing. 

Sir  To*  You,  fir  ?  why,  what  are  you  ? 

Ant.  One,  fir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you. 

[draws. 
Enter  two  Officers. 

Fab.  O  good  fir  Toby,  hold ;  here  come  the  officers. 

Sir  To.  I'll  be  with  you  anon.  [To  Antonio. 

Vio.  Pray,  fir,  put  your  fword  up,  if  you  pleafe. 

[To  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  will  I,  fir  ; — and,  for  that  I  promis'd 
you,  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word :  He  will  bear  you  eafi-* 
ly,  and  reins  well. 

I  Off.  This  is  the  man  ;  do  thy  office. 

3  Off.  Antonio,  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit 
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Of  count  Orfiiio. 

Ai^r.  You  do  miftake  me,  fir. 

1  Off.  No,  fir,  no  jot ;  I  know  your  favour  well. 
Though  now  you  have  no  fea-cap  on  your  head. — 
Take  him  away ;  he  knows,  I  know  him  welL 

Ant.  I  mull  obey.— This  comes  with  feeking  you ; 
But  there's  no  remedy  ;  I  (hall  anfwer  it. 
What  will  you  do  ?  Now  my  neceflity 
Makes  me  to  aik  you  for  my  purfe  :  It  grieves  me 
Much  more,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you, 
Than  what  befalls  myfelf.     You  fiand  amaz'd ; 
But  be  of  comfort. 

2  Off.  Come,  fir,  away. 

Ant.  I  muft  entreat  of  you  fome  of  that  money, 

Vio.  What  money,  fir  ? 
For  the  fair  kindnefs  you  have  fhow'd  me  here. 
And,  part,  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
m  lend  you  fomething  :  my  having  is  not  much ; 
Pll  make  divifion  of  my  prefent  with  you  : 
Hold,  there  is  half  my  coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 
Is't  poflible,  that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfuafion  ?  Do  not  tempt  my  mifery. 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man. 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindnefies 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.  I  know  of  none  ; 
Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 
Than  lying,  vainnefs,  babbling,  drunkennefs. 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whofe  ftrong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood* 
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Ant.  O  heavens  themfelves ! 

3  Off.  Come,  fir,  I  pray  you,  go,  [bcrc. 

Ant.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.    This  youth  that  yoU  fee 
i  fnatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death ; 
Reliev'd  him  with  fuch  fandHty  of  love,— 
And  to  his  image,  which,  methought,  did  promife 
Moft  venerable  worth,  did  I  devotion. 

I  Off.  What^s  that  to  us  ?  The  time  goes  by ;  away. 

Ant.  But,  O,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  god ! — 
Thou  haft,  Sebaftian,  done  good  feature  fhame..^ 
In  nature  there's  no  blemiih,  but  the  mind ; 
None  can  be  call'd  deform'd,  but  the  unkind : 
Virtue  is  beauty ;  but  the  beauteous-evil 
Arc  empty  trunks,  o'erflourifh'd  by  the  devil. 

I  Of  2^.  The  man  grows  mad ;  away  with  him. 
Come,  come,  fir. 

^ivr.  Lead  me  on.   \Exeunt  Officers^  with  Antonio*- 

Fio.  Methinks,  his  words  do  from  fuch  paffion  fly» 
That  he  believes  himfelf  j  fo  do  not  I. 
Prove  true,  imagination,  O,  prove  true. 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en  fox  you ! 

Sir  To.  Come  hither,  knight ;  come  hither,  Fabian  ; 
we'll  whifper  o'er  a  couplet  or  two  of  moft  fage  faws. 

Fio.  He  nam'd  Sebaftian  ;  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glafs ;  even  fuch,  and  fo, 
In  favour  was  my  brother  j  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fafhion,  colour,  omaiti6nt. 
For  him  I  imitate  :  O,  if  it  prove, 
Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  waves  frefh  in  love !    [Exit. 

Sir  "To.  A  very  diflioneft  paltry  boy,  and  more  a  cow- 
ard than  a  hare :  his  diftionefty  appears,  in  leaving  his 
friend  here  in  neceflity,  and  denying  him  j  and  for  his 
cowardfhip,  afk  Fabian. 
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Fab.  a  coward,  a  moft  devout  coward,  religious  in  it. 

Sir  j4nd.  'Slid,  I'll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To.  Do,  cuflFhim  foundly,  but  never  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  And.  An  I  do  not,— 

Fab.  Gome,  let's  fee  the  event. 

Sir  "To.  I  dare  lay  any  money,  'twill  be  nothing  yet- 


ACT.  IF. 

SCENE  I.    The  Street  before  OtiriA's  Houfe. 

Enter  Sbbastian  and  Clout N. 

Clo.  Will  you  make  me  believe,  that  I  am  not  fent 
for  you? 

Sbb.  Co  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifh  fellow ; 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Clo.  Well  held  out,  i'faith !  No,  I  do  not  know  jrou  j 
tiOT  I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  lady,  to  bid  you  corac 
fpeak  with  her ;  nor  your  name  is  not  mailer  Cefario ; 
nor  this  is  not  my  nofe  neither. — ^Nothing,  that  is  fo, 
h  fo. 

Sbb.  I  pr'ythee,  vent  thy  folly  fomewhere  elfe ; 
Thou  know'ft  not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly!  He  has  heard  that  word  of  fome 
great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Vent  my  folly! 
I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber  the  world  will  prove  a  cock- 
ney.— ^I  pr'ythee  now,  ungird  thy  ftrangenefs,  and  tell  me 
what  I  (hall  vent  to  my  lady  j  Shall  I  vent  to  her,  that 
thou  art  coming  ? 

Sbb*  I  pr'ythee,  foolifh  Greek,  depart  from  me ; 
There's  money  for  thee ;  if  you  tarry  longer, 
I  fhall  give  worfe  payment. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  thou  haft  an  open  hand : — ^Thefc 
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wife  men,  that  give  fooPs  money,  get  themfelves  a  good 
report  after  fourteen  years'  purchafe. 

Enter  Sir  Tobt,  SirAndrbjf^  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  Now,  fir,  have  I  met  you  again  ?  there's  for 
you.  [Striking  Sbbastian. 

Sbb.  Why,  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there : 
Are  all  the  people  mad  ?  '  [Beating  Sir  Andrew, 

Sir  To.  Hold,  fir,  or  I'll  throw  your  dagger  o'er  the 
houfe. 

Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  ftraight:  I  would  not  be 
in  fome  of  your  coats  for  two-pence.  [Exit  Clown. 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  fir  ;  hold.         [Holding  Sbbastian. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way  to 
work  with  him ;  I'll  have  an  a£tibn  of  battery  againft 
him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  Illyria:  though  I  fiiruck  him 
firft,  yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Seb.  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  To.  Come,  fir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come,  my 
young  foldier,  put  up  your  iron  :  you  are  well  flefh'd; 
come  on. 

Sbb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  wouldfl:  thou  now? 
If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword.    [draws. 

Sir  To.  What,  what  ?  Nay,  then  I  muft  have  an  ounce 
or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you.  [draws. 

Enter  OhiriA. 

Oli.  Hold,  Toby ;  on  thy  life,  I  charge  thee,  hold. 

Sir  To.  Madam  ? 

Oli.  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  Ungracious  wretch. 
Fit  for  the  mountains,  and  the  barbarous  caves. 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd !  out  of  my  fight ! 

Be  not  offended,  dear  Cefario  : 

Rudefby,  be  gone  !  I  pf 'ythee,  gentle  friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  ToBr^  Sir  Andrbw,  ondFABU^^ 
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Let  thy  hit  wifdom,  not  thy  pafliMi,  iMxy 
In  this  unciyil  and  unjuft  extent 
Againft  thy  peace.     Go  with  me  to  my  honie ; 
And  hear  tfaofu  there  how  many  fruitlefs  pranks 
This  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up^  that  thou  thereby 
May'ft  fmile  at  this :  thoru  fhait  not  choofe  but  go  ', 
Do  not  deny  :  Beihrew  his  foul  for  me. 
He  ftarted  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  theer, 

SjiB.  What  relifb  is  in  this  ?  how  runs  the  ftream  ? 
Or  I  ain  mad,  or  elfe  thisi  is  a  dream  :-^ 
Let  fancy  flill  my  fenfe  in  Lethe  iteep  ; 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  fleep !  [by  me  ! 

Oli.  Unjf  come,  I  jir'ythee:  'Would,  thou'dft  be  ruPd 

S^.  Madam,  I  will. 

Oli.  O,  fay  fo,  and  fo  be !  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IL  A  Room  in  Olifia's  Houfe. 
Enter  Ma  mi  A  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  put  on  this  gown,  and  this 
beard;  make  him  believe,  thou  art  Sir  Topas  the  curate; 
do  k  cpnckly :  FU  call  Sir  Toby  the  whilft.    [Exk  Maria. 

Cio.  Well,  rU  put  it  on,  and  I  will  difFemble  myfelf 
i&'t;  and  T  would  I  were  the  fir  ft  that  ever  diflembled  in 
fuch  a  gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to becomethe func- 
tion weUi ;  nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  ftu- 
dent :  but  to  be  faid,  an  honeft  man,  and  a  good  houfe-- 
keeper^  goes  as  fairly,  as  to  fay,  a  careful  man,  and  a 
great  icholar.     The  competitors  enter.    ^ 

Enter  Sir  "Tobt  Belch,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Jove  blefe  thee,  mafter  parfon, 

Cta.  Bonox  dies,  fir  Toby :  for  as  the  old  hermit  of 
Plragne,  that  .never  &w  pen  and  ink,  very  wittily  faid  to 
a  niete  of  king  Gorboduc,  Haty  that  (/,  is:  fo  I,  being. 

Vol.  L  U 
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mafter  parfon,  am  mafter  parfon ;  For  what  is  that,  but 
that;  and  is,  but  is? 

Sir  To.  To  him.  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  What,  hoa,  I  fay, — ^Peace  in  this  prifon ! 

Sir,  To.  The  knave  counterfeits  well ;  a  good  knave. 

MjiL.  [in  an  inner  chamber. 1  Who  calls  there  ? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas,  the  curate,  who  comes  to  vifit  Malvo- 
lio  the  lunatick. 

Mal.  SirTopas,fir  Topas,good  fir  Topas,  go  to  my  lady. 

Clo.  Out,  hyperboUcal  fiend  I  how  vexeft  thou  this 
man  ?  talkeft  thou  nothing  but  of  ladies  ? 

Sir  To.  Well  faid,  mafter  parfon. 

Mal.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wrong'd :  good 
fir  Topas,  do  not  think  I  am  mad;  they  have  laid  me 
here  in  hideous  darknefs. 

Clo.  Fye,  thou  difhoneft  Sathan !  I  call  thee  by  the 
moft  modeft  terms ;  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones, 
that  will  ufe  the  devil  himfelf  with  courtefy;  Say 'ft  thou, 
that  houfe  is  dark  ? 

Mal.  As  hell,  Sir  Topas* 

Clo.  Why,  it  hath  bay  windows  tranfparent  as  barri- 
cadoes,  and  the  clear  ftones  towards  the  fouth-north  are 
as  luftrous  as  ebony ;  and  yet  complaineft  thou  of  ob- 
ftrudion  ? 

Mal.  I  am  not  mad,  fir  Topas ;  I  fay  to  you,  this  houfe 
is  dark. 

Clo.  Madman,  thou  erreft :  I  fay,  there  is  no  darknefs, 
but  ignorance  ;  in  which  thou  art  more  puzzled,  than 
the  Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Mal.  I  fay,  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  ignorance,  though 
ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  fay,  there  was  ne- 
ver man  thus  abufed :  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are; 
make  the  trial  of  it  in  any  conilant  queftion. 
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Clo.  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  concerning 
wild-fpwl  ? 

MjfL.  That  the  foul  of  our  grandam  might  haply  in- 
habit a  bird. 

Clo.  What  think'ft  thou  of  his  opinion  ?    • 

Mal.  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul,  and  no  way  approve 
his  opinion. 

Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  Remain  thou  ftiU  in  darknefs : 
thou  fhalt  hold  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  ere  I  will  al- 
low of  thy  wits ;  and  fear  to  kill  a  woodcock,  left  thou 
difpoflefs  the  foul  of  thy  grandam.     Fare  thee  welL 

Mal.  Sir  Topas,  fir  Topas,— 

Sir  7b.  My  moft  exquifite  fir  Topas ! 

Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters. 

Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  beard, 
and  gown ;  he  fees  thee  not. 

Sir  7b.  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring  me 
word  how  thou  find'ft  him  :  I  would,  we  were  well  rid 
of  this  knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveniently  delivered, 
I  would  he  were ;  for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with 
my  nieCe,  that  I  cannot  purfue  with  any  fafety  this  fport 
to  the  upfhot.     Come  by  and  by  to  my  chamber. 

[Exeunt  Sir  ToBr  and  Maria. 

Clo.  Hey  Robin ^  jolly  Robin ^ 

I'ell  me  bow  thy  lady  does.  [Singing. 

Mal.  Fool, — 

Clo.  My  lady  is  unkind,  perdy. 

Mal.  Fool, — . 

Clo.  Alas,  why  isjloefo  ? 

Mal.  Fool,  I  fay ; — 

Clo.  She  loves  another -^Who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mal.  Good  fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at  my 
hand,  help  me  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink,  and  paper ;  as 
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i  am  a  gexMleman,  I  TviQ  live  to  be  thankful  ta  thee 
for't. 

Cio.  Mafllcr  MalvoUo ! 

Mjl.  Ay,  good  foof. 

Clo.  Alas,  fir,  htm  fell  you  beiides  yottr  five  M^its  ? 

Mjl.  Fool,  there  was  never  man  fo  aotorioufly  abuf- 
ed :  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 

Cl(x  But  as  well  ?  then  you  are  mad,  indeed,  if  you 
be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fo<4. 

Mjl*  They  have  here  property^d  me ;  keep  me  in 
darknefs,  fend  miniilers  to  me,  aifes,  and  do  all  they 
can  to  face  me  out  of  my  wits. 

Clo.  Advife  you  what  you  fay;  the  miniftcr  is  here — 
Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  keatvens  reftore  !  endea- 
vour thyfelf  to  jdcep,  aiul  leave  thy  vain  bibble  babble. 

MjfL.  Sir  Topas, 

Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow.— 
Who,  I,  fir  ?  not  I,  fir.  God  b?w*yoiii,  good  fir  Topas. 
—Marry,  amen.— I  will,  fir,  I  will, 

Mal4  Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  lay, — 

Cao.  Ahw^  fir,,  be  patient.  What  fay  you,  fit  ?  I  am 
fhent  for  fpeaking  to  you. 

Mal.  Good  fool,  help  me  to  fome  light,  and  fome  pa- 
per ;  I  tell  thee,  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  as  any  man  in 
Illyria/ 

Clo.  Well-a-day, — that  you  were,  fir ! 

Mal.  By  this  hand,  I  am :  Good  fool,  fome  ink, 
paper,  and  light,  and  convey  what  I  wiU  fet  down  to 
my  lady ;  it  fhall  advantage  thee  more  than  ever  the 
bearing  of  letter  did- 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are  you 
not  mad  indeed  ?  or  do  you  but  conterfeit  ? 

Mai.  Believe  me,  I  am  not ;  I  tell  thee  true, . 
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do.  Nay,  Til  never  bdicve  a  madman,  till  I  fee  his 
brains.     I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  ink. 

Mal.  Fool,  rU  requite  it  in  thehigkeft  degree:  I  pr'y* 
thee,  be  gone. 

Clo,  I  QMgone^Jir^ 

And  anm^Jir^ 
ril  be  with  you  agavn^ 
In  a  trice  ^ 
like  til  the  old  vice^ 
Tour  need  to  fu/iain  ; 
Who  with  dagger  of  latb^ 
In  bis  r£ige  and  his  wra<th^ 

Cries ^  ab^  ha  !  to  the  devil: 
Like  a  mad  lad^ 
Fare  thy  nails ^  dad, 
s4dieu^  gooiman  drivel^  f Exit. 

SCENES  IIL  Olivia's  Garden, 
f Alter  Seba  s  tia  n. 
Smb.  This  is  the  air ;  that  is  the  glorious  fun ; 
This  peaii  (he  gave  me,  I  do  ieert,  and  fee't ; 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus. 
Yet  'tis  not  madnefs.     Where's  Antonio  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant  : 
Yet  there  he  was ;  and  there  I  found  this  credit, 
That  he  did  range  the  town  to  £eek  me  out. 
His  counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  fervice : 
For  though  my  ibul  difputes  well  with  my  fenfe, 
That  this  may  be  fome  error,  but  no  madneis, 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  inilance,  all  diicoude, 
That  I  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  eyes, 
And  wrangle  with  my  reafon,  that  perfisades  me 

uj 


3IO  THTMLFrH^NlGHT  :   OR, 

To  any  other  truft,  but  that  I  am  mad» 
Or  elfe  the  lady's  mad ;  yet,  if  'twere  fo. 
She  could  not  fway  her  houfe,  command  her  followers, 
Take,  and  give  back,  affeirs,  and  their  difpatch. 
With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable  bearing. 
As,  I  perceive,  fhe  does :  there's  fomething  in't. 
That  is  deceivable.     But  here  comes  the  lady. 
Enter  Ol  i  fij,  and  a  Pr  ies  r. 

Oli.  Blame  not  this  hafle  of  mine  :  If  you  mean  well, 
Now  go  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  man, 
Ihto  the  chantry  by :  there,  before  him^ 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  roof. 
Plight  me  the  full  afTurance  of  your  faith  ; 
That  my  moft  jealous  and  too  doubtful  foul 
May  live  at  peace  :  He  fhall  conceal  it. 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  fhall  come  fb  note  j 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth, — What  do  you  fay  ? 

Seb.  I'll  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you ; 
And,  having  fworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true,      [fo  fhine, 

Oli.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father ; — And  heavens 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  ad  of  mine  I       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  I.  Tbe  Street  before  Olifia^s  Houfe, 
Enter  Clown  and  Fabian. 

Fab.  Now,  as  thou  loveft  me,  let  me  fee  his  letter. 
Clo.  Good  mailer  Fabian,  grant  me  another  requeft. 
Fab.  Any  tiling. 

Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  letter. 
Fab.  That  is,  to  give  a  dog,  and,  in  recompence,  dc- 
fir?  my  4Pg  ag^in, 
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Enter  Duke,  Viola,  and  Attendants. 

DuKB.  Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olivia,  friends  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  fir ;  we  are  fome  of  her  trappings. 

Duke.  I  know  thee  well;  How  doft.thou,  my  good 
fellow? 

Cxo.  Truly,  fir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the  worfe 
for  my  friends. 

Duke.  Jufl:  the  contrary  ;  the  better  for  thy  friends. 

Clo.  No,  fir,  the  worfe. 

Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo.  Marry,  fir,  they  praife  me,  and  make  an  afs  of 
me  ;  now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  afs  :  fo  that 
by  my  foes,^fir,  I  profit  in  the  knowledge  of  myfelf ; 
and  by  my  friends  I  am  abufed  :  fo  that,  conclufiohs  to 
be  as  kifies,  if  your  four  negatives  make  your  two  af- 
firmatives, why*  then,  the  worfe  for  my  friends,  and  the 
better  for  my  foes. 

Duke.  Why,  this  is  excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  fir,  no  ;  though  it  pleafe  you  to  be 
one  of  my  friends. 

Duke.  Thou  Ihalt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me ;  there's 
gold- 

Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  fir,  I  would 
you  could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O,  you  give  me  ill  counfel. 

Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  fir,  for  this  once, 
and  let  your  flefli  and  blood  obey  it, 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  finner  to  be  a  dou- 
ble dealer ;  there's  another. 

Clo.  PrimOj  fecundo,  tertio,  is  a  good  play ;  and  the 
old  faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  the  triplex,  fir,  is 
a  good  tripping  meafure ;  or  the  bells  of  St.  Bennet,  fir^ 
may  put  you  in  mind ;  One,  two,  three. 
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Duke.  Ydu  can  fool  no  more  money  out  ot  me  at 
this  throw :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know,  I  am  here 
to  fpeak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you,  it  may 
awake  my  bounty  further. 

Czo.  Marry,  fir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty,  till  I  come 
again.  I  go,  fir ;  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  chink, 
that  my  defire  of  having  is  the  fin  of  covetoufnefs :  but, 
as  you  fay,  fir,  let  your  bounty  take  a  nap,  I  will  awake 
it  anon,  [  Exii  Ciohtn. 

Enter  j^N TON  10,  and  Officers. 

Vio.  Here  conies  the  man,  fir,  that  did  reicue  me* 

Duke.  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet,  when  I  iaw  it  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  finoke  of  war : 
A  bawbling  vefiel  was  he  captain  of. 
For  fiiallow  draught,  and  bulk,  unprissaUe ; 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  grapple  did  he  make 
With  the  moft  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 
That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  lofs, 
Cry'd  fame  and  honour  on  him. — ^What's  the  matter  ? 

I  Off.  Orfino,  this  is  that  Antonio, 
That  took  the  Phoenix,  ajid  her  fraught,  from  Candy ; 
And  this  is  he,  that  did  the  Tiger  board. 
When  your  young  nephew  Titus  loft  his  leg  : 
Here  in  the  ftreets,  defpcrate  of  fhame,  and  ftatc. 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vio.  He  did  me  kindnefs,  fir  ;  drew  on  my  fide ; 
'But,  in  conclufion,  put  Urange  fpeech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  difira^on^  ^ 

Duke.  Notable  pirate  !  thou  falti^water  thief! 
What  fooliih  boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies, 
Whom  thou,  in  terms  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear, 
Haft  made  thine  enemies  T 
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Ant.  Orfino,  noble  fir. 
Be  pleas'd  that  I  fliake  oflF  thcfe  names  you  give  bqc  ; 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirkte. 
Though,  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  ground  enough, 
Offino^s  enemy.    A  witdicrafi  drew  nne  hither : 
That  moft  ungrateful  boy  theaae,  by  your  fide. 
From  the  rade  (iea's  ems^g'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem ;  a  wreck  paft  hope  he  was  : 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  love,  without  retention,  or  reftraint. 
All  his  in  dedication :  for  his  iake. 
Did  I  expofe  myfelf,  pure  for  his  love. 
Into  the  danger  of  this  adverie  town ; 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  be£et : 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  (aiSt  ctmning, 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger,) 
Taught  hitn  to  &ce  me  out  of  his  acquaintance. 
And  grew  a  twenty-years-removed  thing, 
While  one  would  wink ;  dcny*d  me  mine  own  purfe. 
Which  I  had  recommended  to  hie  uie 
Not  half  an  hour  b^re. 

yio.  How  can  this  be  ? 

DuKM.  When  came  he  to  this  town  ? 

jlNTn  To-day,  my  lord ;  and  for  three  months  before, 
(No  interinit  not  a  minute's  vacancy,) 
3oth  day  and  nig^t  did  we  keep  company. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants ^ 

J)uKB.  Here  comes  the  countefs ;  now  heaven  walks 
on  earth.,.,. ,, 
But  for  thee,  fellow,  fellow,  thy  words  are  madnefs : 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  mes 
But  more  of  that  anon..        Take  him  afide. 

Ox/,  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have. 
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Wherein  Olivia  may  feem  ferviceable  ? — 
Cefario,  you  do  not  keep  promife  with  me. 

Fio.  Madam  ? 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia, — 

Oli.  What  do  you  lay,  Ceiario  ?        .Good,  my  lord,— 

Fio.  My  lord  would  fpeak,  my  duty  hufhes  me. 

Oli.  If  it  be  aught  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord, 
It  is  as  iat  and  fulfome  to  mine  ear. 
As  howling  after  mufick. 

Duke.  Still  fo  cruel  ? 

Oli.  Still  fo  conflant,  lord. 

Duke.  What !  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  lady. 
To  whofe  ingrate  and  unaufpicious  altars 
My  foul  the  faithfuirft  offerings  hath  breath'd  out, 
That  e'er  devotion  tendered !  What  fliall  I  do  ?       [him. 

Oli.  Even  what  it  pleafe  my  lord,  that  fhall  become 

Duke.  Why  fhould  I  not,  had  I  the  heart  to  do  it, 
Like  to  the  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death. 
Kill  what  I  love  ;  a  favage  jealoufy, 
That  fometime  favours  nobly  ? — But  hear  me  this : 
Since  you  to  non-regardance  caft  my  faith. 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  inftrument 
That  fcrews  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour. 
Live  you,  the  marble-breafted  tyrant,  ftill ; 
But  this,  your  minion,  whom,  I  know,  you  love. 
And  whom,  by  heaven  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly. 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye, 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  matter's  fpite.—         . 
Come  boy,  with  me ;  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in  mifchief : 
I'll  facrifice  the  lamb  that  I  do  love. 
To  fpite  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove.  [Going, 

Fio.  And  I,  moft  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly. 
To  do  you  reft,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  die;  [Following. 
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Oli.  Where  goes  Cefario  ? 

Vio.  After  him  I  love,  . 
More  than  I  love  thefe  eyes,  more  than  my  life, 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  Ihall  love  wife  : 
If  I  do  feign,  you  witnefle^  above, 
Punifh  my  life,  for. tainting  of  my  love ! 

Oli.  Ah  me,  detefted !  how  am  I  begnil'd ! 

Vio.  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you  wrong  ? 

Oli.  Haft  thou  forgot  thyfelf  ?  Is  it  fo  long  ? — 
Call  forth  the  holy  father.  [Exit  an  Attendoia. 

Duke.  Come,  away.  [To  Viola. 

Oli.  Whither,  my  lord  ? — Cefario,  huft)and,  ftay. 

Duke.  Huft)and  ? 

Oli.  Ay,  hufl)and ;  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke.  Her  huft)and,  firrah  ? 

Vio.  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

Oli.  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenefs  of  thy  fear. 
That  makes  thee  ftrangle  thy  propriety : 
Fear  not,  Cefario,  take  thy  fortunes  up ; 
Be  that  thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'ft — ^O,  welcome,  father ! 

Re-enter  Attendant ^  and  Priest. 
Father,  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  reverence. 
Here  to  unft)ld  (though  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darknefs,  what  occafion  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe,)  what  thou  doft  know. 
Hath  newly  paft  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Priest.  A  contraA  of  eternal  bond  of  love. 
Confirmed  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  hands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  lips, 
Strengthen-d  by  the  interchangement  of  your  rings ; 
.  And.all  the  ceremony  of  this  compad 
SeaI'd  in  my  ftjndion,  by  pay  teftimony  : 
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Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  mc,  toward  my  grave, 
I  have  travelled  but  two  hours. 

DuKB.  O,  thou  dillemblxng  cub !  what  wilt  thou  be, 
When  time  hath  foVd  a.  grizzle  on  thy  cafe  ? 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  craft  fo  quickly  grow. 
That  thine  own  trip  fhall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewel,  and  take  her;  but  dire6t  thy  feet. 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  meet* 

Fio.  My  lord,  I  do  proteft,— 

Ou.  O,  do  not  fwear ; 
Hold  little  faith,  thoiigh  thou  hafl  too  much  fear. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew^  Jgub^cbbbk,  with  bis  bead  broke. 

Sir  And.  For  the  love  of  God,  a  furgeon ;  fend  one 
prefently  to  fir  Toby. 

Ou.  What*s  the  matter  ? 

Sir  A^n.  He  has  broke  my  head  acroif,  and  has  gi-^ 
ven  Sir  Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  too :  for  the  love  of 
God,  your  help :  I  had  rather  than  forty  pound,  I  were 
at  home. 

Ox./,  Who  has  done  this,  fir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  The  count*s  gentleman,  one  Cefario :  we 
took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil  incardi* 
nate, 

Duke,  My  gentleman,  Cefario  ? 

Sir  And,  Od's  Ufelings,  here  he  is : — ^You  broke  my 
head  for  nothing ;  and  tlut  that  I  did^  I  was  fet  on  to 
do't  by  Sir  Toby, 

f^o.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  met    I  never  hurt  you : 
You  drew  your  fword  upon  me,  withoiit  caufe  } 
But  I  befpake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Sir  And,  If  a  bk>ody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have 
hurt  me ;  I  think,  you  (et  nothing  by  a  bloody  coicomb. 
Enter  Sir  7'oMr  Bmlc^^  4runk\iedky  tbeCiowN^ 
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Here  comes  fir  Toby  halting^  yotk  fhall  hear  more :  but 
if  he  had  not  been  in  drink,,  he  wonkl  harre  tickled  you 
othergates  than  he  did. 

Duke.  How  now,  gentleman  ?  how  is't  with  you  ? 

Sir  7b.  That^s  all  one ;  he  has  hurt  me,  and  tfaere^s 
the  end  on*t— Sot,  did'fk  fee  Dick  furgeon,  ht  ? 

Clo.  O  he*s  drunk,  fir  Toby,  an  hoiir  agone  i  his  eyes 
were  fet  it  eight  i'  the  morning. 

Sir  Tq.  Then  he's  a  rogue.    After  a  pafly-meafurei 
or  a  pavin,  I  hate  a  drunken  rogue. 

Oli.  Away  with  him :   Who  hath  made  thti  havock 
with  them  ? 

Sir  And.  FU  help  you,  fir  Toby,  becaufe  we^tt  be 
drefled  together. 

Sir  7b.  Will  you  help  an  afs-head^  and  a  coxcoadbr, 
and  a  knave  ?  a  thin-faced  knave,  a  gull  ^ 

Oli.  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  liook'd  tou 
[Exeunt  CzoBrs^Sir  TomTj  aod  Sir  AsMLMm. 
iMer  Sebastian. 

See.  I  am  forry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kiniiinnBm ;. 
But,  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  bloody 
I  muft  have  done  po  lefs,  with  wit^  and  iafety. 
You  throw  a  flrange  regard  upon  me,  and 
By  that  I  do  perceive  it  hath  ofiended  you; 
Pardon  me,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other  but  fo  late  agow 

Duke.  One  face,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two  peilbns; 
A  natural  peri^edive,  that  is,  and  is  not^ 

See.  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio ! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortured  me, 
Since  I  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant.  Sebaftian  are  you  ? 

See.  Fear'ft  thou  that,  Antcnio  ? 
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Ant.  How  have  you  made  divifion  of  yourfelf  ? 
An  apple,  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  thefe  two  creatures.     Which  is  Sebaftian  ? 

Oli.  Moll  wonderful ! 

See.  Do  I  (land  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brother :    ' 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature, 
Of  here  and  every  where.     I  had  a  fifter. 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  furges  have  devoured  : — 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?  [7i  Viola. 

What  countryman  ?  what  name  ?  what  parentage  ? 

Vio^  Of  Meflaline :  Sebaftian  was  my  father ; 
Such  a  Sebaftian  was  my  brother  too. 
So  went  he  fuited  to  his  watery  tomb  : 
If  fpirits  can  affume  both  form  and  fuit 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

SEii.  A  fpirit  I  am,  indeed  ; 
But  am  in  that  dimenfion  grofsly  clad. 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  reft  goes  even, 
I  fliould  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek. 
And  fay — ^Thrice  welcome,  drowned  Viola  ! 

Vio.  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow. 

See.  And  fo  had  mine. 

Vio,  And  died  that  day  when  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  numbered  thirteen  years. 

See.  O,  that  record  is  lively  in  my  foul ! 
He  finiihed,  indeed,  his  mortal  ad, 
That  day  that  made  my  fifter  thirteen  years. 

Vio.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both. 
But  this  my  mafculine  ufurp'd  attire, 
Do  not  embrace  me,  till  each  circumftance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere,  and  jump. 
That  I  am  Viola :  which  to  confirm^ 
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I'll  bring  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town, 
Where  lie  my  maiden  weeds ;  by  whofe  gentle  help 
I  was  preferv'd,  to  ferve  this  noble  count : 
All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  lady,  and  this  lord. 
Seb.  So  comes  it,  lady,  you  have  been  miftook  : 

[To  OUFIA. 

But  nature-  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contrafted  to  a  maid ; 
Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  life,  deceived, 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duke.  Be  not  amaz'd ;   right  noble  is  his  blood — 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  glafs  feems  true,    \ 
I  fhall  have  fliare  in  this  mod  happy  wreck : 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times,    [7<?  Viola. 
Thou  never  fliould'ft  love  woman  like  to  me. 

Vio.  And  all  thofe  fayings  will  I  over-fwear  ; 
And  all  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  foul. 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  fevers  day  from  night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand ; 
And  letr  me  fee  thee  in  thy  woman's  weeds. 

Vio.  The  captain,  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  fhorc, 
Hath  my  maid's  garments :  he,  upon  fome  adiion. 
Is  now  in  durance ;  at  Malvolio's  fuit, 
A  gentleman,  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 

Oli.  He  fhall  enlarge  him: — Fetch  Malvolio  hither: — 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me. 
They  fay,  poor  gentleman,  he's  much  diftrad. 

Re-enter  Cloifn^  with  a  letter. 
A  moft  extra6Ung  frenzy  of  mine  own 
From  my  remembrance  clearly  banifh'd  his.— 
How  does  he,  firrah  ^ 
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Clo.  Truly,  Tnadam,  he  holds  Bebebub  at  the  ftarve's 
end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  maj  do :  ke  lias  here 
writ  a  letter  to  700^  I  Jhoald  have  given  it  joa  to-day 
morning ;  but  as  a  madman's  qpiftks  are  no  gnfpeiSy  lb 
it  ikiUs  not  mndi,  when  they  are  delivered. 

Oli.  Open  it,  and  read  it. 
.  Clo.  Look  then  to  be  well  edified,  when  the  fool  deli- 
vers the  madman. — By  the  Lari^  mmimn^^^  * 

Oli.  How  now !  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No,  madam,  I  do  but  read  madoeft :  an  your 
ladyfliip  will  hare  it  as  it  ought  to  be,,  you  mufk  allow 
vox. 

Oli.  Pr'ythee,  read  i*Ay  ri^t  wis, 

Clo.  So  I  do.  Madonna ;  btt  to  read  fab  light  wits^  is 
to  read  thus :  therefore  perpend,  my  pr]M:e{s,,and  grve  ear« 

Oli.  Read  it  you,  firrah.  \Tto  Fjmiai/. 

Fjb.  [reads.}  By  tie  Lardy  madam^  ytm  wnt^  mt^  mid 
the  world  JbaU  hmw  it:  timfgbym  have  put  me  inla  dari^ 
nefsy  and  given  your  drunken  aufftn  nde  aver  me,  yet  have  I 
the  denefit  ofmyfenfes  as  well  or  your  La^[/b^^  Iba^eymr 
own  letter  that  induced  me  to  thejembkmee  I  put  on;  wtbtht 
winch  I  doubt  ma  but  to  do  myfdfnmeb  rights  or  you  mueirjbamt. 
Hink  of  me  ax  you  pkafe.  I  leasee  my  duty  a  kttle  untboi^bt 
ofy  and^ak  out  of  my  inJMry.         lie  madty-mfsi  Maivdso. 

Oli.  Did  he  write  this? 

Clo.  Ay,  madam. 

Duke.  This  favours  not  nrach  of  difbaiftioD;. 

Oli.  See  him  delivered,  Fabian ;  bring  him?  hither. 

\lMt  fABfjm. 
My  lord,  fo  plcafe  you,  theie  things  further  thought  on, 
To  think  me  as  well  a  fitter  as  a  wife, 
One  day  fhall  crovm  the  alliance  on't,  fe  pleafe  you» 
Here  at  my  houfe,  and  at  my  proper  crtffi, 
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DuKS.  Madam,  I  am  moft  apt  to  embrace  your  offer 

Your  mailer  quits  you ;  [To  Fiola,]  and,  for  your  fcr- 
So  much  againft  the  mettle  of  your  fex,     [vice  done  him^ 
So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding, 
And  fince  you  call'd  me  matter  for  fo  long. 
Here  is  my  hand ;  you  fhall  from  this  time  Ije 
Your  mailer's  miilrefs, 

Oli'  a  iifter  ? — you  are  ihe. 

Re-enter  Fabian^  with  Malfoljo. 

DuKB.  Is  this  the  madman  ? 

Oli.  Ay,  my  lord,  this  fame : 
How  now,  Malvolio  ? 

Mal.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 
Notorious  wrong, 

Oli.  Have  I,  Malvolio  ?  no, 

Mal.  Lady,  you  have,     l^ray  you,  perufe  that  letter  i 
You  muil  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
Write  from  it,  if  you  can,  in  hand,  or  phrafe ; 
Or  fay,  'tis  not  your  feal,  nor  your  invention ; 
You  can  fay  none  of  this :  Well,  grant  it  then, 
And  tell/ne,  in  the  modeily  of  honour. 
Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour  ; 
Bade  me  come  fmiling,  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you, 
To  put  on  yellow  ilockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  iir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people : 
And,  ac^ng  this  in  an  obedient  hope,    , 
Why  have  you  fuffer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'4. 
Kept  in  a  dark  houfe,  viiited  by  the  prieil. 
And  made  the  moil  notorious  geek,  and  gull. 
That  e'er  invention  play'd  on  ?  tell  me  why. 

Oli.  Alas,  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writing. 
Though,  I  confefs,  much  like  the  charader : 
^ut,  out  of  queilion,  'tis  Maria's  hand. 

Vol,  I,  X 
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And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  ihe 
Firft  told  me,  thou  waft  mad  ;  then  cam'ft  in  fmili^g. 
And  in  fuch  forms  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  letter.     Pr'ythee,  be  content : 
This  pradice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  pafs*d  upon  thee  ; 
But,  when  we  know  the  grounds  and  authors  of  it, 
Thou  Ihalt  be  both  the  plaintiflf  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  caufe. 

FjB.  Good  madam,  hear  me  fpeak  ; 
And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come. 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  prefent  hour. 
Which  I  have  wonder'd  at.     In  hope  it  fhall  not, 
Moft  freely  I  ^onfefs,  myfelf,  and  Toby, 
Set  this  device  againft  Malvolio  here. 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
"We  had.  conceived  againft  him ;  Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  fir  Toby's  great  importance ; 
In  recompenqe  whereof,  he  hath  njarried  her^ 
How  with  a  fportful  malice  it  was  foUow'd, 
May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge  ; 
If  that  the  injuries  be  juftly  weigh'd,  * 

That  have  on  both  fides  paft. 

Oli.^  A^s,  poor  fool !  how  have  they  baffled  thee  ? 

Clo.  Why,  Jbme  ar^  horn  greats  fome  at^bieve  greatnefs, 
gndjome  have  grefltnefs  thrown  upon  them.  I  was  one,  fir, 
in  this  interlude  ;  one  fir  Topas,  fir  ;  but  that's  all  one: 
''—By  the  LoT^d^  fool^  I  am  not  mad  ;, But  do  you  remem- 
ber? Madam y  why  laugh  you  at  fuch  a  barren  rafcal?  an 
youfmile  nof,  he^sg^g^d;  An^  thus  the  whirligig  of  tim? 
l)rings  in  his  revenges, 

Mal.  rilbe  revenged  on  the  whole  pack  of  you.  lExit 

Oli.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 

JPV^E,  Purfue  hipi,  aud  entreat  him  to  a  peag?  ;,^ 
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He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet ; 

When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 

A  folemn  combination  ihall  be  made 

Of  our  dear  fouls — ^Mean  time,  fweet  fifter. 

We  will  not  part  from  hence Cefario,  come  ; 

For  fo  you  fhall  be,  while  you  are  a  man  j 

But,  when  in  other  habits  you  are  feen, 

Orfino's  miftrefs,  and  his  fancy's  queen.  [Exeunt. 

SONG. 
Clo.  When  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy^ 
With  bey,  bo,  tbe  wind  and  tbe  rain, 
Afoolijh  tbing  was  but  a  toy. 
For  tbe  rain  it  rainetb  every  day. 

But  wben  I  came  to  man^s  ejlate, 

Witb  bey,  bo,  tbe  wind  and  tbe  rain, 
^Gain/l  knave  and  tbiefmenjkut  tbeir  gate,     . 

For  tbe  rain  it  rainetb  every  day. 

But  wben  I  came,  tilas  !  to  wive, 

Witb  bey,  bo,  tbe  wind  and  tbe  rain, 
Byjwaggering  could  I  never  tbrive. 

For  tbe  rain  it  rainetb  every  day. 

But  wben  I  came  unto  my  bed, 

Witb  bey,  bo,  tbe  wind  and  tbe  rain, 
Witb  tofs-pots  Jlill  bad  drunken  bead. 

For  tbe  rain  it  rainetb  every  day. 

A  great  wbile  ago  tbe  world  begun, 

Witb  bey,  bo,  tbe  wind  and  tbe  rain. 
But  tbafs  all  one,  our  play  is  done. 

And  weHlJlrvve  to  pleafe  you  every  day.  [Exit . 
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Perfons  reprefented. 

Vincentio,  duke  ^Vienna, 

Angelo,  lord  deputy  in  the  duke^s  abfence* 

Efcalus,  an  ancient  lord^  joined  with  Angelo  in  the  deputor 

tion. 
Glaudio,  a  young  gentleman.         ^ 
Lucio,  afantqflick. 
T!wo  other  like  gentlemen. 
Varrius^  a  gentleman^fervant  to  the  duke. 
Frovo/l. 
Thomas,   7 
Peter.        S    ^^fruirs. 

Ajujlice. 

Elbow,  ajimple  conftable.   * 

Proth,  a  fooli/b  gentleman. 

Clozvn^/ervant  to  Mrs.  Over-done. 

Abhorfon,  an  executioner. 

Bamardine,  a  dijfolute  prifoner. 

Ifabella,>^^r  to  Claudio, 

Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 

Juliet,  helmed  hy  Claudio. 

Francifca,  a  nun. 

Mijlrejs  Over-done,  a  bawd. 

Lords ^  Gentlemen^  Guards^  Officers^  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  Vienna- 
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ACt  I. 
SCENE  L  An  Apartment  in  the  Dukb^s  Palace* 
Enter  Duke^  Escalus^  Lords^  and  Attendants^ 

Duke.  Efcalus,-^ 

EscAL.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Of  government  the  properties  to  unfold  * 
Would  feem  in  me  to  afFed  fpeech  and  difcourfe  j 
Since  I  am  put  to  kncrw,  that  your  own  fcience, 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lifts  of  all  advice 
My  ftrength  can  give  you  :  Then  no  more  remains, 
But  that  to  your  fufficicncy,  as  your  worth  is  able, 
And  let  them  work.     The'nature  of  our  people, 
Our  city's  inftitutions,  and  the  terms, 
For  common  juftice,  you  are  as  pregnant  in^ 
As  art  and  pradHce  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember  :  There  is  our  commiffion,, 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp* — Call  hither, 
I  fay,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo. —  [Exit  an  Attendant. 
What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  will  bear  ? 
For  you  muft  know,  we  have  with  fpecial  foul 
Eleded  himuour  abfence  to  fupply  ; 
Lent  hi  to  our  terror,  dreft  him  with  our.  love ; 
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And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power :  What  think  ycm  of  it  ? 

EsCAL.  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  fuch  ample  grace  and  honour. 
It  is  lord  Angelo. 

Enter  Angelo. 

l)ukE.  Look,  where  he  comes- 

j4ng.  Always  obedient  to  your  grace's  will, 
I  come  to  know  your  pleafure. 

Duke.  Angelo, 
There  is  a  kiiid  of  charader  in  thy  life, 
That,  to  the  obferver,  doth  thy  hiftory 
Fully  unfold  :  Thyfelf  and  thy  belongings 
Are  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  wafte 
Thyljblf  upon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do } 
Not  light  thein  for  themfelves :  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.    Spirits  are  not  finety  tduch^d^ 
But  to  fine  iflues  :  nor  nature  never  lends 
The  fmalleft  fcruple  of  her  excellence. 
But,  Uke  a  thrifty  goddefs,  fhe  determines 
Herfelf  the  glory  of  a  creditor, 
Both  thanks  and  ufc.     But  I  do  bend  my  fpeech 
To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  advertife  j 
Hold  therefore,  Aiigelo ; 
In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full  onrfeif ; 
Mortality  and  mercy  in  Vienna 
Live  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Efcalus, 
Though  firft  in  queftion,  is  thy  fccondary : 
Take  thy  commiifion. 

Ang.  Now,  good  my  lord, 
Let  there  be  fpme  more  teft  made  of  my  jnetal^ 


Before  fo  noble  and  fo  great  a  figure 
Be  ftamp'd  upon  it. 

jDuKE.  No  more  evafion  t 
We  have,  with  a  Icaven'd  and  prepared  choice. 
Proceeded  to  you  ;  therefore  take  your  honours* 
Our  hafle  from  heUce  is  of  fo  quick  condition. 
That  it  prefers  itfelf,  and  leaves  unqueftion'd 
Matters  of  needful  value.     We  fhall  write  to  you, 
As  time  and  our  concemings  ihall  imp6rtune. 
How  it  goes  with  us ;  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befal  you  here*     So,  fare  you  well : 
To  the  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commiflions* 

j4ng.  Yet,  give  leave,  my  lord. 
That  we  may  bring  you  fomething  on  the  way* 

Duke.  My  hafle  may  not  admit  it ; 
Nor  need  you,  on  ftiine  honour,  have  to  do 
With  any  fcruple  :  your  fcope  is  as  mine  own ; 
So  to  enforce,  or  qualify  the  laws, 
As  to  your  foul  feems  good*     Give  me  your  hand ; 
111  privily  away  :  I  love  the  people, 
But  do  not  like  to  ftage  me  to  their  eyes  : 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relifh  well 
Their  loud  applaufe,  and  aves  vehement ; 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  fafe  difcretion, 
That  does  affed  it.     Once  more,  fare  you  well» 

j4no.  The  heavens  give  fafety  to  your  purpofes ! 

EscAL.  Lead  forth,  and  bring  you  back  in  happi- 
nefs! 

Duke.  1  thank  you  :  Fare  you  welL  *      [Exit. 

EscAZ.  I  ihall  deiire  you,  fir,  to  give  me  leave 
To  have  free  fpeech  with  you  ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place  ; 
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A  power  I  have  ;  but  of  what  ftrength  and  natUrti 
I  am  not  yet  inftruded. 

jiNG.  Tis  fo  with  me : — ^Let  ns  withdraw  togethet^ 
And  we  may  foon  our  fatisfadion  have 
Touching  that  point* 

EscJL.  I'll  wait  upon  your  honour*  [Exeunt^ 

II  ■   ■        -  ■  J 

SCENE  11.   A  Street. 
Enter  Lucio^  and  two  Gbntlbmbn. 
Lucio.  If  the  duke,  with  the  other  dukes,  come  not 
to  compofition  with  the  king  of  Hungary,  why,  then  all 
the  dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

1  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the  king 
of  Hungary's ! 

2  Gbnt.  Amen< 

Lucio,  Thou  concludeft  like  the  fandimonious  pirate, 
that  went  to  fea  with  the  ten  commandments,  but  fcrap- 
ed  one  out  of  the  table. 

2  Gbnt.  Thou  (halt  not  fteal  ? 

Lucio.  Ay»  that  he  ra2ied. 

1  Gbnt.  Why,  'twas  a  commandtnent  to  command 
the  captain  and  all  the  reft  from  their  functions  ;  they 
put  forth  to  fteal :  There's  not  a  foldier  of  us  all,  that, 
in  the  thankfgiving  before  meat,  doth  relifh  the  petition 
well  that  prays  for  peace. 

2  Gent*  I  never  heard  any  foldier  diflike  it. 
Lucio.  I  believe  thee  j  for,  I  think,  thou  never  waft 

where  grace  was  faid. 

2  Gbnt.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  leaft* 

I  Gbnt.  What?  in  metre  ? 

Lucio.  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any. language* 

I  Gbnt.  I  think,  or  in  any  religion. 

Lucio.  Ay !  why  not  ?  Grace  is  grace,  defpite  of  all 
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Controverfy :  As  for  example  j  Thou  thyCjlf  art  a  wick- 
ed villain,  defpite  of  all  grace. 

I  Gent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  fheers  between 
us.    . 

Lucio.  I  grant ;  as  there  may  between  the  lifts  and 
the  velvet :  Thou  art  the  lift. 

I  Gent.  And  thou  the  velvet :  thou  art  good  velvet ; 
thou  art  a  three-pil'd  piece,  I  warrant  thee  :  I  had  as  lief 
be  a  lift  of  an  Englifh  kerfey ,  as  be  pil'd,  as  thou  art 
pil*d,  for  a  French  velvet.     Do  I  fpeak  feelingly  now  ? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  doft ;  and,  indeed,  with  moft  pain- 
ful feeling  of  thy  fpeech :  I  will,  out  of  thine  own  con- 
feifion,  learn  to  begin  thy  health ;  but,  whilft  I  live,  for- 
get to  drink  after  thee. 

1  Gent.  I  think,  I  have  done  myfelf  wrong;  have  I  not? 

2  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  haft ;  whether  thou  art  taint- 
ed, or  free. 

Lucio:  Behold,behold,wheremadamMitigationcomes ! 
I  have  purchafed  as  many  difeafes  under  her  roof,  as  come 


2  Gent.  To  what,  I  pray  ? 

1  Gent.  Judge. 

2  Gent.  To  three  thoufand  dollars  a  year. 
I  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 

Lucio.  A  French  crown  more- 

I  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  difeafes  in  me :  but 
thou  art  full  of  error ;  I  am  founds 

Lucio.  Nay,  not  as  one  would  fay,  healthy ;  but  fo 
found,  as  things  that  are  hollow :  thy  bones  are  hollow ; 
impiety  has  made  a  feaft  of  thee. 

Enter  Bawd.     ^ 

I  Gent.  How  now  ?  Which  of  your  hips  has  the  moft 
profound  fciatica  ? 
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Bawd.  Well,  well ;  there^s  one  yonder  arrcfted,  and 
carried  to  prifon,  was  Worth  five  tlioufand  of  you  all. 

I  Gent.  Who's  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

BjifTD.  Marry,  fir,  that's  Claudio,  fignior  Claudio< 

I  Gent*  Claudio  to  prifon  !  'tis  not  fo. 

Bawd.  Nay,  but  I  know,  'tis  fo !  I  faw  him  atrefted  | 
faw  hitii  carried  away ;  and,  which  is  more,  within  thefe 
three  days  his  head's  to  be  chopped  off. 

Lucio.  But,  afi;er  all  this  fooling,  1  would  not  have  it 
fo  :  Art  thou  fure  of  this  ? 

BaWd.  I  am  too  fure  of  it :  and  it  is  for  getting  ma^ 
dam  Julietta  with  child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me,  this  may  be :  he  promifed  to  meet 
me  two  hours  fince  j  and  he  was  ever  precife  in  promife* 
keeping. 

1  Gent.  Befid^,  you  know,  it  draws  fottiething  near 
to  the  fpeech  we  had  to  fuch  a  purpofe. 

I  Gent.  But  moft  of  all,  agreeing  with  the  proclama^ 
tion. 

Lucio.  Away ;  let's  go  learn  the  truth  of  it. 

[ExeMnt  Lucio,  and  Gentlemen. 

Bawd.  Thus,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  the  fweat, 
what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  poverty,  I  am 
cuflom-fiirunk.    How  now  ?  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prifon. 

Bawd.  Well ;  what  has  he  done  I 

Clo.  a  woman. 

Bawd.  But  what's  his  offence  ? 

Clo.  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  riven 

Bawd.  What,  is  there  a  maid  with  child  by  hlto  ? 

Clo.  No  ;  but  there's  a  woman  with  maid  by  him ; 
You  have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation,  have  you  ? 
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Bawd.  What,  proclamation,  man  ? 

Clo.  All  houfes  in  the  fuburbs  of  Vienna  muft  be 
pluck'd  down. 

Bahtd.  And  what  fliall  become  of  thofe  in  the  city  ? 

Clo.  They  (hall  (land  for  feed :  they  had  gone  down 
too,  but  that  a  wife  burgher  put  iii  for  them. 

Bawd.  But  (hall  all  our  houfes  of  refort  in  the  fub- 
urbs be  puird  down  ? 

Clo.  To  the  ground,  miftrefs. 

Bawd.  Why,  here's  a  change,  indeed,  in  the  common- 
wealth !  What  (hall  become  of  me  ? 

Clo.  Come  ;  fear  not  you :  good  counfellors  lack  no 
clients :  though  you  change  your  place,  you  need  not 
change  your  trade ;  FU  be  your  tapfter  ftilL  Courage ; 
there  will  be  pity  taken  on  yoii :  you  that  have  worn 
your  eyes  almoft  out  in  the  fervice,  you  will  be  confi- 
dered. 

BAWD.Whax^s  tOfdo  here,  Thomas  Tapfter?  Let's 
withdraw. 

Clo.  Here  comes  (ignior  Ckudio,  led  by  the  provoft  to 
prifon  ?  and  there's  madam  Juliet,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  The  fame, 

Enter  Profost,  Claudio,  Juliet,  and  Officers; 

Lycio,  qnd  twq  Gentlemen^ 

Claud.  Fellow,  why  doft  thou  (how  me  thus  to  the 
Bear  me  to  prifon,  where  I  am  committed*         {world  ? 

Prof.  I  do  it  not  in  evil  difpofitipn, 
But  from  lord  Angelo  by  fpecial  charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  demi-god.  Authority, 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  offence  by  weight-^ 
The  words  of  heaven ; — on  whom  it  will,  it  will  \ 
On  whpjn  it  will  not,  fo ;  yet  ftill  'tis  juft. 
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Lacio.  Why,  how  now,  CUudio  ?  whence  comes  this 
reftraint  ? 

Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lucio,  liberty : 
As  furfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fail. 
So  every  fcope  by.  the  immoderate  ufe 
Turns  to  reftraint :  Our  natures  do  purfuc, 
(Like  rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  bane,) 
A  thirfty  evil ;  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Lucio.  If  I  could  fpeak  fo  wifely  under  an  arrcft,  I 
would  fend  for  certain  of  my  creditors :  And  yet,  to  fay 
the  truth,  I  had  as  lief  have"  the  foppery  of  freedom,  as 

the  morality  of  imprifonment ^What's  thy    offence, 

Claudio  ? 

Claud.  What,  but  to  fpeak  of  would  offend  ^gain, 

Lucio.  What  is  it  ?  muj^der  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Lucio.  Lechery  ? 

Claud.  Call  it  fo. 

Prof.  Away,  fir ;  you  muft  go. 

Claud,  One  word,  good  -friend : — ^Lucio,  a  word  with 
you.  [Takes  bim  ajide. 

Lucio.  A  hundred,  if  they'll  do  you  any  good. — Is  le- 
chery fo  look'd  after  ? 

Claud.  Thus  ftands  it  with  me :— Upon  a  true  contract, 
I  got  pofleffion  of  Julietta's  bed } 
You  know  the  lady ;  fhe  is  faft  my  wife,   * 
Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  order  2  tliis  we  came  not  to. 
Only  for  propagation  of  a  dower 
Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends ; 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love. 
Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.     But  it  chances, 
The  flealth  of  our  moft  mutual  entertainment. 
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With  charader  too  grofs,  is  writ  on  Juliet, 
Lucio.  With  child,  perhaps  ? 
Claud.  Unhappily,  even  fo. 

And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  duke,-*--. 

Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  newnefs ; 

Or  whether  that  the  body  public  be 

A  horfe  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride. 

Who,  newly  in  the  feat,  that  it  may  know 

He  can  command,  lets  it  ftraight  feel  the  fpur : 

Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place, 

Or  in  his -eminence  that  fills  it  up, 

I  finger  in: — ^But  this  new  governor 

Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  penalties. 

Which  have,  like  unfcour'd  armour,  hung  by  the  waU 

So  long,  that  nineteen  zodiacks  have  gone  round. 

And  none  of  them  been  worn;  and,  for  a  name, 

Now  puts  the  drowfy  and  negledled  aft 

Frefhly  on  me: — 'tis,  furely,  for  a  name. 

Luc  10^  I  warrant,  it  is  :  and  thy  head  fland5  fo  tickle 

on  thy  flioulders,  that  a  milk-maid,  if  fhe  be  in  love,  may 
figh  it  oflf.     Send  after  the  duke,  and  appeal  to  him, 
Cx^ifD.  I  have  done  fo,  but  he's  not  to  be  found, 
I  pr'y thee,  Lucio,  do  me  this  kind  fervice : 
This  day  my  fifter  fliould  the  cloifter  enter, 
And  there  receive  her  approbation: 
Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  Hate; 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  (he  make  friends 
To  the  ftridt  deputy ;  bid  herfelf  aflay  him ; 
I  have  great  hope  in  that :  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  ptone  and  fpeechlefs  dialed, 
S\ich  as  moves  men ;  befide,  fhe  hath  profperous  art 
When  fhe  will  play  with  reafon  and  difcourfe, 
^Vxid  yrell  fhe  can  perfuade. 
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Lucio.  I  pray,  (he  may:  as  well  for  the  encouragement 
of  the  Uke,  which  elfe  would  iland  under  grievous  im- 
pofition;  as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy  life,  who  I  would  be 
forry  fhould  be  thus  foolifhly  loft  at  a  game  of  tick-tack, 
ril  to  her. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  good  friend  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Within  two  hours,. 

Claud.  Come,  officer,  away,  {Exgufit, 

SCENE  IF.   AMonq/iery. 
Enter  Duke  and  Friar  7'homas. 

Duke.  No  ;  holy  father;  throw  away  that  thought; 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 
Can  pierce  a  complete  bofom:  why  I  defire  thee 
To  give  me  fecret  harbour,  hath  a  purpofe 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

Frj.  May  yo\ir  grace  fpeak  of  it  ? 

DvKE.  My  holy  fir,  none  better  knows  than  you 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  removed; 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  aflemblies. 
Where  youth,  and  coft,  and  witlefs  bravery  keeps, 
I  have  delivered  to  lord  Angelo 
(A  man  of  ftridhire,  and  firm  abftinftnce,) 
My  abfolute  power  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 
And  he  fuppofes  me  travelled  to  Poland ; 
For  fo  I  have  ftrew'd  it  in  the  common  ear. 
And  fo  it  is  received :  Now,  pious  fir. 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this  ? 

Fri.  Gladly,  my  lord. 

Duke.  We  have  ftrid  ftatutes,  and  moft  biting  laws, 
(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-ftrong  fteeds,) 
Which  for  thefe  fourteen  years  we  hj^vc  let  fleep ; 
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Even  like  an  o'er-grown  lion  in  a  cave. 

That  goes  not  out  to  prey:  Now,  as  fond  fathers 

Having  bound  up  the  threatening  twigs  of  birch^ 

Only  to  flick  it  in  their  children's  fight, 

For  terroi*,  not  to  ufe;  in  time  the  rod 

Becomes  more  mock'd,  than  feared:  fo  our  decrees^ 

Dead  to  inflidion,  to  themfelves  are  dead ; 

And  liberty  plucks  juilice  by  the  nofe  ; 

The  baby  beats  the  nurfe,  and  quite  athwart 

Goes  all  decorum. 

Fri.  It  refted  in  your  grace 
To  unloofe  this  tied-up  juftice,  when  you  pleas*d : 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  feem'd^ 
Than  in  lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful  i 
Sith  'twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  fcope^ 
Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  ftrike,  and  gall  them^ 
For  what  I  bid  them  do :  For  we  bid  this  be  done. 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permiflive  pafs, 
And  not  the  punifhment.  Therefore,  indeed,  my  father, 
I  have  on  Angelo  impos'd  the  office ; 
Who  may,  in  the  ambufli  of  my  name,  ftrike  home^ 
And  yet  my  nature  never  in  the  fight, 
To  do  it  flander :  And  to  behold  his  fway, 
I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  order, 
Vifit  both  prince  and  people:  therefore,  I  pr'ythee^ 
Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  inftrud  me 
How  I  may  formally  in  perfon  bear  me 
Like  a  true  friar*     More  reafons  for  this  adion^ 
At  our  more  leifure  fliall  I  render  you ; 
Only,  this  one :— Lord  Angelo  is  precife ; 
Stands  at  a  guaid  with  envy;  fcarce  confefles 
That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 
Vol.  L  X 
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h  more  to  bread  than  ftcHie:  Hence  ihall  we  fee. 

If  power  change  purpofe,  what  otilr  feemers  be.     {Exeunt. 

SCENE  F.  A  Nutmcfy. 
Enter  Isabella  and  Francisca. 

IsAS.  And  have  you  nuns  no  further  privileges  ? 

Fran.  Are  not  thefe  large  enough  ? 

IsAB.  Yes,  truly:  I  fpeak  not  as  deiking  more ; 
But  rather  wiflung  a  more  ftrid  reftraint 
Upon  the  fifter-hood,  the  votarifts  of  faint  Glare. 

Lucio.  Ho !  Peace  be  in  this  place !  [Wit bin. 

IsAB.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Fran.  It  is  a  man's  voice :  Gentle  Ifabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  bufinefs  of  him ; 
You  may,  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unfwom : 
When  you  have.vow'd,  you  muft  not  fpeak  with  men, 
But  in  the  prefence  of  the  priorefs  : 
The^,  if  you  fpeak,  you  muft  not  fhow  your  face ; 
Or,  if  you  Ihow  your  face,  ynu  muft  not  fpeak. 
tie  calls  again;  I  pray  you,  anfwer  him.  [Exit  Francisca. 

IsAB.  Peace  and  profperity !  Who  is't  that  calls  ? 
Ejiter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be ;  as  thofe  cheek-rofes 
Proclaim  you  are  no  lefs  !  Can  you  fo  ftead  me^ 
As  bring  me  to  the  fight  of  Ifabella, 
A  novice  of  this  place,  and  the  fair  fifter 
To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudio  ? 

IsAB.  Why  her  unhappy  brother?  let  me  aik; 
The  rather,  for  I  now  muft  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Ifabella,  and  his  fifter. 

Lucio.  Gentle  and  fair,  your  brother  kindly  greets  yon : 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prifon. 

JsAB.  Woe  me !  For  what? 
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Li;cto.  For  that,  which,  if  myfclf  might  be  his  judge^ 
He  ihould  receive  hi^  punifhment  in  thanks: 
He  hath  got  his  friend  with  child. 
IsjB.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  ftory. 
Lucio.  It  is  trye. 
I  would  not — ^though  'tis  my  familiar  fin 
With  maids  to  feem  the  lapwing,  and  to  jeft. 
Tongue  far  from  heart, — ^play  with  all  virgins  fo : 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  enfky'd,  and  fainted ; 
By  your  renouncement,  an  immortal  fpirit ; 
And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  fincerity, 
As  with  a  faint. 

IsjB.  You  do  blafpheme  the  good,  in  mocking  me. 
Lucio.  Do  not  believe  it,   Fewnefs  and  truth,  'tis  thus : 
Your  brother  and  his  lover  have  embraced : 
As  thofe  that  feed  grow  full ;  as  bloflbming  time. 
That  from  the  feednefs  the  bare  fallow  brings 
To  teeming  foifon ;  even  fo  her  plenteous  wcMnb 
Exprefleth  his  full  tilth  and  hufbandry. 
JsjB.  Some  one  with  child  by  him? — My  coufin  Juliet? 
Lucio.  Is  (he  your  coufin  ? 

IsjiB.  Adoptedly;  as  fchool-maids  change  their  names. 
By  vain  though  apt  affedion. 
Lucio.  She  it  is. 
IsAB.  O,  let  him  marry  her ! 
Lucio.  This  is  the  point. 
The  duke  is  very  ftrangely  .gone  from  hence ; 
Bore  many  gentlemen,  myfelf  being  one^ 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  a£tion  :  but  we  do  leargi' 
By  thofe  that  know  the  very  nerves  of  llate. 
His  givings  out  were  of  an  infinite  diftance 
From  his  true-meant  defign.   Upon  his  place^ 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority, 
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Governs  lord  Angelo ;  a  man,  whofe  blodd 
Is  very  fnow-broth ;  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  flings  and  motions  of  the  fenfe  } 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  ftudy  and  faft. 
He  (to  give  fear  to  ufe  and  liberty, 
Which  have^  for  long,  run  by  the  hideous  law. 
As  mice  by  lions,)  hath  pick'd  out  all  ad. 
Under  whofe  heavy  fenfe  your  brother's  life 
Falls  into  forfeit :  he  prefts  him  on  it ; 
And  follows  clofe  the  rigour  of  the  ftatute^ 
To  make  him  an  example  :  all  hope  is  gone, 
Unlefs  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 
To  foften  Angelo :  and  that's  my  pith 
Of  bufinefs  'twixt  you  and  your  poor  brother* 

IsAB.  Doth  he  fo  feek  his  life  ? 

Lucio.  Has  cenfur'd  him 
Already ';  and,  as  I  hear,  the  provoft  hath 
A  warrant  for  his  execution- 

IsAB.  Alas !  what  poor  ability's  in  me 
To  do  him  good  ? 

Lucio.  Aflay  the  power  you  have. 

IsAB.  My  power  !  Alas !  I  doubt, — 

Lucio.  Our  doubts  are  traitors. 
And  make  us  lofe  the  good  we  oft  might  Wirt,     . 
By  fearing  to  attempt :  Go  to  lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  fuc. 
Men  give  like  gods ;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel^ 
All  their  petitions  are  as  freely  theirs 
As  they  themfelves  would  owe  them, 

JsAB.  I'll  Cee  what  I  can  do. 

Lucio.  But,  fpeedily. 

IsAB.  I  will  about  it  ftraight  ^ 
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No  longer  flaying  but  to  give  the  mother 
Notice  of  my  affair.     I  humbly  thank  you  : 
Commend  me  to  my  brother :  foon  at  night 
ril  fend  him  certain  word  of  my  fuccefs. 

Lucio.  I  take  my  leave  6f  you. 

IsAE.  Gk)od  fir,  adieu.  [Exeunt. 

^cr  II 

SCENE  L   A  Hall  in  Angblo's  Houfe. 

Inter  An GB  1,0 J  Escalus,  a  Justice,  Profost, 

Officers,  an^  other  Attendants. 

Ang.  We  muft  not  make  a  fcare-crow  of  the  law, 
Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey, 
And  let  it  keep  one  ihape,  till  cuftom  make  it 
Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror, 

EscAL.  Ay,  but  yet 
Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little^ 
Than  fall,  and  bruife  to  death  :  Alas !  this  gentleman, 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  moft  noble  father. 
Let  but  your  honour  know, 
(Whom  I  believe  to  be  mofl  ftrait  in  virtue,) 
That,  in  the  working  of  your  own  affe&ions. 
Had  time  coher'd  with  place,  or  place  with  wifhing, 
Or  that  the  refolute  adting  of  your  blood 
Could  have  attained  the  effed  of  your  own  purpofe. 
Whether  you  had  not  fometime  in  your  life 
Err'd  in  this  point  which  now  you  cenfure  him. 
And  puird  the  law  upon  you. 

Ang.  'Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Efcalus, 
Another  thing  to  fall.   I  not  deny, 
The  jury,  palling  on  the  prifoner's  life, 
May,  in  the  fworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 

Yiij 
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Guiltier  than  him  they  try:  What's  open  made  to  juilice; 

TTiat  juflicc  feizes.    What  know  the  laws, 

That  thieves  do  pafs  on  thieves  ?  Tis  very  pregnant, 

The  jewel  that  we  find,  we  ftoop  and  take  it, 

Becaufe  we  fee  it ;  but  what  we  do  not  fee. 

We  treM  upon,  and  never  think  of  it. 

You  may  not  fo  extenuate  his  offence, 

For  I  have  had  fuch  faults  ;  but  rather  tell  me, 

When  I,  that  cenfure  him,  do  fo  offend. 

Let  mine  own  judgement  pattern  out  my  death, 

And  nothing  come  in  partial.    Sir,  he  muft  die, 

EscAL.  Be  it  as  your  wifdom  will. 

jiNQ.  Where  is  the  provoft  ? 

Projt.  Here,  if  it  like  your  honour. 

Ang.  Ssee  that  Claudip 
Be  executed  by  nine  to-morrbw  morning : 
Bring  him  his  confeflbr,  let  him  be  prepared ; 
For  that's  the  utmqft  of  his  pilgrimage.   [Exit  Profost. 

EscAL.  Well,  heaven  forgive  him !  and  forgiye  us  all! 
Some  rife  by  fin,  and  fome  by  virtue  fall  : 
Some  run  from  brakes  of  vice,  and  anfwer  none  ; 
And  fome  condemned  for  a  fault  alone. 

Enter  Elbow^  Froth,  Clown,  Officers,  Sffr. 

Els.  Come,  bring  them  away :  if  thefe  be  good  peo- 
ple in  a  common-weal,  that  do  nothing  but  ufe  their  a- 
bufes  in  common  houfes,  I  know  np  law :  bring  them 
away* 

Ang.  How  now,  fir  !  AVTiat's  your  name  ?  and  what*$ 
the  matter  ? 

Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  am  thfe  ^por  duke's 
jpoiiftable,  and  my  name  is  Elbow  j  I  do  lean  upon  juf- 
tice,  fir,  and  do  bring  in  here  .before  your  good  honour 
^wo  notorious  benefadors* 
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jiNG.  Benefadtors  ?  Well ;  what  benefactors  are  they  ? 
are  they  not  malefadors  ? 

Ele.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  know  not  well  what 
they  are :  but  precifc  viUaii^s  they  are,  that  I  am  fure 
of;  and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the  world,  that  good 
chriilians  ought  to  have. 

EscAL.  This  comes  oflf  well ;  here's  a  wife^officer. 

jtiNG.  Go  to:  What  quality  are  they  of?  Elbow  is 
your  name  ?  Why  doft  thou  not  fpeak,  Elbow  ? 

Clo.  He  cannot,  fir ;  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Ar^G.  W^iat  are  you,  fir  ? 

Ele.  He,  fir  ?  a  tapfter,  fir ;  parcel-baw4 ;  one  that 
ferves  a  bad  woman ;  whofe  houfe,  fir,  was,  as  they  fay, 
pluck'd  down  in  the  fuburbs ;  and  now  fhe  profeflTes  % 
hot^houfe,  which,  I  think,  is  a  very  ill  houfe  too.. 

Escal.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Ele.  My  wife,  fir,  whom  I  deteft  before  heaven  and 
your  honour,-— 

Escal,  How  !  thy  wife  ? 

Ele.  Ay,  fir  j  whom,  I  thank  heaven,  is  an  honeft 
woman ; — 

Escal.  Doft  thou  deteft  her  therefore  ? 

Ele.  I  fay,  fir,  I  will  deteft  myfelf  alfo,  ns  well  as  flie, 
that  this  houfe,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  houfe,  it  is  pity  of 
her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  houfe, 

Escal.  How  doft  thou  know  that,  conftable  ? 

Ele.  Marry,  fir,  by  my  wife  j  who,  if  flie  had  been  (v 
woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accufed  in 
fornication,  adultery,  and  all  uncleanlineft  therp, 

Escal.  By  the  woman's  means  ? 

Ele.  Ay,  fir,  by  miftrefs  Over-done's  means :  but  as  (he 
fpit  in  his  face,  fo  flie  defy'd  him. 

pLO.  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  your  honour,  this  is  not  fp^ 

yiiij   ' 
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EiB.  Prove  it  before  thefc  varlets  here,  thou  honour- 
able man,  prove  it. 

EsCAL.  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ?  [To  Angelo. 
.  Clo.  Sir^  Ibe  came  in  great  with  child ;  and  longing 
(faving  your  honour's  reverence,)  for  ftew'd  prunes ;  fir, 
we  had  but  two  in  the  houfe,  which  at  that  very  diilant 
time  flood,  as  it  were,  in  ^  fruit-difh,  a  difh  of  fome  three 
pence ;  your  honours  have  flben  fuch  difhes ;  they  are  not 
China  dilhes,  but  very  good  difhes,  ' 

ZscAL.  Go  to,  go  to ;  no  matter  for  the  difh,  fin 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  fir,  not  of  a  pin;  you  are  therein  in 
the  right :  but,  to  the  point :  As  I  fay,  this  miflrcfs  El- 
bow, being,  as  I  fay,  with  child,  and  being  great  be,lly'd, 
/Old  longing,  ^s  I  faid,  for  prunes ;  and  having  but  two 
in  the  difh,  as  I  faid,  mafler  ^voxh.  here,  this  very  man, 
having  eaten  the  refl,  as  I  faid,  and,  as  I  fay,  paying  for 
jheni  very  hpneflly;'r-for,  as  you  know,  mafler  Froth,  I 
could  not  give  you  three  pence  again. 

Froth.  No,  indeed. 

Cio.  Very  well :  you  being  then,  if  you  be  remcmt* 
ber'd,  cracking  the  flones  of  the  forefaid  prunes. 

Froth.  Ay,  fo  I  did,  indeed, 

Clo.  Why,  very  well :  I  telling  you  then,  if  you  be  re^* 
member'd,  that  fucji  a  one,  and  fuch  a  one,  were  paflcure 
of  the  thing  you  wot  pf,  unlefs  they  kept  very  good  diet, 
as  I  told  you ; 

Froth.  All  this  is  true, 

Clo.  Why,  very  well  then, 

EscAL.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool :  to  the  purpofe. 
—What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  that  he  hath  caufe  tq 
pomplain  of?  Cpme  me  to  what  was  done  to  her. 

Clo.  Sir,  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet, 

jpscAL.  No,  fir,  nor  I  mea^  it  npt* 


MMASURB  FOR   MEASURE.  345 

Clo.  Sir,  but  you  fliall  come  to  it,  by  your  honour's 
leave :  And,  I  befeech  you,  look  into  mafter  Froth  here, 
fir ;  a  man  of  fourfcore  pound  a  year ;  whofe  father  died 
at  Hallowmas  r-^-Was't  not  at  Hallowmas,  mafter  Froth  ? 

Froth.  All-hoUond  eve. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well ;  I  hope  here  be  truths :  He,  fir, 
fitting,  as  I  fay,  in  a  lower  chair,  fir ; — 'twas  in  the  Buncb 
of  Grapes^  where,  indeed,  you  have  a  delight  to  fit :  Have 
you  not  ? 

Froth.  I  have  fo ;  becaufe  it  is  an  open  room,  and  good 
for  winter. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well  then ; — ^I  hope  here  be  truths, 

Ang.  This  will  laft  out  a  night  in  Rufila, 
When  nights  are  longeft  ther^ :  I'll  take  my  leave, 
And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  caufe ; 
Hoping,  you'll  find  good  caufe  to  whip  them  all. 

EscAL.  I  think  no  lefs :  Gk)od  morrow  to  your  lordfliip. 

[Exit  Angelo. 
Now,  fir,  come  on :  What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  once 
moife? 

Clo.  Once,  fir  ?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her  once, 

Elb.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  afk  him  what  this  man  did  to 
my  wife, 

Clo.  I  befeech  your  honour,  aflc  me, 

EscAL.  Well,  fir ;  What  did  this  gentleman  to  her  ? 

Clo.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  look  in  this  gentleman's  face : 
f— good  mafter  Froth,  look  upon  his  hopour ;  'tis  fpr  a 
good  purpofe :  Doth  your  honour  mark  his  &ce  ? 

EscAL.  Ay,  fir,  very  well. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  befeech  you,  tnark  it  well. 

EscAL.  Well,  I  do  fo. 

Clo.  Doth  your  honour  fee  any  harm  in  his  face  ?     . 

EscAL.  Why,  no. 
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Clo.  I'll  be  fupppfed  upon  a  book,  his  &oeis  the  worft 
thing  ibout  him :  Good  then ;  if  his  face  be  the  word 
thing  about  him,  how  could  mailer  Froth  do  the  con- 
flable's  wife  any  harm  ?  I  would  know  that  of  your  ho* 
nour. 

EscAL.  He's  in  the  right:  Gonftable^whatiayyoutoit? 

Elb.  Firfl,  an  it  like  you,  the  houfe  is  a  refpeded  hoafe; 
next,  this  is  a  refpeded  fellow ;  and  his  miftrefs  is  a  re- 
fpedted  woman. 

Clo.  By  this  hand,  fir,  his  wife  is  a  more  refpeded  per- 
fon  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thou  lieft ;  thou  lieft,  wicked  varlet :  the 
time  is  yet  to  come,  that  fhe  was  ever  refpeded  with  man, 
woman,  or  child. 

Clo.  Sir,  (he  was  refpeded  with  him  before  he  married 
with  her. 

•  Escal.  Which  is  thewifer  here?  Jultice,  or  Iniquity? 
•-^Is  this  true? 

^  Elb.  O  thou  caitiff!  O  thou  varlet!  O  thou  wicked 
Hannibal!  I  refpeded  with  her,  before  I  was  married  to 
her  ?  If  ever  I  was  refp6ded  with  her,  or  Ihe  with  roe, 
let  not  your  worfhip  think  me  the  poor  jduke's  officer:— 
Prove  this,  thou  wicked  Hannibal,  or  Til  h^ve  mine  ac- 
tion of  battery  on  thee, 

Escal.  If  he  took  you  a  box  o'  the  ear,  you  might  have 
your  adion  of  (lander  too. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  good  worfhip  for  it :  What 
is*t  your  worfhip-s  pleafure  I  fhall  do  with  this  wicked 
caitiff? 

Escal,  Truly, officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  offences  in 
him,  that  thou  wouldft  difcover  if  thou  cotddft,  let  him 
fsontinue  in  his  courfes,  till  thou  know'ft  what  they  are. 

Elb^  Marry,  1  thank  your  wQrfhip  for  it  ;,^Tbou  fcefti 
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thou  wicked  varlet  now,  what^s  come  upon  thee ;  thou  art 
to  continue  now,  thou  varlet ;  thou  art  to  continue. 

EscAL.  Where  were  you  born,  friend  ?      [To  Froth* 

Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  fir. 

EscAL.  Are  you  of  fourfcore  pounds  a  year  ? 

Froth.  Yes,  and't  pleafe  you,  fir. 

EscAL.  So.— ^What  trade  are  you  of,  fir  ? 

[To  the  Clown^ 

Clo.  a  tapfter ;  a  poor  widow's  tapfl:er. 

EscAL.  Your  miftrefs's  name  ? 

Clo.  Miftrefs  Over-done. 

EscAL.  Hath  (he  had  any  more  than  one  hufband? 

Clo.  Nine,  fir ;  Over-done  by  the  laft. 

EscAL.  Nine  I — Come  hither  to  me,  mafter  Froth* 
Mailer  Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  acquainted  with 
tapflers ;  they  will  draw  you,  matter  Froth,  and  you  will 
hang  them :  Get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of 
you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  worihip :  For  mine  own  part,  I . 
never  qome  into  any  room  in  a  taphoufe,  but  I  am  drawn 
in. 

EscAL.  Well ;  no  more  of  it,  mafter  Froth :  farewell. 
lExil  FROtH.] — Come  you  hither  to  me,  mailer  tapfter  j 
what's  your  name,  mafter  tapfter  ? 

Clo.  Pompey. 

EscAL.  What  elfe  ? 

Clo.  Bum,  fir. 

EscAL.  Troth,  and  your  bum  is  the  greateft  thing  a- 
bout  you ;  fo  that,  in  the  beaftlieft  fenfe,  you  are  Pompey 
the  great.  Pompey,  you  ^e  partly  a  bawd,  Pompey, 
howfoever  you  colour  it  in  being  a  tapfter.  Are  you 
not  ?  come,  tell  me  true ;  it  fliall  be  the  better  for  you* 

Clo.  Truly,  fir^  I  ajn  a  popr  fellow,  that  would  ^ive. 
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EscjL.  How  would  you  live,  Pompey?  by  being  a 
bawd  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  trade,  Pompey  ?  is  it 
a  lawful  trade  ? 

Clo.  If  the  law  would  allow  it,  fir. 

EscAL.  But  the  law  will  not  allow  it,  Pompey  ;  nor  it 
fliall  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

Clo.  Does  your  worfhip  mean  to  geld  and  fpay  all  the 
youth  in  the  city  ? 

EscAL.  No,  Pompey. 

Clo.  Truly,  fir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  they  will  to't 
then  :  If  your  worfhip  will  take  order  for  the  drabs  and 
the  knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the  bawds. 

EscAL.  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can  tell 
you  :  it  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

Clo.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that  way 
but  for  ten  year  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a 
commiffion  for  more  heads.  If  this  law  hold  in  Vienna 
ten  year,  I'll  rent  the  fairefl  houfe  in  it,  after  three  pence 
a  bay:  If  you  live  to  fee  this  come  to  pafs,  fay,  Pom- 
pey told  you  fo. 

EscAL.  Thank  you,  good  BDmpey :  and,  in  requital 
of  your  prophecy,  hark  you, — ^I  advife  you,  let  me  not 
^nd  you  before  me  again  upon  any  complaint  whatfo^ 
ever,  no,  not  for  dwelling  where  you  do ;  if  I  do,  Pom^ 
pey,  I  fhall  beat  you  to  your  'tent,  and. prove  a  fhrewd 
Caefar  to  you ;  in  plain  deaUng,  Pompey,  I  fhall  have 
you  whipt :  fo  for  this  time,  Pompey,  fare  you  well. 

Clo.  I  thank  your  worfhip  for  your  good  counfel;  but 
I  fhall  follow  it,  as  the  flefh  and  fortune  fhall  better  de^ 
termine. 

Whip  me  ?  No,  no  ;  let  carman  whip  his  jade ;, 
TJhe  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  trade.        [Exit^ 

,^^GAf..  Come  hither  xo  me,  mailer  Elbpv ;  come  hi- 
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ther,  mafter  conftable.    How  long  have  you  been  in  this 
place  of  conjdable  ? 

Elb.  Seven  year  and  a  half,  fir. 

EscAL.  I  thought^^by  your  readinefs  in  the  office,youhad 
continued  in  it  fome  time:  You  fay,  feven  years  tpgether  ? 

Elb.  And  a  half,  fin 

EscAL.  Alas !  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you !  They 
do  you  wrong  to  put  you  fo  oft  upon't :  Are  there  not 
tnen  in  your  ward  fufficient  to  ferve  it  ? 

Elb.  Faith,  fir,  few  of  any  wit  in  fuch  matters :  as 
they  are  chofen,  they  are  glad  to  choofe  me  for  them ; 
I  do  it  for  fome  piece  of  money,  and  go  through  with  all* 

EscAL.  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  names  of  fome  &x 
or  feven,  the  moft  fufficient  of  your  parifh. 

Elb.  To  your  worfliip's  houfe,  fir  ? 

EscAL.  To  my  houfe  :  Fare  you  well.  ^Exit  ELBOfF.'] 
What's  o'clock,  think  you  ? 

Just.  Eleven,  fir* 

EsbAL.  I  pray  you  home  to  dinner  with  me- 

yusr.  I  humbly  thank  you, 

EscAL.  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio  j 
But  there's  no  remedy.  - 

Just.  Lord  Angelo  is  fevere. 

EscAL.  It  is  but  needful : 
Mercy  is  not  itfelf,  that  oft  looks  fo ;     . 
Pardon  is  ftill  the  nurfe  of  fecond  woe  : 
But  yet) — Poor  Claudio !— There's  no  remedy. 
Come,  fir.  [Exeunt. 

--  —  -  - 
SCENE  II.    Another  Room  in  the  fame. 
Enter  Pr o ros r,  and  a  Serfant. 

Serf.  He's  hearing  of  a  caufe ;  he  will  come  ftraight. 
ril  tell  him  of  you. 
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Frof.  Pray  you,  do.  [Exit  Serf  ant. '\  Til  know 
His  pleafure ;  may  be,  he  will  relent :  Alas, 
He  hath  but  a^  ofifended  in  a  dream ! 
All  feds,  all  ages  (mack  of  this  vice ;  and  he 
To  die  fi)r  it !~» 

Enter  Ancelo. 

Ang.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  provoft  ? 

Trov.  Is  it  your  will  Glaudio  ihall  die  to-morrow  ? 

Ang.  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  yea?  hadft  thou  not  order? 
Why  doft  thou  afk  again  ?. 

Frot.  Left  I  might  be  too  rafh : 
Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  feen. 
When,  after  execution,  judgement  hath 
Repented  o'er  his  doom. 

Ang.  Go  to  J  let  that  be  mine : 
Do  you  your  office,  or  give  up  your  place. 
And  you  Ihall  well  be  fpar'd- 

Frov.  I  crave  your  honour's  pardon.**- 
What  ihall  be  done,  fir,  with  the  groaning  JuUet  ? 
She's  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang.  Difpofe  of  her 
To  fome  more  fitter  place ;  and  that  with  fpeed. 
Re-enter  Serfant. 

Serf.  Here  is  the  fifter  of  the  man  condemn'd, 
Defires  accefs  to  you. 

Ang.  Hath  he  a  fifter  ? 

Frof,  Ay,  my  good  lord;  a  very  virtuous  timd^ 
And  to  be  fiiortly  of  a  fifterhood, 
If  not  already  • 

Ang.  Well,  let  her  be  admitted.  {Exit  Serfant. 

See  you,  the  fomicatrcfs  be  jemov'd; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavifb,  means  5 
There  ihsiU  be  order  for  ij. 
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Enter  Lvcio  and  Isabella. 

Frof.  Save  your  honour !  \Offeri^g  to  retire. 

Ang.  Stay  a  little  while. — [^  Isae.'\  You  are  wel- 
come :  What's  your  will  ? 

IsAB.  I  am  a  woeful  fuitor  to  your  honour, 
Pleafe  but  your  honour  hear  me. 

jiNG.  Well ;  what's  your  fuit  ? 

IsAB.  There  is  a  vice,  that  moft  I  do  abhor ^ 
And  moft  defire  fhould  meet  the  blow  of  jufticfe ; 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  muft ; 
For  which  I  muft  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war,  'twixt  will,  and  will  not* 

Ang.  Well ;  the  matter  ? 

IsAB.  I  have  a  brother  is  condemned  to  die : 
I  do  befeech  you,  let  it  be  his  fault. 
And  not  my  brother. 

Prof.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces ! 

Ang.  Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  adtor  of  it ! 
Why,  every  fault's  condemned,  ere  it  be  done : 
Mine  were  the  very  cypher  of  a  funddon. 
To  find  t}ie  £iults,  whofe  fine  flands  in  record. 
And  let  go  by  the  ador. 

IsAB.  O  juft,  but  fevere  law  ! 
I  had  a  brother  then. — ^Heaven  keep  your  honour ! 

IRetirh^g. 

Lucid.  [To  Isab.']  Give't  not  o'er  fo :  to  him  again» 
intreathim; 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown ; 
You  are  too  cold :  if  you  fhould  need  a  pin, 
You  coyld  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  defire  it : 
To  him,  I  fay. 

Isab.  Mufl  he  needs  die  ? 

Ang.  Maiden^  no  remedy. 
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IsAB.  Yes  ;  I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  hint| 
And  neither  heaven,  nor  maki^  grieve  at  the  merc^. 

Ang.  I  will  not  do*t. 

IsAB,  But  can  you,  if  you  would? 

Ang.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

IsAB.  But  might  you  do't,  and  do  the  world  no  wrongs 
If  fo  your  heart  were  touch'd  with  that  remorfe 
As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

Ang.  He's  fentenc'd ;  'tis  too  late. 

Lucio.  You  are  too  cold  [To  Isabella. 

IsAB.  Too  late  ?  why,  no ;  I,  that  do  fpeak  a  word, 
May  call  it  back  again  :  Well  believe  this, 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  Uongs, 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  fword. 
The  marftial's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe. 
Become  th^m  with  one  half  fo  good  a  grace. 
As  mercy  does*     If  he  had  been  as  you, 
And  you  as  he,  you  would  have  llipt  like  him ; 
But  he,  like  you,  would  not  have  been  fo  ftem* 

Ang.  Pray  you,  begone. 

IsAB.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency, 
And  you  were  Ifabel !  fhould  it  then  be  thus  ? 
No ;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  judge, 
And  "whsit  a  prifonen 

Lucid.  Ay,  touch  him :  there's  the  vein.  [Jfid^* 

Ang.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law, 
And  you  but  wafte  your  words. 

IsAB.  Alas!  alas! 
Why,  all  the  fouls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once; 
And  He  that  might  the  'vantage  bed  have  took. 
Found  out  the  remedy :  How  would  you  be, 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgement,  fliould 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  ?  O,  think  on  that ; 
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And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  made. 

Ang.  Be  you  content,  fair  maid ; 
It  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother  : 
Were  he  my  kinfman,  brother,  or  my  fon. 
It  fhould  be  thus  with  him ;— he  muft  die  to-morrow- 

IsAB.  To-morrow  ?  O,  thikt's  fudden !  Spare  him,  fpare 
him ; 
He's  not  prepared  for  death !  Even  for  our  kitchens 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  feafon ;  (hall  we  ferve  heaven 
With  lefs  refpeft  than  we  do  minifter 
To  our  grofs  felves  ?  Good,  gorfd  my  lord,  bethink  you  i 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offence  ? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Lucio.  Ay,  well  faid. 

Ang.  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  though  it  hath  flept  j 
Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil, 
If  the  firft  man  that  did  the  edid  infringe. 
Had  anfwer'd  for  his  deed :  now,  *tis  awake  ; 
Takes  not6  of  what  is  done }  and,  like  a  prophet^ 
Looks  in  a  glafs,  that  fhows  what  future  evils, 
(Either  now,  or  by  remiflhefs  new-conceiv*d, 
And  fo  in  progrefs  to  be  hatch'd  and  bom^) 
Are  now  to  have  no  fucceffive  degrees, 
But,  where  they  live,  to  end. 

IsAB.  Yet  fhow  fome  pity. 

Ang*  I  fhow  it  mofl  of  all,  when  I  fliow  juftice  J 
For  then  I  pity  thofe  I  do  not  know, 
Which  a  difmifs'd  offence  would  after  gall ; 
And  do  him  right,  that,  anfwering  one  foul  wrong. 
Lives  not  to  ad  another.     Be  fatisfied ; 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow ;  be  content. 

IsAB.  So  you  muft  be  the  firil;  that  gives  this  fentence } 
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And  he,  that  fuflfers :  O,  it  is  excellent 

To  have  a  giant's  ftrength  j  but  it  is  tyrannous^ 

To  ufe  it  like  a  giant. 

Lucio.  That's  well  faid. 

IsAB.  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himfelf  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet, 
For  every  pelting,  petty  officer. 
Would  ufe  his  heaven  for  thunder  ;iiothingbut  thunder.- 
Merciful  heaven  I 

Thou  rather,  with  thy  (harp  and  fulphurous  bolt, 
Split'ft  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak. 
Than  the  foft  myrtle ; — ^O,  but  man,  proud  man  ! 
Dreft  in  a  little  brief  authority  ; 
Moft  ignorant  of  what  he's  mod  aflur'd,^ 
His  glafly  eflence, — like  an  angry  ape. 
Plays  fuch  fantaftick  tricks  before  high  heaven. 
As  make  the  angels  weep ;  who,  with  our  fpleens, 
Would  all  themfelves  laugh  mortal. 

Lucio.  Oy  to  him,  to  him,  wench :  he  will  relent; 
He's  coming ;  I  perceiv't. 

PRor.  Pray  heaven  fhe  win  him ! 

IsAB.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  ourfelf : 
Great  men  may  jell  with  faints :  'tis  wit  in  them ; 
But,  in  the  lefs,  foul  profanation. 

Lucio.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  girl ;  more  o^  that. 

IsAB.  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  cholerick  word. 
Which  in  the  foldier  is  flat  blafphemy. 

Lucio.  Art  advis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on't. 

j4ng.  Why  do  you  put  thefe  fayings  upon  me  ? 

IsAB.  Becaufe  authority,  though  it  err  like  others, 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itfelf. 
That  fkins  the  vice  o'  the  top :  Go  to  your  bofom ; 
Knock  there ;  and  a(k  your  heart,  what  it  doth  know 
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That's  like  my  brother's  fault :  if  it  confefs 
A  natural  guiltineis,  fuch  as  is  his. 
Let  it  not  found  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Againft  my  brother's  life- 

^NG.  She  fpeaks,  and  'tis 
Such  fenfe,  that  my  fenfe  breeds  with  it— Fare  you  well* 

IsAB.  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  back. 

jIng.  I  will  bethink  me : — Come  again  to-morrow; 

IsjiB.  Hark,  how  I'll  brib«  you :  Good  my  lord,  turn 

j4ng.  Howl  bribe  me  ?  [back* 

IsAB.  Ay,withfuchgi£ts,thatheaven{hall{harewithyou, 

Lucio.  You  had  marr'd  all  elfe. 

IsAB.  Not  with  fond  fhekels  of  the  tefted  gold, 
Or  (tones,  whofe  rates  are  either  rich,  or  poor. 
As  fancy  values  them :  but  with  true  prdyers, 
That  fhall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there, 
Ere  fun-rife ;  prayers  from  preferved  fouls. 
From  failing  maids,  whofe  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

jIng.  Well :  come  to  me 
To-morrow. 

Lucio.  Go  to;  it  is  well;  away*        [^^fide  to  Isabella. 

IsAB.  Heaven  keep  your  honour  fafe  ! 

Ang.  Amen :  for  I 
Am  that  way  going  to  temptation,  V4fid^* 

Where  prayers  crofs. 

IsAB.  At  what  hour  to-motrow 
Shall  I  attend  your  lordfhip  ? 

Ang.  At  any  time  'fore  noon* 

JsAB.  Save  your  honour ! 

[Exeunt  Lucio^  Isabella,  tihd  PRorosTi 

jIng.  From  thee ;  even  from  thy  virtue ! — 
What's  this  ?  what's  this  ?  Is  this  her  fault,  or  mine  ? 
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The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  fins  moft  ?  Ha ! 

Not  flie;  nor  doth  {he  tempt :  but  it  is  I, 

That  lying  by  the  violet,  in  the  fun, 

Do,  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flower. 

Corrupt  with  virtuous  feafon.     Can  it  be, 

That  modefty  may  more  betray  our  fenfe 

Than  woman's  lightnefs  ?  Having  wafte  groimd  enough. 

Shall  we  defire  to  raze  the  fanduary. 

And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  -O,  fie,  fie,  fie ! 

What  doft  thou  ?  or  what  art  thou,  Angelo  ? 

Doft  thou  defire  her  foully,  for  thofe  things 

That  make  her  good  ?  O,  let  her  brother  live  : 

Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority. 

When  judges  fteal  themfelves.    What  ?  do  I  love  her, 

That  I  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak  again. 

And  feafl:  upon  her  eyes  ?  What  is't  I  dream  on  ? 

0  cunning  enemy,  that,  to  catch  a  faint. 
With  faints  doft  bait  thy  hook  f  Moft  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 

To  fin  in  loving  virtue  :  never  could  the  flxumpet. 

With  all  her  double  vigour,  art,  and  nature. 

Once  ftir  my  temper ;  but  this  virtuous  maid 

Subdues  me  quite  ; — ^Ever,  till  now, 

)^en  men  were  fond,  I  fmil'd,  and  wonder'd  how.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.   A  Room  in  a  Prijbtt. 
Enter  Dukjs,  habited  Hie  a  Friar,  and  Profost. 
Duke.  Hail  to  you,  provoft !  fo,  I  think  you  are. 
Prof.  I  am  the  provoft:  What's  your  will,  good  friar? 
Duke.  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  blefs'd  order,. 

1  come  to  vifit  the  afflided  fpirits 

Here  in  the  prifon :  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  fee  them ;  and  to  make  me  know 
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The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minifter 
To  them  accordingly. 

Prof.  I  would  do  more  than  that, if  more  were  needful. 
^Enter  Juliet. 
Look,  here  comes  one ;  a  gentlewoman  of  mine, 
Who  falUng  in  the  flames  of  her  own  youth. 
Hath  blifter'd  her  report :  She  is  with  child  ; 
And  he  that  got  it,  fentenc'd  :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  fuch  oflfence, 
Than  die  for  this. 

BuKB.  When  muft  he  die  ? 

Prof.  As  I  do  think,  to-morrow,— 
I  have  provided  for  you ;  flay  a  while,  [TZ?  Juliet. 

And  you  fhall  be  condudted. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  the  fin  you  carry  ? 

Juliet.  I  do  ;  and  bear  the  fliame  mofl  patiently. 

Duke.  Til  teach  you  how  you  fhall  arraign  your  con* 
And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  found,  [fcience, 

Or  hollowly  put  on. 

Juliet.  I'll  gladly  learn. 

Duke.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong'd  you  ? 

Juliet.  Yes,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wrong*d  him.' 

Duke.  So  then,  it  feems,  your  mofl  oflfenceful  ad 
Was  mutually  committed  ^  ^ 

Juliet.  Mutually. 

X>UKE.  Then  was  your  fin  of  heavier  kind  than  his. 

Juliet.  I  do  confefs  it,  and  repent  it,  father. 

Duke.  TTis  meet  fo  daughter :  But  lefl  you  do  repent. 
As  that  the  fin  hath  brought  you  to  this  fhame,-^ 
Which  forrow  is  always  toward  ourfelves,  not  heaven ; 
Showing,  we'd  not  fpare  heaven,  as  we  love  it, 
Put  as  we  fland  in  fear, — 

Juliet,  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  evil ; 
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And  take  the  fliame  with  joy. 

Duke.  There  reft. 
Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  muft  die  to-morrow, 
And  I  am  going  with  inftrudion  to  him — 
Grace  go  with  you !  Benedicite  !  [Exit. 

Juliet.  MuH  die  to-morrow  !  O,  injm^ious  love, 
That  refpites  me  a  Ufe,  whofe  very  comfort 
Is  ftill  a  dying  horror ! 

Prof.  'Tis  pity  of  him.  {ExeutU. 

SCENE  IV.  A  Room  in  Angelo^s  Houfe^ 
Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and  pray 
To  feveral  fubjeds  :  heaven  hath  my  empty  wqrds  j 
Whilft  my  invention,  hearing  not  my  tongue,   . 
Anchors  on  Ifabel :  Heaven  in  my  mouth, 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  name  ; 
And  in  my  heart,  the  ftrong  and  fwelling  evil 
Of  my  conception  :  The  ftate,  whereon  I  ftudied. 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious  ;  yea,  my  gravity. 
Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride, 
Could  I,  with  boot,  change  for  an  idle  plume. 
Which  the  air  beats  for  vain,     O  place  !  O  form. ! 
How  often  doft  thou  with  thy  cafe,  thy  habit, 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  \fifer  fouls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming  ?  Blood,  thou  ftill  art  blood  : 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn, 
*Tis  not  the  devil's  creft. 

Enter  Servant, 
How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Serf.  One  Ifabel,  a  fifter, 
pefires  acceft  to  yau. 
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^NG.  Teach  her  the  way.  lExit  Servant. 

O  heavens ! 

Why  does  my  blood  thus  mufter  to  my  heart ; 
Making  both  it  imable  for  itfelf, 
And  difpofleiling  all  my  other  parts 
Of  neceflary  fitnefs  ? 

So  pky  the  fooUfli  throngs  with  one  that  fwoons ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  fo  flop  the  air 
By  which  he  fliould  revive :  and  even  fo 
The  general,  fubjedl  to  a  well-wifh'd  king," 
Quit  their  own  part,'and  in  obfequious  fondnefs 
Crowd  to  his  prefence,  where  their  untaught  love , 
Muft  needs  appear  offence. 

JEtiter  Isabella, 
How  now,  fair  maid  ? 

IsAE.  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleafure.       [pleafe  me, 

^NG.  That  you  might  know  it,  would  much  better 
Than  to  demand  what  'tis.     Your  brother  cannot  live. 

IsAB.  Even  fo? — Heaven  keep  your  honour!  [Retiring. 

Ang.  Yet  may  he  live  a  while  ;  and,  it  may  be. 
As  long  as  you,  or  I :  Yet  he  muft  die. 

IsAE.  Under  your  fentence  .^ 

Ang.  Yea. 

IsAE.  When,  I  befeech  you  ?  that  in  his  reprieve. 
Longer,  or  fhorter,  he  may  be  fo  fitted. 
That  his  foul  ficken  not* 

Ang.  Ha !  Fie,  thefe  filthy  vices  !  It  were  as  good 
To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  nature  ftolen 
A  man  already  made,  as  to  remit 
Their  fawcy  fweetnefs,  that  do  coin  heaven's  image, 
In  ftamps  that  are  forbid :  'tis  all  as  eafy 
Falf^ly  to  take  away  a  life  true  made. 
As  to  put  mettle  in  reftrained  means, 
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To  make  a  falfe  one. 

IsAB.  'Tis  fet  down  fo  in  heaven,  but  not  in  earth- 

j^NG.  Say  you  fo  ?  then  I  (hall  pozc  you  quickly. 
Which  had  you  rather.  That  the  moft  juft  law 
Now  took  your  brother's  life ;  or,  to  redeem  him. 
Give  up  your  body  to  fuch  fweet  uncleannefs. 
As  (he  that  he  hath  flain'd  ? 

IsAB.  Sir,  believe  this, 
I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  foul. 

^NG.  I  talk  not  of  your  foul ;  our  compeU'd  fins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  accompt. 

Is  A3.  How  fay  you  ? 

jiNG.  Nay,  ril  not  warrant  that ;  for  I  can  fpeak 
Again  ft  the  thing  I  fay.     Anfwer  to  this ;— . 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  recorded  law. 
Pronounce  a  fentence  on  your  brother's  life ; 
Might  there  not  be  a  charity  in  fin. 
To  fave  this  brother's  life  ? 

IsAB.  Pleafe  you  to  do't, 
I'll  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  foul, 
It  is  no  fin  at  all,  but  charity. 

^NG.  Pleas'd  you  to  do't,  at  peril  of  yoUr  foul, 
Were  equal  poize  of  fin  and  charity. 

IsAB.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  fin. 
Heaven,  let  me  bear  it !  you  granting  of  my  fuit^ 
If  that  be  fin,  Til  make  it  my  morn  prayer 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine, 
And  nothing  of  your,  anfwer. 

^NG.  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Your  fenfe  purfues  not  mine  :  either  you  are  ignorant^ 
Or  feem  fo,  craftily ;  and  that's  not  good; 

IsAB.  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good. 
But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 
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Ang.  Thug  wifdom  wifhes  to  appear  moft  brighti 
When  it  doth  tax  itfelf :  as  thefe  black  maiks 
Proclaim  an  enfhield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could  difplayed. — ^But  mark  me ; 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  fpeak  more  grofs : 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

IsAB.  So. 

Ang.  And  his  offence  is  fo,  as  it  appears 
Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  pain. 

IsAB.  True. 

Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  fave  his  life, 
(As  I  fubfcribe  not  that,  nor  any  other. 
But  in  the  lofs  of  queftion,)  that  you,  his  filler. 
Finding  yourfelf  defir'd  of  fuch  a  perfon, 
Whofe  credit  with  the  judge,  or  own  great  place^ 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  manacles 
Of  the  all-binding  law  ;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  fave  him,  but  that  either 
You  muft  lay  down  the  treafures  of  your  body 
To  this  fuppofed,  or  elfe  let  him  fuffer ; 
What  would  you  do  ? 

IsAB.  As  much  for  my  poor  brother  as  myfelf : 
That  is,  Were  I  under  the  terms  of  death. 
The  impreffion  of  keen  whips  I'd  wear  as  rubies. 
And  ftrip  myfelf  to  death,  as  to  a  bed 
That  longing  I  have  been  fick  for,  ere  Fd  yield 
My  body  up  to  fliame. 

Ang.  Then  muft  your  brother  die. 

IsAB.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way : 
Better  it  were,  a  brother  died  at  once. 
Than  that  a  fitter,  by  redeeming  him. 
Should  die  fey  ever. 

Ang.  Were  not  yqu  then  as  cruel  as  the  fentence 
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That  you  have  flander'd  fo  ? 

IsAE.  Ignomy  in  ranfom,  and  free  pardon, 
Are  of  two  houfes :  lawful  mercy  is 
Nothing  akin  to  foul  redemption. 

j4ng.  You  feem*d  of  late  to  make  the  law  a  tyrant ; 
And  rather  prov'd  the  Aiding  of  your  brother 
A  merriment  than  a  vice. 

IsAE.  O,  pardon  me,  my  lord ;  it  oft  falls  out. 
To  have  what  we'd  have,  we  fpeak  not  what  we  mean ; 
I  fomething  do  excufe  the  thing  I  hate, 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love, 

^NG.  We  are  all  frail. 

IsAB.  Elfe  let  my  brother  die, 
If  not  a  feodary,  but  only  he. 
Owe,  and  fuccced  by  weaknefs. 

j4ng.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

IsAB.  Ay,  as  the  glafles  where  they  view  themfelves  j 
Which  are  as  eafy  broke  as  they  make  forms. 
Women ! — ^Help  heaven !  men  their  creation  mar 
In  profiting  by  them.     Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail ; 
I  For  we  are  foft  as  our  complexions  are. 
And  credulous  to  falfe  prints.  ' 

Ang.  I  think  it  well  : 
And  from  this  teftimony  of  your  own  fex, 
(Since,  I  fuppofe,  we  are  made  to  be  no  ftronger 
Than  faults  may  fhake  our  frames,)  let  me  be  bold  ;— 
I  do  arreft  your  words ;  Be  that  you  are. 
That  is,  a  woman ;  if  you  be  more,  you're  none  j 
If  you  be  one,  (as  you  are  well  exprefs'd 
By  all  external  warrants,)  fhow  it  now. 
By  putting  on  the  deftin'd  livery. 

IsAB.  I  have  jio  tongue  but  one :  gentle  my  lord^ 
Let  me  intreat  you  fpeak  the  form^  language, 
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Ang.  Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

IsAB.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet ;  and  you  tell  me, 
That  he  fhall  die  for  it. 

Ang.  He  fhall  not,  Ifabel,  if  you  give  me  love.. 

IsAB.  I  know,  your  virtue  hath  a  licence  in't, 
Which  feems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is. 
To  pluck  on  others, 

Ang.  Believe  me,  on  mine  honour, 
My  words  exprefs  my  purpofe. 

IsAB.  Ha !  little  honour  to  be  much  believ'd. 
And  moft  pernicious  purpofe ! — Seeming,  feeming ! — 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo  j  look  for't  : 
Sign  me  a  prefent  pardon  for  my  brother. 
Or,  with  an  out-ftretch'd  throat,  I'll  tell  the  world 
Aloud,  what  man  thou  art. 

Ang.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Ifabel  ? 
My  unfoiPd  name,  the  aufterenefs  of  my  life. 
My  vouch  againft  you,  and  my  place  i'the  ftate 
Will  fo  your  accufation  over-weigh. 
That  you  fhall  flifle  in  your  own  report. 
And  fmell  of  calumny.     I  have  begun ; 
And  now  I  give  my  fenfual  race  the  rein  : 
Fit  thy  confent  to  my  fharp  appetite ; 
Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  Wufhes, 
That  banifh  what  they  fue  for ;  redeem  thy  brother 
By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will ; 
Or  elfe  he  mufl  not  only  die  the  death, 
But  thy  unkindnefs  fhall  his  death  draw  out 
To  lingering  fufFerance :  anfwer  me  to-morrow. 
Or,  by  the  affedion  that  now  guides  me  mofl, 
ril  prove  a  tyrant  to  him  :  As  for  you, 
Say  what  you  can,  my  falfe  o'erweighs  your  true.  [£x//. 
IsAB.  To  whom  fhpuld  I  complain  ?  Did  I  tell  this, 
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Who  would  believe  mc  ?  O  perilous  mouths. 

That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  felf-fame  tongue. 

Either  of  condemnation  <Jr  approof ! 

Bidding  the  law  make  curt'fy  to  their  will ; 

Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite. 

To  follow,  as  it  draws !  Til  to  my  brother : 

Though  he  hath  fallen  by  prompture  of  the  blood, 

Yet  hath  he  in  him  fuch  a  mind  of  honour, 

That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 

On  twenty  bloody  blocks,  he*d  yield  them  up. 

Before  his  filler  fhoilld  her  body  ftoop 

To  fuch  abhorr'd  pollution. 

Then  Ifabel,  Uve  chafte,  and,  brother,  die : 

More  than  our  brother  is  our  chaftity. 

ril  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo's  requeft. 

And  fit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  foul's  reft.  [Exif. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  L   A  Room  in  the  Prifon. 

fjiter  DuKB^  ClavdiOj  and  Profost. 

Duke,  So,  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  lord  Angelo? 

Claud.  The  miferable  have  no  other  medicine, 
But  only  hope  : 
I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepared  to  die. 

Duke.  Be  abfolute  for  death ;  either  death,  or  life. 
Shall  thereby  be  the  fweeter.     Reafon  thus  with  life,--**. 
If  I  do  lofe  thee,  I  do  lofe  a  thing 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep :  a  breath  thou  art, 
(Servile  to  all  the  ikiey  influences,) 
That  doft  this  habitation,  where  thou  kcep'ft, 
Hourly  afflid :  merely,  thou  art  death's  fool ; 
For  him  tjiou  labour'ft  by  thy  flight  to  ihun. 
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And  yet  run'ft  toward  him  ftill :  Thou  art  not  noble ; 

For  all  the  accommodations  that  thou  bear'f):, 

Are  nur'sd  by  bafenefs :  Thou  art  by  no  means  valiant ; 

For  thou  doft  fear  the  foft  and  tender  fork     ^ 

Of  a  poor  worm  :  Thy  bed  of  reft  is  fleep, 

And  that  thou  oft  provok'ft ;  yet  grofsly  fcar'ft 

Thy  death,  which  is  no  more.     Thou  art  not  thyfelf ; 

For  thou  exift'ft  on  many  a  thoufand  grains 

That  iflue  out  of  duft :  Happy  thou  art  not : 

For  what  thou  haft  not,  ftill  thou  ftriv'ft  to  get ; 

And  what  thou  haft,  forget'ft  :  Thou  art  not  certain  ; 

For  thy  complexion  fliifts  to  ftrange  effeds, 

After  the  moon :  If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor ; 

For,  Uke  an  afs,  whofe  back  with  ingots  bows, 

Thou  bear'ft  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 

And  death  unloads  thee :  Friend  haft  thou  none ; 

For  thine  own  bowels,  which  do  call  thee  fire, 

The  mere  effufion  of  thy  proper  loins, 

Do  curfe  the  gout,  ferpigo,  and  the  rheum. 

For  ending  thee  no  fooner :  Thou  haft  nor  youth,  nor 

age; 
But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner's  fleep. 
Dreaming  on  both :  for  all  thy  blefted  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  alms 
Of  palfied  eld ;  and  when  thou  art  <^d,  and  rich^ 
Thou  haft  neither  heat,  afiec^on,  limb,  nor  beauty,. 
To  make  thy  riches  pleafant*     What's  yet  in  this. 
That  bears  the  name  of  Ufe  ?  Yet  in  this  life 
Lie  hid  more  thoulknd  deaths  :  yet  death  we  fear,^ 
That  makes  thefe  odds  all  even. 
Claud.  I  humbly  thank  you. 
To  fue  to  live,  I  find,  I  feek  to  die } 
And,  feeking  death,  find  life :  Let  it  come  oiu 
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Enter  Isabella. 

IsAB.  What,  ho!  Peace  here;  grace  and  good  company! 

Prof.  Who's  there  ?  come  in :  the  wifh  deferves  a  wcl* 
come. 

Duke.  Dear  fir,  ere  long  I'll  vifit  you  again. 

Claud.  Moll  holy  fir,  I  thank  you. 

IsAB.  My  bufinefs  is  a  word  or  two  with  Glaudio. 

Prof.  And  very  welcome.   Look,  fignior,  here's  your 
fitter. 

DvKE.  Provoft,  a  word  with  you. 

Prof.  As  many  as  you  pleafe. 

Duke.  Bring  them  to  fpeak,  where  I  may  be  concealed, 
Yet  hear  them.  [Exeunt  Duke  and  Profost* 

Claud.  Now,  fifter,  what's  the  comfort  ? 

IsAB.  Why,  as  all  comforts  are ;  moft  good  in  deed : 
Lord  Angelo,  having  af&irs  to  heaven. 
Intends  you  for  his  fwift  embaflador. 
Where  you  fliall  be  an  everlailing  leiger  : 
Therefore  your  beft  appointment  make  with  fpeed  > 
To-morrow  you  fet  on. 

Claud.  Is  there  no  remedy  ? 

IsAB.  None,  but  fuch  remedy,  as,  to  fave  a  head, 
To  cleave  a. heart  in  twain. 

Claud.  But  is  there  any  ? 

IsAB.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live ; 
There  is  a  devilifh  mercy  in  the  judge, 
If  "you'Jl  implore  it,  that  will  free  your,  life. 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

Claud.  Perpetual  durance  ? 

IsAB.  Ay,  juft,  perpetual  durance ;  a  reftrainr^ 
Though  all  the  world's  vaftidity  you  had, 
To  a  determin'd  fcope. 

Claud,  ^ut  in  what  nature  ? 
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IsAS.  In  fuch  a  one  as  (you  confenting  to't) 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunk  you  bear. 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  the  point. 

IsAE.  O,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio ;  and  I  quake, 
Left  thou  a  feverous  life  fhould'ft  entertain, 
And  fix  or  feven  winters  more  refpedt 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.    Dar'ft  thou  die  ? 
The  fenfe  of  death  is  moft  in  apprehenfion ; 
And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon. 
In  corporal  fufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Claud.  Why  give  you  me  this  fhame  ! 
Think  you  I  can  a  refolution  fetch 
From  flowery  tendemefs  ?  If  I  muft  die, 
I  will  encounter  darknefs  as  a  bride, 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

IsAE.  There  fpake  my  brother;  there  my  father's  grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice  !  Yes,  thou  muft  die  : 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  life 
In  bafe  apphances.     This  outward-fainted  deputy, — 
Whofe  fettled  vifage  and  dehberate  word 
Nips  youth  i'the  head,  and  follies  doth  enmew. 

As  hlcon  doth  the  fowl, is  yet  a  devil ; 

His  filth  within  being  caft,  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  princely  Angelo  ? 

Is  AS.  O,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell. 
The  damned'ft  body  to  inveft  and  cover 
In  princely  guards !  Doft  thou  think,  Claudio, 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  virginity. 
Thou  might'ft  be  freed  ? 

Claud.  O,  heavens !  it  cannot  be. 
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IsAB.  Yes,  he  would  give  it  thee,  from  this  rank  of- 
So  to  offend  him  ftill :  This  night's  the  time        [fen€e« 
That  I  (hould  do  what  I  abhor  to  name, 
Or  elfe  thou  dieft  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  fhall  not  do't. 

IsAB.  O,  weredt  but  my  life, 
rd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin« 

Claud.  Thanks,  dear  Iflbel. 

IsAB.  Be  ready,  Glaudio,  for  your  death  to-morrow« 

Claud.  Yes.— Has  he  affedUons  in  him. 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  the  nofe^ 
When  he  would  force  it  ?  Sure  it  is  no  fin ; 
Or  of  the  deadly  feven  it  is  the  leaft. 

IsAB.  Which  is  the  leaft  ? 

Claud.  If  it  were  damnable,  he,  being  fo  wife, 
Why,  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be  perdurably  fin'd  ?— O  Ifabel ! 

IsAB.  What  fays  my  brother  ? 

Claud.  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 

IsAB.  And  (hamed  life  a  hateful. 

Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where  j 
To  lie  in  cold  obftrudHon,  and  to  rot ; 
This  fenfible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  clod ;  and  the  delighted  fpirit 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice ; 
To  be  imprifon'd  in  the  viewlcfs  winds, 
And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 
The  pendant  world  j  or  to  be  worfe  than  worffi 
Of  thofe,  that  lawlefs  and  incertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling ! — 'tis  too  horrible  I 
The  weariefl  and  moft  loathed  worldly  life^ 
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That  age,  ach,  penury,  and  imprifonment 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradife 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

IsAB.  Alas !  alas  ! 

Claud.  Sweet  lifter,  let  me  live  : 
What  fin  you  do  to  fave  a  brother^s  life. 
Nature  difpenfes  with  the  deed  fo  far, 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

IsAB.  O,  you  beaft ! 
O,  faithlefs  coward  !  O,  difhoneft  wretch  ! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  ? 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  inceft,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  fifter's  fhame  ?  What  (hould  I  think  ? 
Heaven  (hield,  my  mother  play'd  my  father  fair ! 
For  fuch  a  warped  flip  of  wildemefs 
Ne*er  iflii'd  from  his  blbod.     Take  my  defiance  : 
Die ;  perifli !  might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  fliould  proceed : 
ril  pray  a  thoufand  prayers  for  thy  death. 
No  word  to  fave  thee. 

Claud.  Nay,  hear  me,  IfabeL 

IsAB.  O,  fie,  fie,  fie ! 
Thy  fin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade : 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itfelf  a  bawd : 
Tis  beft  that  thou  dieft  quickly.  IGoing. 

Claud.  O  hear  me,  Ifabella. 

Re-enter  Duke. 

Duke.  Vbuchlafe  a  word,  young  fifter,  but  one  word. 

IsAB.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  difpenfe  with  your  leifure,  I  would 
by  and  by  have  fome  fpeech  with  you :  the  fatisfadion 
I  would  require,  is  likewife  your  own  benefit. 

Isab:  I  have  no  fuperfluous  leifure ;  my  ftay  muft  be 

Vol.  L  a  a 
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llolen  out  of  other  afl^rsj  but  I  will  attend  you  a 
while. 

Duke.  [To  Claudio,  qfide.']  Son,  I  have  overheard  what 
hath  pall  between  you  and  your  lifter.  Angelo  had  ne- 
vtr  the  purpofe  to  corrupt  her ;  only  he  hath  made 
an  allay  of  her  virtue,  to  pradice  his  judgement  with 
the  difpofition  of  natures :  Ihe,  having  the  truth  of  ho- 
nour in  her,  hath  made  him  that  gracious  denial  which 
he  is  moft  glad  to  receive  :  I  am  confellbr  to  Angelo, 
and  I  know  this  to  be  true  ;  therefore  prepare  yourfelf 
to  death  :  Do  not  fatisfy  your  rcfolution  with  hopes  that 
are  fallible :  to-morrow  you  mull  die ;  go  to  your  knees, 
and  make  ready, 

CijiVD.  Let  me  a(k  my  ilfter  pardon.  I  am  fo  out  of 
love  with  life,  that  I  will  fuc  to  be  rid  of  it. 

DuKM»  Hold  you  there :  Farewell.         lExit  Cjlavdio. 
Re-enter  Profost. 
Provoft,  a  word  with  you. 

Prof.  What's  your  will,  father  ? 

Duke.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone : 
Leave  me  a  while  with  the  maid ;  my  mind  promifes 
with  my  habit,  no  lofs  Ihall  touch  her  by  my  company. 

Prof.  In  good  time.  [Exit  Profost. 

Duke.  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath  made 
you  good :  the  goodnefs,  that  is  cheap  in  beauty,  makes 
beauty  brief  in  goodnefs ;  but  grace,  being  the  foul  of 
your  complexion,  fhould  keep  the  body  of  it  ever  fair. 
The  ailault,  that  Angelo  hath  made  to  you,  fortune  hath 
convey'd  to  my  underftanding ;  and,  but  that  frailty 
hath  examples  for  his  falling,  I  fhould  wonder  at  Ange- 
lo. How  would  you  do  to  content  this  fubflitute,  and 
to  fave  your  brother  ? 

IsjE^  I  am  now  going  to  refoive  him :  I  had  rather 
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my  brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  fon  ftiould  be  un- 
lawfully bom.  But  O,  how  much  is  the  good  duke  de- 
ceived in  Angelo !  If  ever  he  return,  and  I  can  fpeak 
to  him,  I  will  open  my  lips  in  vain,  or  difcover  his  go- 
vernment* 

Duke.  That  fliall  not  be  much  amifs  :  Yet,  as  the  mat- 
ter now  Hands,  he  will  avoid  your  accufation  ;  he  made 
trial  of  you  only..<~Therefore  faften  your  ear  on  my  ad- 
yifings  ;  to  the  love  I  have  in  doing  good,  a  remedy  prc-» 
fents  itfelf.  I  do  make  myfelf  beUeve,  that  you  may 
moft  uprighteoufly  do  a  poor  wrpnged  lady  a  merited 
benefit ;  redeem  your  brother  from  the  angry  law ;  do 
no  (lain  to  your  own  gracious  perfon  ;  and  much  pleafe  . 
the  abfent  duke,  if,  peradventurc,  he  fhall  ever  return 
to  have  hearing  of  this  bufincfs: 

IsAB.  Let  me  hear  you  fpeak  further  ;  I  have  fpxrit  to 
do  any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth  of  my 
fpirit. 

DvKB.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodnefs  never  fearful. 
Have  you  not  heard  fpeak  of  Mariana  the  fifter  of  Fre»» 
derick,  the  great  foldier,  who  mifcarried  at  fea  ? 

IsAB.  I  have  heard  of  the  lady,  and  good  words  went 
vrith  her  name. 

DvKB.  Her  fliould  this  Angelo  have  married ;  was  af- 
fianced to  her  by  oath,  the  nuptial  appointed ;  between 
which  time  of  the  contrad,  and  limit  of  the  folemnity, 
her  brother  Frederick  was  wrecked  at  fea,  having  in  that 
periihed  veflel  the  dowry  of  his  fifter.  But  mark,  how 
heavily  this  befel  to  the  poor  gentlewoman  :  there  flie 
loft  a  noble  and  renowned  brother,  in  his  love  toward 
her  ever  moft  kind  and  natural ;  with  him  the  portion 
and  finew  of  her  fortune,  her  marriage  dowry ;  with 
both,  her  combinate  huiband,  this  well-feeming  Angelo ! 

A  a  ij 
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IsAB.  Can  this  be  fo  ?  Did  Angelo  fo  leave  her  ? 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry'd  not  one  of 
them  with  his  comfort ;  fwallowed  his  vows  whole,  pre- 
tending, in  her,  difcoveries  of  difhonour :  in  few,  bc- 
ftowed  her  on  her  own  lamentation,  which  fhe  yet  wean 
for  his  fake ;  and  he,  a  marble  to  her  tea^s,  is  wafhed 
with  them,  but  relents  not. 

IsAB.  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death,  to  take  this  poor 
maid  from  the  world!  What  corruption  in  this  life, 
that  it  will  let  this  man  live  ! — ^But  how  out  of  this  can 
Ihe  avail  ? 

Duke.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  eafily  heal :  and 
the  cure  of  it  not  only  faves  your  brother,  but  keeps  you 
from  difhonour  in  doing  it. 

IsAB.  Show  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  fore-named  maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  con- 
tinuance of  her  firft  afiedHon ;  his  unjuft  unkindnefs, 
that  in  all  reafon  ihould  have  quenched  her  love,  hath, 
like  an  impediment  in  the  current,  made  it  more»  vio- 
lent and  xmruly.  Go  you  to  Angelo ;  anfwer  his  requir- 
ing with  a  plaufible  obedience ;  agree  with  his  demands 
to  the  point:  only  refer  yourfelf  to  this  advantage, — firft, 
that  your  ftay  with  him  may  not  be  long ;  that  the  time 
may  have  all  ihadow  and  filence  in  it;  and  the  place  an- 
fwer to  convenience :  this  being  granted  in  courfe,  now 
follows  all.  We  (hall  advife  this  wronged  maid  to  dead 
up  your  appointment,  go  in  your  place  ;  if  the  encoun- 
ter acknowledge  itfelf  hereafter,  it  may  compel  him  to 
her  recompence :  and  here,  by  this,  is  your  brother  fav- 
ed,  your  honour  untainted,  the  poor  Mariana  advanta- 
ged, and  the  corrupt  deputy  fcaled.  The  maid  will  I 
frame,  and  make  fit  for  his  attempt.  If  you  think  well 
to  carry  this  as  you  may,  the  doublene&  of  the  benefit 
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defends  the  deceit  from  reproof.  What  think  you  of 
it? 

IsAB.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already ;  and, 
I  truft,  it  will  grow  to  a  moft  profperous  perfe6tion. 

Duke.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up :  Hafte  you 
fpeedily  to  Angelo  ;  if  for  this  night  he  entreat  you  to 
his  bed,  give  him  promife  of  fatisfadion.  I  will  pre- 
fently  to  St.  Luke's ;  there,  at  the  moated  grange  refides 
this  dejeded  Mariana :  At  that  place  call  upon  me ;  and 
difpatch  with  Angelo,  that  it  may  be  quickly. 

IsAB.  I  thank  you  for  this  comfort :  Fare  you  well, 
good  father.  [Exeunt  feverally. 

SCENE  II.    He  Street  before  the  Prifon. 
Enter  Duke^  as  a  Friar;  to  bim,  EiBOfr,  Cloifn^  and 

Officers. 

Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but  that  you 
will  needs  buy  and  fell  men  and  women  like  beafts,  we 
fhall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown  and  white  baftard, 

Duke.  O,  heavens  !  what  fluff  is  here  ? 

Clo.  'Twas  never  merry  world,  fince,  of  two  ufuries, 
the  merriefl  was  put  down,  and  the  worfer  allowed  by 
order  of  law  a  furr'd  gown  to  keep  him  warm ;  and 
furred  with  fox  and  lamb-fkins  too,  to  fignify,  that  craft, 
being  richer  than  innocency,  flands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.  Come  your  way,  fir: — Blefs  you,  good  father 
friar. 

DujCE.  And  you  good  brother  father :  What  offence 
hath  this  man  made  you,  fir  ? 

Elb.  Marry,  fir,  he  hath  offended  the  law ;  and,  fir, 
we  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  fir ;  for  we  have  foxmd 
upon  him,  fir,  a  flrange  pick-lock,  which  we  have  fcnt 
to  the  deputy, 

A  a  iij 
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Duke.  Fie,  iirrah ;  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd ! 
The  evil  that  thou  caufeft  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live  :  Do  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  cram  a  maw,  or  clothe  a  back. 
From  fuch  a  filthy  vice  :  fay  to  thyfelf, — 
From  their  abominable  and  beaftly  touches 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myfelf,  and  live. 
Canft  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life, 
So  ftinkingly  depending  ?  Go,  mend,  go,  mend. 

Clo.  Indeed,  it  does  ftink  in  fome  fort,  fir;  but  yet,  fir, 

I  would  prove 

Duke.  Nay,  if  the  devil  have  given  thee  proofs  for 
fin. 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.     Take  him  to  prifon,  officer ; 
Corredion  and  inftruftion  muft  both  work. 
Ere  this  rude  bead  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  muft  before  the  deputy,  fir ;  he  has  given  him 
warning :  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a  whore-mafter :  if 
he  be  a  whore-monger,  and  comes  before  him,  he  were 
as  good  go  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  fome  would  feem  to  be. 
Free  from  our  feults,  as  faults  from  feeming,  free ! 

Enter  Lucio. 
Elb.  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waift,  a  cord,  fir. 
Clo.  I  fpy  comfort ;  I  cry,  bail :  Here's  a  gentleman, 
and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Lucio.  How  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  What,  at  the  heels 
of  Caefar  ?  Art  thou  led  in  triumph  ?  What,  is  there  none 
of  Pygmalion's  images,  newly  made  woman,  to  be  had 
now,  for  putting  the  hand  in  the  pocket  and  extrading 
it  clutch'd  ?  What  reply  ?  Ha  ?  What  fay'ft  thou  to  this 
tune,  matter,  and  method  ?  Is*t  not  drown'd  i'  the  laft 
rain?  Ha  ?  What  fay'ft  thou,  trot  ?  Is  the  world  as  it 
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was,  man  ?  Whidi  is  the  way  ?  Is  it  fad,  and  few  words? 
or  how  ?  The  trick  of  it  ? 

Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus !  ftill  worfc  ! 

Lucio.  How  doth  my  dear  morfel,  thy  miilrefs  ?  Pro- 
cures ihe  flill  ?  Ha  ? 

€lo.  Troth,  fir,  ihe  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef,  and  fhe 
is  herfelf  in  the  tub. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  good ;  it  is  the  right  of  it ;  it  muft 
be  fo :  Ever  your  frefli  whore,  and  your  powder'd  bawd : 
Aa  unihunn'd  confequence ;  it  muil  be  fo  :  Art  going 
to  prifon,  Pompey  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  faith,  fir. 

Lucio.  Why  'tis  not  amifs,  Pompey :  Farewell :  Go ; 
lay,  I  fent  thee  thither.     For  debt,  Pompey  ?  Or  how  ? 

Elb.  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

LuCio.  Well,  then,  imprifon  him:  If  imprifonment  be 
the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  'tis  his  right :  Bawd  is  he, 
doubtlefs,  and  of  antiquity  too  ;  bawd-bom.  Farewell, 
good  Pompey  :  Commend  me  to  the  prifon,  Pompey  : 
You  will  turn  good  hufband  now,  Pompey;  you  will  keep 
the  houfe. 

Clo.  I  hope,  fir,  your  good  worfhip  will  be  my  bail. 

Lucio.  No,  indeed,  will  I  not,  Pompey ;  it  is  not  the 
wear.  I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  increafe  your  bondage  : 
if  you  take  it  not  patiently,  why,  your  mettle  is  the 
more :  Adieu,  trufty  Pompey.— -Blefs  you,  friar. 

Duke.  And  you. 

Lucio.  Does  Bridget  paint  ftill,  Pompey  ?  Ha  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  fir ;  come. 

Clo.  You  will  not  bail  me  then,  fir  ? 

Lucio.  Then,  Pompey  ?  nor  now.— What  news  abroad^ 
firiar  ?  What  news  ? 

Elm.  Gome  your  ways,  fir ;  come. 

A  a  luj 
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Lucjo.  Go, — ^to  kennel,  Pompey,  go : 

[Exeunt  EtEOfT,  Clo^vn^  and  Officers. 
What  news,  friar,  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  I  know  none :  Can  you  tell  me  of  any  ? 

Lucio.  Some  fay,  he  is  with  the  emperor  of  Ruilia ; 
other  fome,  he  is  in  Rome :  But  where  is  he,  think  you? 

Duke.  I  know  not  where :  But  wherefoever,  I  wifh  him 
well. 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  fantaflical  trick  of  him,  to  ileal 
from  the  ftate,  and  ufurp  the  beggary  he  was  never  bom 
to.  Lord  Angelo  dukes  it  well  in  his  abfence ;  he  puts 
tranfgreflion  to't. 

Duke.  He  does  well  in*t. 

Lucio.  A  little  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do  no 
harm  in  him :  fomething  too  crabbed  that  way,  friar. 

Duke.  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  feverity  muft  cure 
it. 

Lucio.  Yes,  in  good  footh,  the  vice  is  of  a  great  kind- 
red ;  it  is  well  ally'd :  but  it  is  impoffible  to  extirpate  it 
quite,  friar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down.  They 
fay,  this  Angelo  was  not  made  by  .man  and  woman,  af- 
ter the  downright  way  of  creation:  Is  it  true,  think  you? 

Duke.  How  fliould  he  be  made  then  ? 

Lucio.  Some  report,  a  fea-maid  fpawn'd  him : — Some, 
that  he  was  begot  between  two  flock-fifhes : — ^But  it  is 
certain,  that  when  he  makes  water,  his  urine  is  congeal'd 
ice ;  that  I  know  to  be  true':  and  he  is  a  motion  unge- 
nerative,  that's  infallible. 

Duke.  You  are  pleafant,  fir ;  and  fpeak  apace. 

Lvcio.  Why,  what  a  ruthlefs  thing  is  this  in  him,  for 
the  rebellion  of  a  cod-piece,  to  take  away  the  life  of  a 
man  ?  Would  the  duke,  that  is  abfent,  have  done  this  ? 
Ere  he  would  have  hang'd  a  man  for  the  getting  a  hund^ 
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red  baflards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  nurfing  a  thou* 
iand :  He  had  fome  feeling  of  the  fport ;  he  knew  the 
fervice,  and  that^  inflruded  him  to  mercy. 

Duke.  I  never  heard  the  abfent  Duke  much  deteSed 
for  women ;  he  was  not  inclined  that  way- 

Lucio.  O,  fir,  you  are  deceived. 
.  Duke.  Tis  not  poflible. 

Lucio.  Who  ?  not  the  duke  ?  yes,  your  beggar  of  fifty; 
—and  his  ufe  was,  to  put  a  ducat  in  her  clack-difh:  the 
duke  had  crotchets  in  him :  He  would  be  drunk  too ; 
that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duke.  You  do  him  wrong,  furely. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  was  ah  inward  of  his  :  A  fhy  fellow  was  the 
duke :  and,  I  beHeve,  I  know  the  caufe  ofhis  withdrawing* 

Duke.  What,  I  pr'ythee,  might  be  the  caufe  ? 

Lucio.  No, — ^pardon; — ^'tis  a  fecret  mufl:  be  locked 
within  the  teeth  and  the  lips:  but  this  I  can  let  you  un- 
dedland, — ^The  greater  file  of  the  fubjed  held  the  duke 
to  be  wife. 

Duke.  Wife  ?  why,  no  queflion  but  he  was. 

Lucio.  Avery  fuperficial,  ignorant,  unweighing  fellow. 

Duke.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  miftaking; 
the  very  ftream  of  his  life,  and  the  bufinefs  he  hath 
helmed,  mull,  upon  a  warranted  need,  give  him  a  better 
proclamation.  Let  him  be  but  teflimonied  in  his  own 
bringings  forth,  and  he  fhall  appear  to  the  envious,  a 
fcholar,  a  ftatefman,  and  a  foldier :  Therefore,  you  fpeak 
unfldlfuUy  ;  or,  if  your  knowledge  be  more,  it  is  much 
darkened  in  your  malice. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him, 

Duke.  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and  know- 
ledge with  dearer  love. 

Lucio.  Come,  fir,  I  know  what  I  know. 
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Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  fince  you  know  not 
what  you  fpeak.  But,  if  ever  the  duke  return,  (as  onr 
prayers  are  he  may,)  let  me  deiire  you  to  make  your 
anfwer  before  him  :  If  it  be  honeft  you  have  fpoke,  you 
have  courage  to  maintain  it :  I  am  bound  to  call  upon 
you ;  and,  I  pray  you,  your  name  ? 

Lucio.  Sir,  my  name  is  Lucio;  well  known  to  the  duke. 

Duke.  He  fhall  know  you  better,  fir,  if  I  may  live  to 
report  you- 

Lucio.  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke.  O,  you  hope  the  duke  will  return  no  more ;  or 
you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  oppofite.  But,  indeed, 
I  can  do  you  little  harm :  you'll  forfwear  this  again. 

,  Lucio.  Pll  be  hang'd  firfl :,  thou  art  deceived  in  nic, 
friar.  But  no  more  of  this  :  Canft  thou  tell,  if  Claudio 
die  to-morrow,  or  no  ? 

Duke.  Why  fhould  he  die,  fir  ? 

Lucio.  Why  ?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-difh.  I 
would,  the  duke,  we  talk  of,  were  returned  again :  this 
ungenitur'd  agent  will  unpeople  the  province  with  con- 
tinency ;  fparrows  mUft  not  build  in  his  houfe-eaves, 
becaufe  they  are  lecherous.  The'  duke  yet  would  have 
dark  deeds  darkly  anfwer'd  ;  he  would  never  bring  them 
to  light :  would  he  were  returned  !  Marry,  this  Claudio 
is  condemned  for  untrufling.  Farewell,  good  friar ;  I 
pr'ythee,  pray  for  me.  The  duke,  I  fay  to  thee  again^ 
would  eat  mutton  on  Fridays.  He's  now  pafl;  it ;  yet^ 
and  I  fay  to  thee,  he  would  mouth  with  a  beggar,  though 
ihe  fmelt  brown  bread  and  garlick :  fay,  that  I  faid  fo. 
Farewell.  iExit. 

Duke.  No  might  nor  grcatnefs  in  mortality 
Can  cenfure  'fcape  ;  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whiteft  virtue  llrikcs :  What  king  fo  ftrong. 
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Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  flanderous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Escalus,  Profost,  BAWDy  and  Officers. 

EscAL.  Go,  away  with  her  to  prifon. 

Bawd.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me ;  your  honour 
is  accounted  a  merciful  man  :  good  my  lord. 

EscAL.  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  ftill  for- 
feit in  the  fame  kind  ?  This  would  make  mercy  fwear^ 
and  play  the  tyrant. 

Prof.  A  bawd  of  eleven  years  continuance,  may  it 
pleafe  your  honour. 

Bawd.  My  lord,  this  is  one  Lucio's  information  againft 
me :  miftrefs  Kate  Keep-down  was  with  child  by  him  in 
the  duke's  time,  he  promised  her  marriage  ;  his  child  is 
a  year  and  a  ^quarter  old,  come  Philip  and  Jacob  :  I  have 
kept  it  myfelf ;  and  fee  how  he  goes  about  to  abufe  me. 

EscAL.  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  much  licence  ;-i-let 

him  be  called  before  us Away  with  her  to  prifon  :  Go 

to;  no  more  words.  [^Exrunt  Bawd  and  Officers.^  Pro- 
voft,  my  brother  Angelo  will  not  be  alter'd,  Claudio 
muft  die  to-morrow  :  let  him  be  furnifhed  with  divines, 
and  have  all  charitable  preparation:  if  my  brother 
wrought  by  my  pity,  it  ihould  not  be  fo  with  him. 

Prof.  So  pleafe  you,  this  friar  hath  been  with  hifflg 
and  advifed  him  for  the  entertainment  of  death. 

EscAL.  Good  even,  good  father. 

Duke.  Blifs  and  goodnefs  on  you  ! 

EscAL.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 

Duke.  Not  of  this  country,  though  my  chance  is  now 
To  ufe  it  for  my  time :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  order,  late  come  from  the  fee, 
In  fpecial  bufinefs  from  his  holinefs. 

£scAjL.  What  news  sibroad  i'  the  world  ? 
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Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  fo  great  a  fever  on 
goodnefs,  that  the  diflblution  of  it  muft  cure  it :  novel- 
ty is  only  in  requefl ;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be  aged 
in  any  kind  of  courfe,  ^s  it  is  virtuous  to  be  conflant  in 
any  undertaking.  There  is  fcarce  truth  enough  alive, 
to  make  focieties  fecure  ;  but  fecurity  enough,  to  make 
fellowfhips  accurs'd :  much  upon  this  riddle  runs  the 
wifdom  of  the  world.  This  news  is  old  enotigh,  yet  it 
is  every  day's  news.  I  pray  you,  fir,  of  what  difpofition 
was  the  duke  ? 

EscAL.  One,  that,  above  all  other  .ftrifes,  contended 
cfpecially  to  know  himfelf. 

Duke.  What  pleafure  was  he  given  to  ? 

EscAL.  Rather  rejoicing  to  fee  another  merry,  than 
merry  at  any  thing  which  profefs'd  to  make  him  re- 
joice :  a  gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But  leave  we 
him  to  his  events,  with  a  prayer  they  may  prove  pro- 
ipereus  ;  and  let  me  defire  to  know  how  you  find  Clau- 
dio  prepared.  I  am  made  to  underlland,  that  you  have 
lent  him  vifitation. 

Duke.  He  profefles  to  have  received  no  finifter  mea- 
fure  from  his  judge,  but  moft  willingly  humbles  himfelf 
to  the  determination  of  juftice :  yet  had  he  framed  to 
himfelf,  by  the  inftrudHon  of  his  frailty,  many  deceiv- 
ing promifes  of  life ;  which  I,  by  my  good  leifure,  have 
difcredited  to  him,  and  now  is  he  refolved  to  die. 

EscAL.  You  have  paid  the  heavens  your  fundion,  and 
the  prifoner  the  very  debt  of  your  calling.  I  have  la- 
boured for  the  poor  gentleman,  to  the  ertremeft  fhore 
of  my  modefty ;  but  my  brother  juftice  have  I  found  fo 
fevere,  that  he  hath  forced  me  to  tell  him,  he  is  indeed 
— juftice. 

Duke.  If  his  own  life  anfwer  the  ftraitnefs  of  his  pro- 
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ceeding,  it  (hall  become  him  well ;  wherein  if  he  chance 
to  fail,  he  hath  fentenced  himfdif. 

EscAL.  I  am  going  to  vifit  the  prifoner :  Fare  y pu  well. 

Duke.  Peace  be  with  you  !    [Exeunt  Escalus  and  Prof. 
He,  who  the  fword  of  heaven  will  bear, 
Should  be  as  holy  as  fevere ; 
Pattern  in  himfelf  to  know, 
Grace  to  Hand,  and  virtue  go ; 
More  nor  lefs  to  others  paying, 
Than  by  felf-offences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him,  whofe  cruel  ftriking 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking  ! 
Twice  treble  fhame  on  Angelo, 
To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow ! 
O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide. 
Though  angel  on  the  outward  fide ! 
How  may  likenefs,  made  in  crimes. 
Making  pradice  on  the  times. 
Draw  with  idle  fpiders'  firings 
Mofl  ponderous  and  fubflantial  things ! 
Craft  againfl  vice  I  mufl  apply : 
With  Angelo  to-night  fhall  lie 
His  old  betrothed,  but  defpis'd ; 
So  difguife  fhall,  by  the  difguis'd, 
Fky  with  falfhood  falfe  exading. 
And  perform  an  old  contrading.  [£r£f* 

ACriT. 
SCENE  I.  A  Room  in  Mariana's  Hau/e. 
Mariana  difcmered  fitting  ;  a  Boy  fining. 

SONG. 
Taie^  ob  take  tbofe  Ups  away^ 
^haijofooeetlywerefinfimrn; 
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And  tbofe  eyes^  the  break  of  day^ 

Lights  that  do  mijlead  the  mom : 
But  my  kiffes  bring  again^ 

bring  again  ^ 
Seals  of  love  J  but  feed' d  in  vain, 

feoTd  in  vain. 
Mart.  Break  off  thy  fong,  and  hafte  thee  quick  away ; 
Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whofe  advice 
Hath  often  ftilPd  my  brawling  dircontenL-**-  {Ext  Bar. 

Enter  Dure. 
I  cry  you  mercy,  fir;  and  well  could  wifh 
You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  mufical : 
Let  me  excufe  me,  and  believe  me  fo,~* 
My  mirth  it  much  difpleas*d,  but  pleas'd  my  woe. 

Duke.  'Tis  good  :  though  mufic  oft  hath  fuch  a  chann^ 
.  To  make  tad,  good,  and  good  provoke  tx)  harm. 
I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  any  body  iixquir'd  for  me  here 
to-day  ?  much  upon  this  time  have  I  promised  here  to 
meet. 

Mari.  You  have  not  been  inquired  after :  I  have  (at 
here  all  day. 

Enter  Isabella, 
Duke.  I  do   conftantly  believe   you  :«^The  time  is 
come,  even  now.     I  fhall  crave  your  forbearance  a  lit- 
tle ;  may  be,  I  will  call  upon  you  anon,  for  Ibme  ad«- 
vantage  to  yourfelf. 

Mart.  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  {£«*. 

Duke.  Very  well  met,  and  welcome. 
What  is  the  news  from  this  good  deputy  ? 

IsAB.  H^  hath  a  garden  circummur'd  with  brick, 
Whofe  weftem  fide  is  with  a  x^ineyard  back'd ; 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched  gate. 
That  makes  his  opening  '^th  this  Ijigger  key : 
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This  Other  doth  command  a  little  door. 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  garden  leads ; 
There  have  I  made  my  promife  to  call  on  him, 
Upon  the  heavy  middle  of  the  night. 

Duke.  But  (hall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  way? 

IsAB.  I  have  ta'en  a  due  and  wary  note  upon't ; 
With  whifpering  and  moft  guilty  diligence, 
In  aftion  all  of  precept,  he  did  fhow  me 
The  way  twice  o'er. 

Duke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 
Between  you  'greed,  concerning  her  obfervance  ? 

IsAB.  No,  none,  but  only  a  repair  i'  the  dark  ; 
And  that  I  have  poffefs'd  him,  my  moft  ftay 
Can  be  but  brief:  for  I  have  made  him  know^ 
I  have  a  fcrvant  comes  with  me  along. 
That  ftays  upon  me ;  whofe  perfuafion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  borne  up. 
I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  word  of  this : — What,  ho  !  within !  come  forth ! 

Re-enter  Mariana* 
I  pray  you,  be  acquainted  with  this  maid  ; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

IsAB.  I  do  defire  the  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  perfuade  yourfelf  that  I  refped  you  ? 

Mari.  Good  friar,  I  know  you  do ;  and  have  found  it. 

Duke.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the  hand, 
Who  hath  a  ftory  ready  for  your  ear : 
I  fliall  attend  your  leifure ;  but  make  hafte ; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

Mari.  Will't  pleafe  you  walk  afide  ? 

lExeunl  Mariana  and  Isabella. 

XkiKM.  O  place  and  greatnefa,  millions  of  falf«  eyea 
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Are  ftuck  upon  thee !  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  thefe  falfe  and  moft  contrarious  quefts 
Upon  thy  doings !  thoufand  'fcapes  of  wit 
Make  thee  the  father  pf  their  idle  dream. 
And  rick  thee  in  their  fancies ! — ^Welcome !  How  agreed? 
Re-enter  Mariana  and  Isabella. 

IsJs.  She'll  take  the  enterprife  upon  her,  father. 
If  you  advife  it. 

Duke.  It  is  not  my  confent, 
But  my  intreaty  too. 

IsAB.  Little  have  you  to  fay, 
When  you  depart  from  him,  but,  foft  and  low, 
Remember  now  my  brother. 

Mari.  Fear  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all : 
He  is  your  hufband  on  a  pre-contrad : 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'tis  no  fin ; 
Sith  that  the  juftice  of  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flourifh  the  deceit.     Come,  let  us  go  ; 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our -tithe's  to  fow.      {Exeuni. 

■ 

SCENE  II.  A  Room  in  the  Prifon. 
Enter  Provost  and  Cloitn. 
Prof.  Come  hither,  firrah  :  Can  you  cut  off  a  man's 
head? 

Clo.  If  the  man  be  a  bachelor,  fir,  I  can :  but  if  he  be 
a  married  man,  he  is  his  wife's  head,  and  I  can  never 
cut  off  a  woman's  head. 

Prof.  Come,  fir,  leave  me  your  fnatches,  and  yield  me 
a  dired  anfwer.  To-morrow  morning  are  to  die  Clau- 
dio  and  Bamardine  :  Here  is  in  our  prifon  a  common 
executioner,  who  in  his  office  lacks  a  helper :  if  you  will 
take  it  on  you  to  afiift  him,  it  fhall  redeem  you  from. 
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your  gyves ;  if  not,  you  fliall  have  your  full  time  of  im- 
prifonmeat,  and  your  deliverance  with  an  unpitied  whip- 
ping ;  for  you  have  been  a  notorious  bawd, 

Clo.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time  out  of 
mind ;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  hang- 
man. I  would  be  glad  to  receive  fome  inftrudioh  from 
my  fellow  partner. 

pRor.  What  ho,  Abhorfon!  Where's  Abhorfon,  there  ? 

Enter  jiBHORSON. 
Abhor.  Do  you  call,  fir  ? 

Prof.  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to-morrow 
in  your  execution:  If  you  think  it  meet,  compound  with 
him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you ;  if 
not,  ufe  him  for  the  prefent,  and  difmifs  him : '  He  can- 
not plead  his  eftimation  with  you ;  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 
Abhor.  A  bawd,  fir  ?  Fie  upon  him,  he  will  difcredit 
our  myftery. 

Prof.  Go  to,  fir ;  you  weigh  equally ;  a  feather  will 

turn  the  fcale.  [Exit. 

Clo.  Pray,  fir,  by  your  good  favour,  (for,  furely,  fir,  a 

good  favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging  look,) 

do  you  call,  fir,  your  occupation  a  myftery  ? 

Abhor.  Ay,  fir ;  a  myftery. 

Clo.  Painting,  fir,  I  have  heard  fay,  is  a  myftery ;  and 
your  whores,  fir,  being  members  of  my  occupation,  ufing 
painting,  do  prove  my  occupation  a  myftery :  but  what 
myftery  there  ftiould  he  in  hanging,  if  I  fhould  be  hang'd, 
I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.  Sir,  it  is  a  myftery. 
Clo.  Proof. 

Abhor.  Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief:  If  it 
be  too  little  for  your  thief,  your  true  man  thinks  it  big 
enough ;  if  it  be  too  big  for  your  thief,  your  thief  thinks 
Vol,  I.  B  b 
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it  little  enough :  fo  every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your 
thief. 

Re^-enter  PRorosT. 

Prot.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clo.  Sir,  I  will  ferve  him ;  for  I  do  find,  your  hang- 
man is  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd ;  he  doth 
oftener  afk  forgivenefs. 

Prof.  You,  firrah,  provide  your  block  and  your  axe, 
to-morrow  foiir  o'clock. 

j4bhor.  Come  on,  bawd ;  I  will  inftrud  thee  in  my 
trade;  follow. 

Clo.  I  do  defire  to  learn,  fir ;  and,  I  hope,  if  you  have 
occafion  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turn,  you  fhall  find  me 
yare :  fcft,  truly  fir,  for  your  kindnefs,  I  owe  you  a  good 
turn. 

Prof.  Call  hither  Bamardine  and  Claudio : 

lExeunt  Clown  and  Abhorson. 
One  has  my  pity ;  not  a  jot  the  other. 
Being  a  murderer,  though  he  were  my  brother. 

Enter  Claudio. 
Look,  here's  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  thy  death  : 
*Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  muft  be  made  immortal.  Where's  Bamardine  ? 

Claud.  As  fail  lock'd  up  in  fleep,  as  guiltlefs  labour 
When  it  lies  ftarkly  in  the  traveller's  bones : 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prof.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 
Well,  go,  prepare  yourfelf.     But  hark,  what  noife  ? 

[Knocku^  wkiin. 
Heaven  give  your  fpirits  comfort !  [Exit  Claudio.'] 

By  and  by : — 

I  hope  it  is  fomc  pardon,  or  teprieve. 
For  the  moft  gentle  Claudio, — ^Welcome,  father. 
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Enter  Dv KB. 

DuKS.  The  bell  and  wholefomeft  fpirits  of  the  night 
Envelop  you,  good  Provoft  !  Who  caird  her?  of  late  ? 
►     Prof.  None,  fince  the  curfew  rung. 

Duke.  Not  Ifabel  ? 

Prof.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then,  ere't  be  long. 

jProf.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  There's  fome  in  hope. 

Prof.  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 

Duke.  Not  fo,  not  fo ;  his  life  is  paralleled 
Even  with  the  ftroke  and  line  of  his  great  juftice  ; 
He  doth  with  holy  abftinence  fubdue 
That  in  himfelf,  which  he  fpurs  on  his  power  * 
To  qualify  in  others :  were  he  meaPd 
With  that  which  he  correds,  then  were  he  tyrannous ; 

But  this  being  fo,  he's  juft. — ^Now  are  they  come 

[Knocking  within. — Profost  goes  out. 
This  is  a  gentle  provoft  :  Seldom,  when 
The  fteeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men. — 
How  now?  What  noife?  That  fpirit's  poflefs'd  with  hafte, 
That  wounds  the  unfifting  poftem  with  thefe  ftrokes. 
Profost  returns^  /peaking  to  one  at  the  door. 

Prof.  There  he  muft  ftay,  until  the  officer 
Arife  to  let  him  in ;  he  is  call'd  up. 

Duke.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio  yet. 
But  he  muft  die  to-morrow  ? 

Prof.  None,  fir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  dawning,  Provoft,  as  it  is. 
You  ftiall  hear  more  ere  morning. 

Prof.  Happily, 
You  foroething  know ;  yet,  I  believe,  there  comes 
No  countermand ;  no  fuch  escample  have  we : 

Bb  ij 
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Befides,  upon  the  very  fiege  of  juftice, 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  publick  ear 
Profefs'd  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  lord(hip*s  man. 

Prof.  And  here  comes  Claudio's  pardon. 

Mess.  My  lord  hath  fent  you  this  note ;  and  by  me 
this  further  charge,  that  you  fwerve  not  from  the  fmalleft 
article  of  it,  neither  in  time,  matter,  or  other  circum- 
ftance.    Good  morrow ;  fot,  as  I  take  it,  it  is  almoft  day. 

Prof.  I  Ihall  obey  him.  [Exit  Messenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  pardon ;  purchased  by  fuch  fin.  [AJide. 
For  which  the  pardoner  himfelf  is  in  : 
Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celerity. 
When  it  is  borne  in  high  authority : 
When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  fo  extended. 
That  for  the  fault's  love,  is  the  offender  friended.—. 
Now,  fir,  what  news  ? 

Prof.  I  told  you:  Lord  Angelo,  be-like,  thinking  me 
remifs  in  mine  office,  awakens  me  with  this  unwonted 
putting  on  :  methinks,  ftrangely ;  for  he  hath  not  ufed 
it  before. 

Duke.  Pray  you,  let's  hear, 

Prof.  [Reads.]  Whatfoever  you  may  bear  to  the  contrary^ 
let  Claudio  be  executed  by  four  of  the  clock  ;  and,  in  tbe  qfter^ 
noofij  Barnardine :  for  my  better  fatisfaBion^  let  me  have  Clau- 
dio^ s  bead  fent  me  by  five.  Let  tbis  be  duly  performed ;  with 
a  thougbt,  that  more  depends  on  it  tban  we  mu/l  yet  deliver. 
Tbusfail  not  to  do  your  office,  as  you  will  anfwer  it  at  your 
peril. 
What  fay  you  to  this,  fir  ? 

Duke.  What  is  that  Samardine,  who  is  to  be  executed 
in  the  afternoon  ^ 
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Prof.  A  Bohemian  bom;  but  here  nurfed  up  and 
bred  :  one  that  is  a  prifoner  nine  years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  abfent  duke  had  not  ei- 
ther delivered  him  to  his  Uberty,  or  executed  him?  I  have 
heard,  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  fo. 

Prof.  His  friends  ftill  wrought  reprieves  for  him : 
And,  indeed,  his  fad,  till  now  in  the  government  of  lord 
Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful  proof, 

Duke.  Is  it  now  apparent  ? 

Prof.  Mod  manifeft,  and  not  denied  by  himfelf. 

Duke.  Hath  he  borne  himfelf  penitently  in  prifon  ? 
How  feems  he  to  be  touched  ? 

.  Prof.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more  dread- 
fully, but  as  a  drunken  fleep ;  carelefs,  recklefs,  and 
fearlefs  of  what's  paft,  prefent,  or  to  come ;  infenfible  of 
mortality,  and  defperately  mortal, 

Duke.  He  wants  advice. 

Prof.  He  will  hear  none :  he  hath  evermore  had  the 
liberty  of  the  prifon ;  give  him  leave  to  efcape  hence,  he 
would  not :  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if  not  many  days 
entirely  dnmk.  We  have  very  often  awaked  him,  as  if 
to  carry  him  to  execution,  and  fhow'd  him  a  feeming 
warrant  for  it :  it  hath  not  moved  him  at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anpn,  There  is  written  in  your 
brow,  Provoft,  honefty  and  conftancy :  if  I  read  it  not 
truly,  my  ancient  (kill  beguiles  me  ;  but  in  the  boldnefs 
of  my  cunning,  I  will  lay  myfelf  in  hazard.  Claudio, 
whom  here  you  have  a  warrant  to  execute,  is  no  greater 
forfeit  to  tjie  law  than  Angelo  who  hath  fentenced  him : 
To  make  you  underftand  this  in  a  manifefted  effed,  I 
crave  but  four  days  refpite ;  for  the  which  you  are  to  do 
ine  both  a  prefent  and  a  dangerous  courtefy, 

Prof.  Pray,  fir,  in  what  ? 

Bbiij 
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Duke.  In  the  delaying  death* 

Prof.  Alack !  hovr  may  I  do  it  ?  having  the  hour  li-*' 
mited ;  and  an  exprefs  command,  under  penalty,  to  de^ 
liver  his  head  in  the  view  of  Angelo  ?  I  may  make  my 
cafe  as  Claudio'^s,  to  crofs  this  in  the  fmalleft. 

Duke.  By  the  vow  of  mine  order,  I  warrant  you,  if  my 
infttudions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this  'Bamardine  be 
this  morning  executed,  and  his  head  borne  to  Angelo. 

Prof.  Angelo  hath  feen  them  both,  and  will  difcover 
the  favour. 

Duke.  O,  death's  a  great  difguifer :  and  you  may  add 
to  it.  Shave  the  head,  and  tie  the  beard ;  and  fay,  it 
V^^s  the  defire  of  the  penitent  to  be  fo  bared  before  his 
death :  You  know,  the  courfe  is  common*  If  any  thing 
fall  to  you  upon  this,  more  than  thanks  and  good  for- 
tune, by  the  faint  whom  I  profefs,  I  will  plead  againft  it 
with  my  life. 

Prof.  Pardon  me,  good  father ;  it  is  againft  my  oath. 

Duke.  Were  you  fwom  to  the  duke,  or  to  the  deputy? 

Prof.  To  him,  and  to  his  fubftitutes. 

Duke.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  offence,  if 
the  duke  avouch  the  juftice  of  your  dealing  ? 

Prof.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Duke.  Not  a  refemblance,  but  a  certainty.  Yet  fince 
I  fee  you  fearful,  that  neither  my  coat,  integrity,  nor  my 
perfuafion,  can  with  eafe  attempt  you,  I  will  go  further 
than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears  out  of  you.  Look  you, 
fir,  here  is  the  hand  and  feal  of  the  duke.  You^know 
the  charader,  I  doubt  not ;  and  the  fignet  is  not  ftrange 
to  you. 

Prof.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the  duke; 
jou  fliaU  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleafure;  where  you 
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fhall  find,  within  thefe  two  days  he  will  be  here.  This 
is  a  thing,  that  Angelo  knows  not :  for  he  this  very  day 
receives  letters  of  ftrange  tenor ;  perchance,  of  the  duke's 
death ;  perchance,  entering  into  fome  monaftery ;  but, 
by  chance,  nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  the  unfold- 
ing ftar  calls  up  the  fhepherd  :  Put  not  yourfelf  into  a- 
mazement,  how  thefe  things  fhould  be :  all  difficulties 
are  but  eafy  when  ihey  are  known.  Call  your  execu- 
tioner, and  off  with  Bamardine's  head :  I  will  give  him 
a  prcfent  flirift,  and  advife  him  for  a  better  place.  Yet 
you  are  amazed ;  but  this  fhall  abfolutely  refolve  you. 
Come  away ;  it  is  almoft  clear  dawn.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Another  Room  in  the  fame. 
Enter  Cloitn. 
Clo.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in  our  houfe 
of  profelfion  :  one  would  think,  it  were  miflrefs  Over* 
done's  own  houfe,  for  here  be  many  of  her  old  cuftomers. 
Firft,  here's  young  mailer  Rafli ;  he's  in  for  a  commo- 
dity of  brown  paper  and  old  ginger,  ninefcore  and  feven-: 
teen  pounds ;  of  which  he  made  five  marks,  ready  money : 
marry,  then,  ginger  was  not 'much  in  requeft,  for  the  old 
women  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here  one  mafler  Ca- 
per, at  the  fuit  of  mafter  Three-pile  the  mercer,  for  fome 
four  fuits  of  peach-colour 'd  fatin,  which  now  peaches  him 
a  beggar.  Then  have  we  here  yoimg  Dizy,  and  young 
mafter  Deep-vow,  and  mafler  Copper-fpur,  and  mafter 
Starve-lacky  the  rapier  and  dagger-man,  and  yoxmg  Drop-, 
heir  that  kill'd  lufty  Pudding,  and  mafter  Forthright  the 
tilter,  and  brave  mafter  Shoe-tye  the  great  traveller,  and 
wild  Half-can  that  flabb'd  Pots,  and,  I  think,  forty  more  j 
all  great  doers  in  our  trade,  and  are  now  for  the  Lord's 
ikke, 

B  b  iiij 
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Enter  Abhorson. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Bamardine  hither. 

Clo.  Mailer  Bamardine !  you  muft  rife  and  be  hang'd, 
mailer  Bamardine ! 

Abhor.  What,  ho,  Bamardine ! 

Barnar.  \Witbin\  a  pox  o'  your  throats !  Who  makes 
that  noife  there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Clo.  Your  friends,  fir ;  the  hangman :  You  muft  be  fo 
good,  fir,  to  rife  and  be  put  to  death. 

Barnar.  [J¥itbin]  Away,  you  rogue,  away;  I  am  fleepy. 

Abhor.  Tell  him,  he  muft  awake,  and  that  quickly 
too. 

Clo.  Pray,  mafter  Bamardine,  awake  till  you  are  cxe^ 
cuted,r  and  lleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 

Clo.  He  is  coming,  fir,  he  is  coming ;  I  hear  his  ftraw 
ruftle. 

Enter  Barnardine. 

Abhor.  Is  the  axe  upon  the  block,  firrah  ? 

Clo.  Very  ready,  fir. 

Barnar.  How  now,  Abhorfon  ?  what's  the  news  with 
you? 

Abhor.  Truly,  fir,  I  would  defire  you  to  clap  into  your 
prayers ;  for,  look  you,  the  warrant^s  come. 

Barnar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  night,  I 
am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clo.  O,  the  better,  fir ;  for  he  that  drinks  all  night,  and 
is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  morning,  may  fleep  the  founder 
all  the  next  day. 

Enter  Duke. 

Abhor.  Look  you,  fir,  here  comes  your  ghoftly  father; 
Do  we  jeft  now,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing  how 
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haftily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advife  you,  com- 
fort you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Barnar.  Friar,  not  I ;  I  have  been  drinking  hard  all 
night,  and  I  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  me,  or  they 
fhall  beat  out  my  brains  with  billets  :  I  will  not  confent 
to  die  this  day,  that's  certain. 

Duke.  O,  fir,  you  muft :  and  therefore,  I  befeech  you, 
Look  forward  on  the  journey  you  fhall  go. 

Barnar.  I  fwear  I  will  not  to  die  to*day  for  any  man's 
perfuafion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you, — 

Barnar.  Not  a  word ;  if  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to 
me,  come  to  my  ward ;  for  thence  will  not  I  to*day. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Profost. 

Duke.  Unfit  to  live,  or  die :  O,  gravel  heart ! — 
After  him,  fellows ;  bring  him  to  the  block. 

[Exeunt  Aehorson  and  Clown^ 

Prot^  Now,  fir,  how  do  you  find  the  prifoner  ? 

Duke.  A  creature  unprepar'd,  unmeet  for  death ; 
And  to  tranfport  him  in  the  mind  he  is. 
Were  danmable. 

Prof.  Here  in  the  prifon,  father. 
There  died  this  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 
One  Ragozine,  a  mod  notorious  pirate, 
A  man  of  Claudio's  years  j  his  beard,  and  head, 
Juft  of  his  colour  :  What  if  we  do  omit 
This  reprobate,  till  he  were  well  inclin'd ; 
And  fatisfy  the  deputy  with  the  vifage 
Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke.'  O,  'tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides  I 
IJifpatch  it  prefently ;  the  hour  draws  on 
]?refix'd  by  Angelo :  See,  this  be  done, 
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And  fent  according  to  command ;  whiles  I 
Perfuade  this  rude  wretch  wilUngly  to  die. 

Prof.  This  (hall  be  done,  good  father,  prefently. 
But  Bamardine  muft  die  this  afternoon :  , 

And  how  fhall  we  continue  Glaudio, 
To  fave  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come. 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

DuKB.  Let  this  be  done ; — Put  them  in  fecret  holds. 
Both  Bamardine  and  Claudio :  Ere  twice 
The  fun  hath  made  his  journal  greeting  to 
The  under  generation,  you  fhall  find 
Your  fafety  manifefted. 

Prof.  I  am  your  free  dependant. 

DuKS.  Quick,  defpatch,  [Exit  Profost. 

And  fend  the  head  to  Angelo. 
Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo,*~ 
The  provoft,  he  fhall  bear  them,— whofe  contents 
Shall  witnefs  to  him,  I  am  near  at  home ; 
And  that,  by  great  injunctions,  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publicly  :  him  I'll  defire 
To  meet  me  at  the  confecrated  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city ;  and  from  thence. 
By  cold  gradation  and  weal-balanced  form. 
We  fhall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

Re-enter  Profost. 

Prof.  Here  is  the  head ;  I'll  carry  it  myfelE 

Duke.  Convenient  is  it :  Make  a  fwift  return ; 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  fuch  things. 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours. 

Prof.  I'll  make  all  fpeed.  [Exit* 

JsAB.  [Within]  Peace,  ho,  be  here ! 

DuKB.  The  tongue  of  Ifabel : — She's  come  to  know, 
Jf  ^et  her  brother's  pardon  be  coipe  hithe; : 
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But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good. 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  defpair. 
When  it  is  leaf):  expeded. 

Enter  Isabella. 

IsAB.  Ho,  by  your  leave.  [ter. 

Duke.  Good  morning  to  you,  fair  and  gracious  daugh^ 

IsAB.  The  better,  given  me  by  fo  holy  a  man. 
Hath  yet  the  deputy  fent  my  brother's  pardon  ? 

Duke.  He  hath  releasM  him,  Ifabel,  from  the  world; 
His  head  is  off,  and  fent  to  Angelo, 

IsAB.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  fo. 

Duke.  It  is  no  other : 
Show  your  wifdom,  daughter,  in  your  clofe  patience. 

IsAB.  O,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Duke.  You  fhall  not  be  admitted  to  his  fight. 

/•s^n.XJnhappy  Claudio  !  Wretched  Ifabel  I 
Injurious  world  !  Mod  damned  Angelo  ! 

Duke.  This  nor  hurts  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jot : 
Forbear  it  therefore  ;  give  your  caufe  to  heaven. 
Mark  what  I  fay ;  which  you  (hall"  find 
By  every  fyllable,  a  faithful  verity : 
The  duke  comes  home  to-morrow; — ^nay,  dry  your  eyes; 
One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confeflibr, 
Gives  me  this  inftance :  Already  he  hath  carried 
Notice  to  Efcalus  and  Angelo  ; 

Who  dq  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates,         [wifdom 
There  to  give  up  their  power.     If  you  can,  pace  your 
In  that  good  path  that  1  would  wifli  it  go ; 
And  you  fhall  have  your  bofom  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  duke,  revenges  to  your  heart. 
And  general  honour. 

IsAB.  I  am  direded  by  you. 

Duke.  This  letter  then  to  friar  P^ter  gh^c  \ 
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Tis  he  that  fent  me  of  the  duke's  return : 

Say,  by  this  token,  I  defire  his  company 

At  Mariana's  houfe  to-night.     Her  caufe,  and  yours, 

I'll  perfed  him  withal ;  and  he  fhall  bring  you 

Before  the  duke  ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 

Accufe  him  home,  and  home.     For  my  poor  felf, 

I  am  combined  by  a  facred  vow, 

And  fhall  be  abfent.     Wend  you  with  this  letter : 

Command  thefe  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 

With  a  Ught  heart ;  truft  not  my  holy  order. 

If  I  pervert  your  courfe ^Who's  here  ? 

Enter  Luc  jo. 

Lucio.  Good  even ! 
Friar,  where  is  the  provoft  ? 

Duke.  Not  within,  fir. 

Lucio.  O,  pretty  Ifabella,  I  am  pale  at  mine  heart,  to 
fee  thine  eyes  fo  red :  thou  mull  be  patient :  I  am  fain 
to  dine  and  fup  with  water  and  bran  ;  I  dare  not  for  my 
head  fill  my  belly  ;  one  fruitful  meal  would  fet  me  to't : 
But  they  fay  the  duke  will  be  here  to-morrow.  By  my 
troth,  Ifabel,  I  lov'd  thy  brother :  if  the  old  fantaftical 
duke  of  dark  corners  had  been  at  home,  he  had  lived. 

[Exit  Isabella. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden  to 
your  reports  ;  but  the  beft  is,  he  lives  not  in  them. 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knoweft  not  the  duke  fo  well  as  I 
do  :  he's  a  better  woodman  than  tho\i  takeft  him  for. 

Duke.  Well,  you'll  anfwer  this  one  day,  Fare  you 
well. 

Lucio.  Nay,  tarry ;  I'll  go  along  with  thee ;  I  can  tell 
thee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already, 
iir,  if  they  |>e  true ;  if  not  trve,  none  were  enought 
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Lvcio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  wench  with 
child. 

Duke.  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  ? 

Lucio,  Yes,  marry,  did  I :  but  was  fein  to  forfwear  it ; 
they  would  elfe  have  married  me  to  the  rotten  medlar. 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than'honeft:  Reft 
you  well. 

Luc  10.  By  my  troth,  111  go  with  thee  to  the  lane's 
end :  if  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little  of 
it :  Nay,  friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  burr,  I  fliall  ftick.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  ]V.   A  Room  in  Anvelo^s  Houfe. 
Enter  Angelo  and  Escalus. 

EscAL.  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  difvouch'd  othen 

Ang.  In  moft  uneven  and  diftraded  manner.  His 
actions  Ihow  much  like  to  madnefs :  pray  heaven,  his 
wifdom  be  not  tainted  !  And  why  meet  him  at  the  gates, 
and  re-deliver  our  authorities  there  ? 

EscAL.  I  guefs  not. 

Ang.  And  why  ihould  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour  be- 
fore his  entering,  that,  if  any  crave  redrefs  of  injuftice, 
they  Ihould  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 

EscAL.  He  fhows  his  rcafon  for  that :  to  have  a  dif- 
patch  of  complaints;  and  to  deliver  us  from  devices 
hereafter,  which  fliall  then  have  no  power  to  ftand  againft 
us. 

Ang.  Well,  I  befeech  you,  let  it  be  proclaimed  : 
Betimes  i*  the  mom,  Til  call  you  at  your  houfe : 
Give  notice  to  fuch  men  of  fort  and  fuit 
As  are  to  meet  him. 

EscAL.  I  fliall,  fir :  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Ang.  Good  night 

This  deed  unfliapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpregnant. 
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And  dull  to  all  proceedings.    A  deflower'd  maid ! 
Aiid  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforced 
The  law  againft  it ! — But  that  her  t^ider  fliame 
Will  not  proclaim  againft  her  maiden  lofs. 
How  might  fhe  tongue  me  ?  Yet  reafon  dares  her  ?~-no: 
For  my  authority  bears  a  credent  bulk» 
That  no  particular  fcandal  once  can  touch. 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.     He  fhould  have  liv'd, 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  fenfe. 
Might,  in  the  times  to  come,  have  ta'en  revenge. 
By  fo  receiving  a  diihonour'd  life. 
With  ranfom  of  fuch  fhame.    'Would  yet  he  had  liv'd ! 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot. 
Nothing  goes  right ;  we  would,  and  we  wQuld  not.  [Exit. 
,  I  '  ■  .III  ■       ■  I    ' .  I  »i 

SCENE  K    Fields  witbout  the  Town. 
Enter  Dukb  in  bis  own  habit  y  and  Friar  Par  MR. 

Duke.  Thefe  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me- 

[Grvif^g  letters. 
The  provoft  kno^ws  our  purpofe,  and  our  plot.     . 
The  matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  inftru£Hon» 
And  hold  you  ever  to  out  fpecial  drift ; 
Though  fometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  tp  that^ 
As  caufe  doth  minifter.     Go,  call  at  Flavius'  houfe. 
And  tell  him  where  I  ftay :  give  the  like  notice 
To  Valentinus,  Rowland,  and  to  Craflus, 
And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gat^; 
But  fend  me  Flavins  firft, 

F.  Peter.  It  (hall  be  fpeeded  well.  [JEwV  Frijr. 

Enter  Varrivs. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee^  Varrius ;  thou  haft  made  good 
Gome,  we  will  walk :  there's  other  of  our  friends  [hafte : 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius.       [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VI.   Street  near  the  City  Gate. 
Enter  Isabella  and  Marian  a. 

IsAS.  To  fpeak  fo  indiredly^  I  am  loth ; 
I  would  fay  the  truth ;  but  to  accufe  him  fo^ 
That  is  your  part :  yet  I'm  advis'd  to  do  it ; 
He  fays,  to  veil  full  purpofe. 

Mari.  Be  ruPd  by  him, 

IsAB.  Beiidcs,  he  tells  me,  that»  if  peradventure 
He  fpeak  againfl  me  on  the  adverfe  fide, 
I  fhould  not  think  it  flrange ;  for  'tis  a  phyfick, 
That's  bitter  to  fwcet  end. 

Mari.  I  would,  friar  Peter—- 

IsAB.  O,  peace  ;  the  friar  is  come. 
Enter  Friar  Peter. 

F.  Peter.  Come,  I  have  found  you  out  a  ftand  mofl  fit. 
Where  you  may  have  fuch  vantage  on  the  duke, 
He  (hall  not  pafs  you:  Twice  have  the  trumpets  founded; 
The  generous  and  graveft  citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
The  duke  is  entering ;  therefore  hence,  away,     [Exeunt. 


ACty. 
SCENE  I.    JpubUck  Place  near  the  City  Gate. 
Mariana  (veiPd^)  Isabella,  and  Peter,  at  a  d^ance. 
Enter  at  oppojke  doors.  Dure,  Varrivs,  Lords;  An- 
gelo,  Escalus,  Lucio,  PRorosT,  Officers,  and 
Citizens. 

Duke.  My  very  worthy  cou&i,  fairly  met  :— 
Our  old  and  faithful  friend,  we  are  glad  to  fee  you. 
j4ng.  and  Escal.  Happy  return  be  to  your  royal  grace ! 
Dure.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  to  you  both. 
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We  have  made  inquiry  of  you ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodnefs  of  your  juftice,  that  our  foul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  public  thanks. 
Fore-running  more  requital. 

^NG.  You  make  my  bonds  ftill  greater. 

Duke.  O,  your  defert  fpeaks  loud ;  and  I  fhould  wrong  it, 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bofom. 
When  it  deferves  with  charaders  of  brafs 
A  forted  refidence,  'gainft  the  tooth  of  time. 
And  razure  of  oblivion  :  Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  the  fubjedl  fee,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtefies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within, — ^Come,  Efcalus ; 
You  mull  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand ; — 
And  good  fupporters  are  you. 

Peter  and  Isaeella  come  forward. 

F.  Peter.  IJow  is  your  time;  fpeak  loud,  and  kneel 
before  him. 

IsAE.  Juftice,  O  royal  Duke  !  Vail  your  regard 
Upon  a  wrong'd,  Td  fain  have  faid,  a  maid ! 
O  worthy  prince,  diihonour  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  objed, 
Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint. 
And  given  me  juftice,  juftice,  juftice,  juftice  !        [brief: 

Duke.  Relate  your  wrongs :  In  what  ?  By  whom  ?  Be 
Here  is  lord  Angelo  Ihall  give  you  juftice ; 
Reveal  yourfelf  to  him. 

IsAB.  O,  worthy  duke. 
You  bid  me  feek  redemption  of  the  devil  : 
Hear  me  yourfelf;  for  that  ^hich  I  muft  fpeak 
Muft  either  puiiifh  me,  not  being  believ'd, 
Or  wring  redrefs  from, you:  hear  me,  O,  hear  me,  here. 

Ang.  My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm : 
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iShe  hath  been  a  fuitor  to  me  for  hfer  brother. 
Cut  off  by  courfe  of  juftice. 

IsAB.  By  couffe  of  juftice  ! 

y^NG.  And  (he  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly,  and  ftrange. 

IsAB.  Moft  ftrange,  but  yet  moft  truly,  wijl  I  fpeak : 
That  Angelo^s  forfwom  ;  is  it  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angelo's  a  murderer  ;  is't  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Afigelo  is  an  adulterous  thief. 
An  hypocrite,  a  virgin-violator  ; 
Is  it  not  ftrange,  and  ftrange  ? 

Duke.  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  ftrange. 

Is  AS.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  ftrange : 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true  ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  With  her  : — Poor  foul. 
She  fpeaks  this  in  the  infirmity  of  fenfe. 

IsAB^  O  prince,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ'ft 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world. 
That  thou  negled  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touch'd  with  madnefs  :  make  not  impoflible 
That  which  but  feems  unlike  :  'tis  not  impoflible. 
But  One,  the  wicked'ft  caitiff  on  the  ground. 
May  feem  as  fliy,  as  grave,  as  juft,  as  abfolute, 
As  Angelo  ;  even  fo  may  Angelo, 
In  all  his  dreflings,  charafts,  titles,  forms. 
Be  an  arch-villain  :  believe  it,  royal  prince, 
If  he  be  lefs,  he's  nothing  ;  but  he's  mor^ 
Had  I  more  name  for  badnefs. 

Duke.  By  mine  honefty. 
If  flie  be  mad,  (as  I  believe  no  other,) 
Her  madnefs  hath  the  oddeft  franq^  of  fenfe. 
Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing, 

Vol.  I.  C  c 
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As  e'er  I  heard  in  madnefs. 

IsAB.  O,  gracious  duke, 
Harp  not  on  that ;  nor  do  not  b^nifh  reafoli 
For  inequality  :  but  let  your  reafon  ferve 
Td  make  the  truth  appear,  where  it  feems  hid ; 
And  hide  the  falfe,  feems  true. 

Duke.  Many  that  are  not  mad, 
Have,  fure,  more  lack  of  reafon. — What  would  you  fay? 

IsAB.  I  am  the  fifter  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemned  upon  the  a£l  of  fornication 
To  lofe  his  head ;  condemned  by  Angelo : 
I,  in  probation  of  a  fifterhood. 
Was  fent  to  by  my  brother :  One  Lucio 
As  then  the  meffenger  ; — 

Lucjo.  That's  I,  an't  like  your  grace : 
I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  lord  Angelo^ 
For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

IsAB.  That's  he,  indeed. 

Duke.  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak. 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  lord ; 
Nor  wifh'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duke.  I  wifh  you  now  then  ; 
Pray  you,  take  note  of  it :  and  when  you  have 
A  bufinefs  for  yourfelf,  pray  heaven,  you  then 
Be  perfed. 

Lucio.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Duke.  The  warrant's  for  yourfelf;  take  heed  to  it* 

IsAB.  This  gentleman  told  fomewhat  of  my  tale. 

Lucio.  Right. 

Duke.  It  may  be  right ;  but  you  are  in  the  wrong 
To  fpeak  before  your  time. — ^Proceed. 

IsAB.  I  went 
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To  this  pernicious  caitiff  deputy. 

Duke.  That's  fomewhat  madly  ipoken. 

IsAB.  Pardon  it  ^ 
The  phrafe  i?  to  the  matter. 

Duke.  Mended  again  :  the  matter ; — ^Proceed* 

IsAB.  In  brief, — ^to  fet  the  needlefs  procefs  by. 
How  I  perfuaded,  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneel'd. 
How  he  refell'd  me,  and  how  I  reply'd  j 
(For  this  was  of  much  length,)  the  vile  conclufion. 
I  now  begin  with  grief  and  (hame  to  utter  : 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chafke  body 
To  his  concupifcible  intemperate  lull, 
Releafe  my  brother ;  and,  after  much  debatement. 
My  fifterly  remorfe  confutes  mine  honour. 
And  I  did  yield  to  him :  But  the  next  mom  betimes. 
His  purpofe  furfeiting,  he  fends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Duke.  This  is  mod  likely ! 

IsAB.  O,  that  it  were  as  hke,  as  it  is  true ! 

Duke.  By  heaven,  fond  wretch,  thou  know'ft  not  whaC 
thou  fpeak'ft ; 
Or  elfe  thou  art  fuborn'd  againfl  his  honour, 
In  hateful  pradice :  Firft,  his  integrity 
Stands  without  blemifh : — ^next,  it  imports  no  reafon, 
That  with  fuch  vehemency  he  fhould  purfue 
Faults  proper  to  himfelf :  if  he  had  fo  o£fended. 
He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by  himfelf. 
And  not  have  cut  him  off:  Some  one  hath  fet  you  on ; 
Confefs  the  truth,  and  fay  by  whofe  advice 
Thou  cam'fl  here  to  complain. 

IsAB.  And  is  this  all  ? 
Then,  oh,  you  blefled  minifters  above. 
Keep  me  in  patience ;  and,  with  ripen'd  time, 

Ccij 
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Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 

In  countenance  ! — Heaven  fhield  your  grace  from  woe, 

As  I,  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go ! 

Duke.  I  know,  you'd  fain  be  gone : — ^An  officer ! 
To  prifon  with  her  : — Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blailing  and  a  fcandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  fo  near  us  ?  This' needs  muft  be  a  pradice. 
— Who  knew  of  your  intent,  and  coming  hither  ? 

IsAB^  One  that  I  would  were  here,  friar  Lodowick. 

Dtrjr^.  A  ghoftly  father,  belike :— Who  knows  that 
Lodowick  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  I  know  him ;  *tis  a  medling  friar ; 
I  do  not  like  the  man :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord, 
For  certain  words  he  fpake  againft  your  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  fwing'd  him  foundly. 

Duke.  Words  againft  me  ?  This  a  good  friar  belike ! 
And  to  fet  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
Againft  our  fubftitute  ! — Let  this  friar  be  found* 

Lucio.  But  yeftemight,  my  lord,  ftie  and  that  friar 
I  faw  them  at  the  prifon :  a  fawcy  fnar, 
A  very  fcurvy  fellow. 

F.  Peter.  Blefled  be  your  royal  grace  ! 
I  have  ftood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abused :  Fir  ft,  hath  this  woman 
Moft  wrongfully  accus'd  your  fubftitute ; 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  foil  with  her. 
As  ftie  from  one  ungot. 

DuicE.  We  did  believe  no  lefs. 
Know  you  that  friar  Lodowick,  that  fhe  fpeaks  of? 

F.  Peter.  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy; 
Not  fcurvy,  nor  a  temporary  medler. 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman  ; 
And,  on  my  truft,  a  man  tliat  never  yet 
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Did,  as  he  vouches,  mifreport  your  grace. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  moft  villainoufly  ;  believe  it.     [felf ; 

F.  Pbtbr.  Well,  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear  him* 
But  at  this  inftant  he  is  fick,  my  lord. 
Of  a  ftrange  fever :  Upon  his  mere  requeft, 
(Being  come  to  knowledge  that  there  was  complaint 
Intended  'gainft  lord  Angelo,)  came  I  hither. 
To  fpeak,  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true,  and  falfe ;  and  what  he  with  his  oath, 
And  all  probation,  will  make  up  full  clear, 
Whenfoever  he's  convented.     Firft,  for  this  woman  i 
(To  juflify  this  worthy  nobleman. 
So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd,) 
Her  fhall  you  hear  difproved  to  her  eyes^ 
Till  fhe  herfelf  confefs  it, 

Duke.  Good  friar,  let's  hear  it. 

\^IsABBLLA  is  Carried  off^  guarded  ;  and  Mariana  comes 
forward. 
Do  you  not  fmile  at  this,  lord  Angelo  ? — 
O  heaven !  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools  ! — 

Give  us  fome  -feats Come,  coufin  Angelo  ; 

In  this  rU  be  impartial ;  be  you  judge 

Of  your  own  caufe — ^Is  this  the  witnefs,  friar  ? 

Firft,  let  her  fhow  her  face  ;  and,  after,  fpeak. 

Mart.  Pardon,  my  lord ;  I  will  not  (how  my  face. 
Until  my  hufband  bid  me. 

DuKB.  What,  are  you  married  ? 

Mari.  N'o,  my  lord, 

DuKB^  Are  you  a  maid  ^ 

Mari.  No,  my  lord, 

DuKB^  A  widow  then  ?  * 

Mari.  Neither,  my  lord, 

Djjk$.  Why,  you 

C  UJ 
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Arc  nothing  then : — ^Neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  fhe  may  be  a  punk ;  for  many  of 
them  are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow :  I  would,  he  had  fome  caufe 
To  prattle  for  himfelf. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Mari.  My  lord,  I  do  confefs  I  ne'er  was  married ; 
And,  I  confefs,  befides,  I  am  no  maid : 
I  have  known  my  hulband ;  yet  my  hufband  knows  not, 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.  He  was  drunk  then,  my  lord ;  it  can  be  no 
better. 

Duke.  For  the  benefit  of  filence,  Vpuld  thou  wert  fo 
too. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  This  is  no  witnefs  for  lord  Angelo% 

Mari.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  lord : 
She,  that  accufes  him  of  fornication. 
In  felf-fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  hulband ; 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  fuch  a  time. 
When  I'll  depofe  I  had  him  in  mine  arms, 
With  all  the  efFed  of  love. 

-^ATC. Charges  fhe  more  than  me  ? 

Mari.  Not  that  I  know. 

Duke.  No'  ?  you  fay,  your  hulband. 

Mari.  Why,  juft,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 
Who  thinks,  he  knows,  that  he  ne'er  knew  my  body, 
But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  IfabePs, 

^NG.  This  is  a  ftrange  abufe : Let's  fee  thy  face. 

Mari.  My  hufband  bids  me ;  now  I  will  unmaft. 

This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 

Which,  one?  thou  fwor'fl,  was  worth  th?  looking  on: 
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This  i$  the  hand,  which,  with  a  vow'd  contracSt, 
Was  fall  belock'd  in  thine  :  this  is  the  body 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Ifabel, 
And  did  fupply  thee  at  thy  garden-houfe. 
In  her  imagiu'd  perfon. 

Duke.  Know  you  this  woman  ? 

Lucio.  Carnally,  Ihe  fays. 

Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough,  my  lord. 

^NG.  My  lord,  I  muft  confefs,  I  know  this  woman  ; 
And,  five  years  fince,  there  was  fome  fpeech  of  marriage 
Betwixt  myfelf  and  her :  which  was  broke  off. 
Partly,  for  that  her  promifed  proportions 
Came  fhort  of  compofition  ;  but,  in  chief. 
For  that  her  reputation  was  difvalued 
In  levity :  fince  which  time,  of  five  years, 
I  never  fpake  with  her,  faw  her,  nor  heard  from  her. 
Upon  my  faith  and  honour. 

Mari.  Noble  prince. 
As  there  comes  light  from  heaven,  and  words  from  breath. 
As  there  is  fenfc  in  truth,  and  truth  in  virtue, 
I  am  afiianc'd  this  man's  wife,  as  ftrongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows  :  and,  my  good  lord. 
But  Tuefday  night  laft  gone,  in  his  garden-houfe, 
He  knew  me  as  a  wife  :  As  this  is  true. 
Let  me  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  knees ; 
Or  elfe  for  ever  be  confixed  here, 
A  marble  monument ! 

Ang.  I  did  but  fmile  tiU  now ; 
Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  fcope  of  juftice  ; 
My  patience  here  is  touch'd  :  I  do  perceive, 
Thefe  poor  informal  women  are  no  more 
But  inftruments  of  fojne  more  mightier  member, 

C  c  mj 
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That  fets  them  on :  Let  me  have  way,  my  lord, 
To  find  this  pradice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  heart ; 
And  punilh  them  unto  your  height  of  pleafure. — 
Thou  fooUfii  friar ;  and  thou  pernicious  woman, 
Compaft  with  her  that's  gone  I  think'ft  thou,  thy  oaths, 
Though  they  would  fwear  down  each  particjulai:  faint^ 
Were  teftimonies  againft  his  worth  and  credit. 
That's  feal'd  in  approbation  ? — ^You,  lord  Efcalus, 
Sit  with  my  coufin  ;  lend  him  your  kind  pains 
To  find  out  this  abufe,  whence  *tis  deriv'd.-— 
There  is  another  friar  that  fet  them  on ; 
Let  him  be  fent  for. 

F.  Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord;  for  he,  indeed, 
Hath  Tet  the  women  on  to  this  complaint  : 
Your  provoft  knows  the  plate  where  he  abides. 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke.  Go,  do  it  inftantly, —  [Exit  Profost. 

And  you,  my  noble  and  well-warranted  coufin. 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth. 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  feems  you  beft, 
In  any  chaftifement :  I  for  a  while 
Will  leave  you  ;  but  ftir  not  you,  till  you  have  well 
Determined  upon  thefe  llanderers. 

EscAL.  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  thoroughly [Exit.  Dukb.\ 

Signior  Lucio,  did  not  you  fay,  you  knew  that  friar  Lo- 
dowick  to  be  a  difhoneft  perfon  ? 

Lucio.  Cucullus  nonfacit  monacbum:  honeft  in  nothing, 
but  in  his  clothes ;  and  pne  that  hath  fpoke  moft  villain- 
ous fpeeches  of  the  duke. 

EscAL.  We  (hall  entreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he  come, 
and  enforce  them  againft  him :  we  fhall  find  this  friar 
a  notable  fellow. 
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Lucio.  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  word. 

EscAL.  Call  that  fame  Ifabel  here  once  again  ;  [fto  an 
ylUcndant.]  I  would  fpeak  with  her  :  Pray  you,  my  lord^ 
give  me  leave  to  queflion  ;  you  fliall  fee  how  FU  handle 
her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report* 

EscAL.  Say  you  ? 

Lucio.  Marry,  fir,  I  think,  if  you  handled  her  private* 
ly,  fhe  would  fooner  confefs  ;  perchance,  publickly  ihe'U 
be  afhamed, 

fie-enter  Officers,  with  Isabella;  the  Duks^  in  the 
Friar^s  babit,  and  Profost. 

EscAL.  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 

Lvcio.  That's  the  way  ;  for  women  are  light  at  mid- 
night. 

EscAL.  Come  on,  miftrefs;  [To  Isabella.]  here's  a 
gentlewoman  denies  all  that  you  have  faid. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rafcal  I  fpoke  of; 
here  with  the  provoft. 

EscAL.  In  very  good  time :— /peak  not  you  to  him, 
till  we  call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum. 

EscAL.  Come,  fir:  Did  you  fet  thefe  women  on  ta 
llander  lord  Angelo  ?  they  have  confefs'd  you  did. 

Duke.  Tis  falfe. 

EscAL.  How !  know  you  where  you  are  ? 

Duke.  Refpedl  to  your  great  place  !  and  let  the  devil 
Be  fometime  honoured  for  his  burning  throne :— • 
Where  is  the  duke  ?  *tis  he  fliould  hear  me  fpeak« 

EscAL.  The  duke's  in  us  ;  and  we  will  hear  you  fpeak : 
Look,  you  fpeak  jufl:ly. 

•   Duke.  Boldly,  at  leafl :— But,  O,  poor  fouls, 
Come  you  to  feek  the  lamb  here  9^  the  fox  \ 
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Good  night  to  yoiir  redreis.    Is  the  duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  caufe  gone  too.     The  duke^s  unjuft. 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifeft  appeal. 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  mouth. 
Which  here  you  come  to  accufe. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  rafcal ;  this  is  he  I  fpoke  p£ 

EscAL.  Why,  thou  unreverend  and  unhallow'd  friar ! 
Is't  not  enough,  thou  haft  fubom'd  thefe  women 
To  accufe  this  worthy  man ;  but,  in  foul  mouth. 
And  in  the  witnefs  of  his  proper  ear. 
To  call  him  villain  ? 

And  then  to  glance  from  him  to  the  duke  himfelf ; 
To  tax  him  with  injuftice  ? — ^Take  him  hence ; 
To  the  rack  with  him : — ^We'U  touze  you  joint  by  joint. 
But  we  will  know  this  purpofe  : — ^What !  imjuft  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  fo  hot ;  the  duke 
Dare  no  more  ftretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own ;  his  fubjed  am  I  not. 
Nor  here  provincial :  My  bufinefs  in  this  ftate 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 
Where  I  have  feen  corruption  boil  and  bubble. 
Till  it  o'er- run  the  ftew :  laws,  for  all  faults ; 
But  faults  fo  countenanced,  that  the  ftrong  ftatutes 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  fhop. 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

EscAL.  Slander  to  the  ftate !  Away  with  him  to  prifon. 

Ang.  What  can  you  vouch  againfthim,  fignior  Lucio? 
Is  this  the  man,  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  Tis  he,  my  lord.  Come  hither,  goodman  bald- 
pate  :  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.  I  remember  you,  fir,  by  the  found  of  your 
voice :  I  jn^t  you  at  the  prifon,  in  the  abfence  of  the 
duke. 
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Lucio.  O,  did  you  fo  ?  And  do  you  remember  what 
you  faid  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  Moll  notedly,  fir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  fo,  fir?  And  was  the  duke  a  flefli- 
monger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported  him 
to  be? 

Duke.  You  muft,  fir,  change  perfons  with  me,  ere  you 
make  that  my  report :  you,  indeed,  fpoke  fo  of  him;  and 
much  more,  much  worfe. 

Lucio.  O  thou  damnable  fellow !  Did  not  I  pluck  thee 
by  the  nofe,  for  thy  fpeeches  ? 

Duke.  I  proteft,  I  love  the  duke,  as  I  love  myfelf. . 

Ang.  Hark!  how  the  villain  would  clofe  now,  after  his 
treafonable  abufes. 

EscAL.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal: — ^A- 
way  with  him  to  prifon : — ^Where  is  the  provoft? — Away 
with  him  to  prifon ;  lay  bolts  enough  upon  him:  let  him 
fpeak  no  more: — Away  with  thofe  giglots  too,  and  with 
the  other  confederate  companion. 

[The  PRorosT  lays  bands  on  tic  Duke. 

Duke.  Stay,  fir ;  ftay  a  while. 

Ang.  What !  refifts  he  ?  Help  him,  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Come, fir;  come,  fir;  come, fir;  foh,  fir:  Why. 
you  Sald-pated,  lying  rafcal !  you  muft  be  hooded,  muft 
you  ?  Show  your  knave's  vifage,  with  a  pox  to  you!  fliow 
your  fheep-biting  face,  and  be  hang'd  an  hour !  Will^t 
not  off  ?     [Pulls  off  the  Friar^s  bood,  and  dif coders  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Thou  art  the  firft  knave,  that  e'er  made  «. 
duke.-^ 

Firft,  Provoft,  let  me  bail  thefe  gentle  three  : 

Sneak  not  away,  fir ;  [To  Lucw.Ji  for  the  firiar  and  you 
JVfuft  have  a  word  anon : — lay  hold  on  him. 

LuciQ.  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging, 
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DuKS.  What  you  have  fpokej  pardon;  fit  youdown. — 

.    [To  ESCALUS^ 

We'll  borrow  place  of  him  : — Sir,  by  your  leave  : 

[To  Anqmlo. 
Haft  thou  or  word,  or  wit,  or  impudence. 
That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?  If  thou  haft. 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  tale  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Ang.  O  my  dread  lord, 
I  fhould  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltinefs. 
To  think  I  can  be  imdifcemable. 
When  I  perceive,  your  grace,  like  power  divine. 
Hath  looked  upon  my  pafles:  Then,  good  prince. 
No  longer  feffion  hold  upon  my  fhame. 
But  let  my  trial  be  mine  own  confeftion ; 
Immediate  fentence  then,  and  fequent  death. 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Mariana : — 
Say,  waft  thou  e'er  contraded  to  this  woman  ? 

Ang.  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  her  inftantly ..,-*« 
Do  you  the  office,  friar ;  which  confummate. 
Return  him  here  again  : — ^Go  with  him,  Provoft. 

[Exeunt  Angelo,  Mariana^  Peter,  and  Profost- 

EscAL.  My  lord,  I  am  more  amaz;*d  at  his  diihonour. 
Than  at  the  ftrangenefs  of  it, 

Duke.  Come  hither,  Ifabel  : 
Your  friar  is  now  your  prince :  As  I  was  then 
Adv^rtifing,  and  holy  to  your  bufinels. 
Not  changing  heart  with  habit,  I  am  ftill 
Attorney'd  at  your  fervicc. 

IsAB.  O,  give  me  pardon. 
That  I,  your  vaflalj^  h^ve  employed  and  paia^4 
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Ybtir  unknown  fovereignty. 

Duke.  You  are  pardoned,  Ifabel : 
And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 
Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  heitt ; 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obfcur'd  myfelf. 
Labouring  to  fave  his  life;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rafh  remonftrance  of  my  hidden  power. 
Than  let  him  fo  be  loft  :  O,  moft  kind  maid, 
It  was  the  fwift  celerity  of  his  death. 
Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  on. 
That  brain'd  my  purpofe  :  But,  peace  be  with  him ! 
That  life  is  better  life,  paft  fearing  death. 
Than  that  which  lives  to  fear :  make  it  your  comfort. 
So  happy  is  your  brother. 
Re-enter  Angelo,  Mariana^  Peter^  and  Profost. 

IsAB.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke.  For  this  new-married  man,  approaching  here, 
Whofe  fait  imagination  yet  hath  wronged 
Your  well-defended  honour,  you  muft  pardon 
For  Mariana's  lake :  but  as  he  adjudg'd  your  brother, 
(Being  criminal,  in  double  violation 
Of  facred  chaftity,  and  of  promife-breach, 
Thereon  dependant,  for  your  brother's  life,) 
The  very  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Moft  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 
An  Angehfor  Claudio^  death  for  death. 
Hafte  ftill  pays  hafte,  and  leifure  anfwers  leifiire ; 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Meafure  ftill ^or  Meafure. 
TTien,  Angelo,  thy  fault's  thus  manifefted ; 
Which  though  thou  would'ft  deny,  denies  thee  'vantage : 
We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  ftoop'd  to  death,  and  with  like  hafte ; — 
Away  with  him. 
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Mari.  0>  my  moft  gracious  lord, 
I  hope  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  hufband ! 

Duke.  It  is  your  hufband  mock'd  you  with  a  hulband: 
Confenting  to  the  fafeguard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit ;  elfe  imputatioui 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life, 
And  choke  your  good  to  come :  for  his  pofleifions. 
Although  by  confifcation  they  are  ours, 
We  do  inflate  and  wido^v^  you  withal, 
To  buy  you  a  better  hufband.    • 

Mari.  O,  my  dear  lord, 
I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Duke.  Never  cr?ive  him ;  we  are  definitive. 

Mari.  Gentle,  my  liege, —  [Kneeling* 

Duke.  You  do  but  lofe  your  labour ; 
Away  with  him  to  death ^Now,  fir,  [To  Lacio.']  to  you. 

Mari.  O,  my  good  lord ! — Sweet  Ifabel,  take  my  part ; 
Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
I'll  lend  you,  all  my  life  to  do  you  fervice. 

Duke.  Againfl  all  fenfe  you  do  importune  her : 
Should  fhe  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fad. 
Her  brother's  ghofl  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Mari.  Ifabel, 
Sweet  Ifabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me ; 
Hold  up  your  hands,  fay  nothing,  I'll  fpeak  all. 
They  fay,  befl  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults ; 
And,  for  the  mofl,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad :  fo  may  my  hufband. 
O,  Ifabel !  will  you  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Duke.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

IsAB.  Mofl  bounteous  fir,  [KneeH^g. 

Look,  if  it  pleafe  you,  on  this  man  condeilDn'd, 
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As  if  my  brother  liv'd :  I  partly  think, 

A  due  fincerity  governed  his  deeds, 

Till  he  did  look  on  me  ;  iince  it  is  fo, 

Let  him  not  die :  My  brother  had  but  juftice, 

In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  died : 

For  Angelo, 

His  VL&,  did  not  overtake  his  bad  intent ; 

And  muft  be  buried  but  as  an  intent 

That  perifli'd  by  the  way  :  thoughts  are  no  fubjeds  j 

Intents  but  merely  thoughts. 

Mari.  Merely,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Your  fuit's  unprofitable ;  fland  up,  I  fay.— 
I  have  bethought  me  of  another  fault : — 
Provoft,  how  came  it,  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unufual  hour  ? 

Prof.  It  was  commanded  fo. 

Duke.  Had  you  a  fpecial  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Prof.  No,  my  good  lord ;  it  was  by  private  mefiage. 

Duke.  For  which  I  do  difcharge  you  of  your  office  : 
Give  up  your  keys. 

Prof.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord : 
I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not ; 
Yet  did  repent  me,  after  more  advice : 
For  teftimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prifon. 
That  fhould  by  private  order  elfe  have  died, 
I  have  referv'd  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he  ? 

Prof.  His  name  is  Bamardine« 

Duke.  I  would  thou  had'ft  done  fo  by  Claudio.— 
Go,  fetch  him  hither ;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

[Exit  Profost. 

EscAL.  I  am  forry,  one  fo  learned  and  fo  wife 
As  you,  lord  Angeio,  have  ftill  appear'di 
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Should  flip  fo  grofsly,  both  in  the  heat  of  bloody 
And  lack  of  tempered  judgement  afterward. 

j4ng.  I  am  forry,  that  fuch  forrow  I  procure : 
And  fo  deep  flicks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy ; 
*Tis  my  deferving,  and  I  do  entreat  it. 

Re-enter  Pro FOST,  Barnardinb^  Claudio^  and 

Juliet. 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Bamardine  ? 

Prof.  This,  my  lord. 

Duke.  There  was  a  friar  told  me  of  this  man:— 
Sirrah,  thou  art  faid  to  have  a  flubborn  foul. 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  world, 
And  fquar'ft  thy  life  according.    Thou'rt  comlemn'd ; 
But,  for  thofe  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all ; 
And  pray  thee,  take  this  mercy  to  provide 

For  better  times  to  come : Friar,  advife  him ; 

I  leave  him  to  your  hand — ^What  muffled  fellow's  that? 

Prof.  This  is  another  prifoner,  that  I  fav'd. 
That  fhould  have  died  when  Claudio  loft  his  head ; 
As  like  almoft  to  Claudio,  as  himfelf  \Unmuffies  Claudio. 

Duke.  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  [7a  Isabella.^  for 
Is  he  pardon'd ;  And,  for  your  lovely  fake,        [his  fake 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  fay  you  will  be  mine. 
He  is  my  brother  too  :  But  fitter  time  for  that. 
By  this,  lord  Angelo  perceives  he's  fafe ; 
Methinks,  I  fee  a  quick'ning  in  his  eye :— . 
Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well : 
Look  that  you  love  your  wife;  her  worth,  worth  youn.— 
I  find  an  apt  remiflion  in  myfelf : 
And  yet  here V one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon; — 
You,  firrah,  \T^o  Lucic]  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  acowardj^ 
One  all  of  luxury^  aa  afs,  a  madman  i 
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Wherein  have  I  fo  deferved  of  you, 
That  you  extol  me  thus  ? 

Lucio.  'Faith,  my  lord,  I  fpoke  it  but  according  to  the 
trick :  If  you  will  hang  me  for  it,  you  may,  but  I  had 
rather  it  would  pleafe  you,  I  might  be  whip'd, 

Duke.  Whip'd  firft,  fir,  and  hang'd  after. — 
Proclaim  it,  Provoft,  round  about  the  city ; 
If  any  woman's  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, 
(As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf,  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  child,)  let  her  appear. 
And  he  fliall  marry  her :  the  nuptial  finifli'd, 
Let  him  be  whip'd  and  hang'd. 

Lucio.  I  befeech  your  highnefs,  do  not  marry  me  to 
a  whore !  Your  highnefs  faid  even  now,  I  made  you  a 
duke;  good  my  lord,  do  not  recompence  me,  in  making 
me  a  cuckolds 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  thou  fhalt  marry  her. 
Thy  flanders  I  forgive  ;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits : — ^Take  him  to  prifon  : 
And  fee  our  pleafure  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk,  my  lord,  is  prefling  to  death, 
whipping,  and  hanging.    ' 

DVKE.  Sland'ring  a  prince  deferves  it.— 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  reftore.— 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana ! — love  her,  Angelo ; 
I  have  confefs'd  her^and  I  know  her  virtue. — 
Thanks,  good  friend  Efcalus,  for  thy  much  goodnefs : 
There's  more  behind,  that  is  more  gratulate. — 
Thanks,  Provoft,  for  thy  care,  and  fecrecy ; 
We  fhall  employ  thee  in  a  worthier  place  :— 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio's ; 
The  oflFence  pardons  itfelf.— Dear  Ifabel, 

Vol.  I.  D  d 
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I  have  a  motion  much  impcMts  y'our  good ; 
Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  mcline. 
What's  mine  is  your's,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine  :— 
So,  bring  us  to  our  palace ;  where  we'U  fhow 
What's  yet  behind,  that's  meet  you  all  ibould  know. 

[Exeunt. 
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Perfons  repre/ented.^ 

Don  Pedro,  Prince  ^Arragon. 

Don  John,  bis  baft  or d  brother, 

Claudio,  a  young  lord  of  Florence,  favourite  to  Don  Pedro. 

Benedick,  a  young  lord  of  Padua,  favoured  Ukewife  by  Don 

Pedro. 
Leonato,  governor  ^Meitina. 
Antonio,  bis  brotber. 
Balthazar,y^nya«/  to  Don  Pedro. 

A  Sexton. 
A  Friar  m 
A  Boy. 

Hero,  daughter  to  Leonato* 

Beatrice,  niece  to  Leonato. 

I^arfiraret  ^ 

Urfula     '  [g^tlezvomen  attending  on  Hero. 

Mejfengers,  Watch,  and  Attendants. 
SCENE,  Meffina. 
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Acr  I. 

SCENE  I.   Before  LEONAro^s  Houfe. 
Enter  Leon  AT  0^  Hero,  Beatrice,  and  Others,  with  a 

Messenger. 

Leon.  I  leam  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  of  Arragon 
4:omes  this  night  to  Meflina. 

Mess.  He  is  very  near  by  this ;  he  was  not  three  leagues 
off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon.  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  loft  in  this  ac* 
tion? 

Mess.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon.  A  vidory  is  twice  itfelf,  when  the  atchiever 
brings  home  full  numbers.  I  find  here,  that  Don  Pedro 
hath  beftowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Florentine,  called 
Claudio. 

Mess.  Much  deferved  on  his  part,  and  equally  remem- 
bered by  Don  Pedro :  He  hath  borne  himfelf  beyond  the 
promife  of  his  age  j  doing,  in  the  figure  of  a  lamb,  the 
feats  of  a  lion :  he  hath,  indeed,  better  bettered  expe<fta- 
tion,  than  you  muft  expedl  of  me  to  tell  you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  MeiCna  will  be  very 
muqh  glad  Qf  it. 

'    Ddiij 
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Mbss.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters^  and  there 
appears  much  joy  in  him ;  even  fo  much,  that  joy  could 
not  Ihow  itfelf  modeft  enough,  without  a  badge  of  bitter- 
nefs. 

Lbon.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 

Mmss.  In  great  meafure. 

Lbon.  A  kihd  overflow  of  kindh^f^ :  Thete  are  no  faces 
truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wafhed.  How  much  better  is 
it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping  ? 

'  Bbat.  I  pray  you,  is  figxuor  Montanto  returned  frona 
the  wars,  or  no  ? 

Mbss.  I  kfaownone  of  that  nam^,  lady ;  therfi  was  none 
fuch  in  the  army  of  any  fort. 

Lbon.  What  is  he  that  you  aik  for,  niece  ? 

Hbro.  My  coufin  means  fignior  Benedick  of  Padua, 

Mbss.  O,  he  is  returned;  and  as  pleafaht  as  ever  he  was, 

Bbat.  He  fet  up  his  bills  here  in  MejQBna,  and  chal-» 
lenged  Cupid  at  the  flight :  and  my  uncle's  fool,  reading 
the  challenge,  fubfcribed  for  Cupid,  and  bhallehged  hiitx 
at  the  bird-bolt.— I  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he  killed 
and  eaten  in  thefe  wars  ?  But  how  many  hath  he  killed  ? 
for,  indeed,  I  promifcd  to  eat  all  of  his  killing, 

Lbon.  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  fignior  Benedick  too  much ; 
but  he'll  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Mbss.  He  hath  done  good  fervice,  lady,  in  thefe  Wars. 

Bbat.  You  had  mufty  vidlual,  and  he  hath  holp  to  eat 
it :  he  is  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath  an  excel- 
lent ftomachi 

Mbss.  And  a  good  foldier  too,  lady. 

Bbat.  And  a  good  foldier  to  a  lady ;— But  Vivhat  is  he 
to  a  lord  ? 

Mbss.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  taian  to  a  man ;  Huffed  with 
all  honourable  virtues. 
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Beat.  It  is  fo,  indeed ;  he  is  no  le&  than  a  ftufied  man: 
but  for  the  ftufimg,^ — ^Well,  we  are  all  mprtaL 

Leon.  You  mull  not,  fir,  miftake  my  niece :  there  is  a 
kind  of  merry  war' betwixt  fignior  Benedick  and  her: 
they  never  meet,  but  there  is  a  fkirmifh  of  wit  between 
them. 

BsAT.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  laft  con- 
flid,  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  o£f,  and  now  is  the 
whole  man  governed  with  one :  fo  that  if  he  have  wit 
enough  to  keep  himfelf  warm,  let  him  bear  it  for  a  dif- 
ference between  himfelf  and  his  horfe  ;  for  it  is  all  the 
wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known  a  reafbnable  crea- 
ture.—Who  is  his  companion  now  ?  He  hath  every  month 
a  new  fwom  brother. 

Mbss.  Is  It  poflible  ? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poflible :  he  wears  his  faith  but  as 
the  faihion  of  his  hat,. it  ever  changes  with  the  next  block. 

Mess.  I  fee,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your  books. 

Beat.  No  :  an  he  were,  I  would  bum  my  ftudy.  But, 
I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  Is  there  no  young 
fquarer  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him  to  th^ 
devil  ? 

Mess.  He  is  moll  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble 
Claudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord !  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe : 
he  is  fooner  caught  than  the  pellilence,  and  the  taker  runs 
prefently  Txiad.  God  help  the  noble  Claudio !  if  he  have 
caught  the  Benedick,  it  will  coll  him  a  thoufand  pound 
ere  he  be  piured. 

Mess.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  lady. 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 

Leon.  You  will  never  run  mad,  niece. 

Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 

Ddiiij 
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Mess.  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 
Enter  Don  Pbdro,  attended  by  Balthazar  and  Others^ i 
Don  John,  Claudio,  and  Benedick. 
D.  Pedro.  Good  fignior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet 
your  trouble :  the  fafhion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid  coft,  and 
you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  in  the  likenefs 
of  your  grace :  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort  fhould  re-* 
main ;  but,  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow  abides,  and 
happinefs  takes  his  leave. 

D.  Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  too  willingly.— I 
think,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  fo. 
Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  fir,  that  you  afk'd  her  ? 
Leon.  Signior  Benedick,  no;  for  then  were  you  a  child. 
D.  Pedro.  You  have  it  full.  Benedick :  we  may  guefs 
by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man.    Truly,  the  lady  fa-^ 
thers  herfelf : — ^Be  happy,  lady  !  for  you  are  like  an  ho- 
nourable father, 

'  Bene.  If  fignior  Leonato  be  her  father,  fhe  would  not 
have  his  head  on  her  flioulders,  for  all  Mefiina,  as  like  him 
as  file  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  fl:ill  be  talking,  fignior 
Benedick ;  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene.  Wliat,  my  dear  lady  Difdain !  are  you  yet  living? 

Beat.  Is  it  pofilble,  difdain  fiiould  die,  while  flie  hath 

fuch  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  fignior  Benedick  ?  Courtefy 

itfelf  mufl:  convert  to  difdain,  if  you  come  in  her  pre- 

fence. 

BiNE.  Then  is  courtefy  a  turn-coat  5— But  it  is  certain, 
J  am  love4  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted :  and  I  would 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  a  hard  heart ;  fcr, 
truly,  I  love  none, 
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BsA^.  A  dear  happinefs  to  women ;  they  would  elfe 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  fuitor,  I  thank 
God,  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  humour  for  that; 
I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than  a  man 
fwear  he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyfhip  ftill  in  that  mind !  fo 
fome  gentleman  or  other  (hairfcape  a  predeftinate  fcratch- 
ed  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an  'twere 
^uch  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot-teacher. 

Be  A  T.  Abird  of  my  tongue ,  is  better  than  abeaft  of  yours. 

Bene.  I  would,  my  horfe  had  the  fpeed  of  your  tongue; 
and  fo  good  a  continuer :  But  keep  your  way  o^  God's 
name ;  I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick;  I  know  you 
of  old. 

D.  Pedro.  This  is  the  fum  of  all :  Leonato, — ^fignior 
Claudio,  and  fignior  Benedick, — ^my  dear  friend  Leona- 
to, hath  invited  you  all,  I  tell  him,  we  Ihall  flay  here 
at  the  leaft  a  month ;  and  he  heartily  prays,  fome  occa-* 
fion  may  detain  us  longer :  I  dare  fwear  he  is  no  hypo- 
crite, but  prays  from  his  heart. 

Leon.  If  you  fwear,  my  lord,  you  fliall  not  be  for- 
fwom. — Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  lord :  being  re- 
conciled to  the  prince  your  brother,  I  owe  you  all  duty. 

D.  John.  I  thank  you :  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but 
I  thank  you. 

Leon.  Pl^fe  it  your  grace  lead  on  ? 

Z)*  Pedro.  Your  hand,  Leonato ;  we  will  go  together. 
[Exeufit  all  but  Benedick  and  Claudio. 

Claud.  Benedick,  didil  thou  note  the  daughter  of  fig« 
niof  Leonato  ? 
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BsNB.  I  noted  her  not ;  but  I  looked  on  her. 

Claud.  Is  (he  not  a  modefl  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  queftion  me,  as  an  honefl  roan  fhould 
do,  for  my  fimple  true  judgement  ?  or  would  you  have 
me  fpeak  after  my  cuflom,  as  being  a  profefled  tyrant 
to  their  fex? 

Claud.  No,  I  pray  thee,  fpeak  in  fbber  judgement. 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  Ihe  is  too  low  for  a  high 
praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  little  for  a 
great  praife :  only  this  commendation  I  can  afford  her ; 
that  were  fhe  other  than  fhe  is,  fhe  were  unhandfome ; 
gnd  being  no  other  but  as  (he  is,  I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud.  Thou  thinkeft,  I  am  in  fport;  I  pray  thee,  tell 
me  truly  how  thou  likeft  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  inquire  after  her  ? 

Claud.  Can  the  world  buy  fuch  a  jewel  ? 

Bene.  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into.  But  fpeak  you 
this  with  a  fad  brow  ?  or  do  you. play  the  flouting  Jack; 
to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare 
carpenter  ^  Come,  in  what  key  ihall  a  man  take  you, 
to  go  in  the  fong  ? 

Claud.  In  mine  eye,  Ihe  is  the  fweetcft  lady  that  ever 
I  looked  on. 

Bene.  I  can  fee  yet  without  fpe^iacles,  and  I  fee  no 
fuch  matter  :  there's  her  coufin,  an  (he  were  not  poflefr 
fed  with  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as  the 
firft  of  May  doth  the  kfl  of  December.  But  I  hope,  you 
have  no  intent  to  turn  hufband ;  have  you  ? 

Claud.  I  would  fcarce  tcuft  myfelf,  though  I  had  fwom 
the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene.  Is  it  come  to  this,  i'faith  ?  Hath  not  the  world 
one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpkioiir  ?  Shall 
I  never  fee  a  bachelor  of  threefcore  again  ?  Gato,  ifaith; 
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an  thou  wilt  needs  thruft  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the 
print  of  it,  and  figh  away  Sundays.  Look»  Don  Pedro 
is  returned  to  feek  yoii. 

Re-enter  Don  PeDro* 
J).  PMdro.  What  fecret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you 
foUov^ed  not  to  Leonato's  ? 

Bens.  I  Would,  your  grace  would  conftrain  me  to  tell, 

/>•  Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance, 

Bens.  You  hear,  Count  Claudio ;  I  can  be  fecret  as  a 
dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo  ;  but  on  my  al- 
legiance,— mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance : — He  is  in 
love.  With  who  ? — now  that  is  your  grace's  part — 
Mark>  how  fliort  his  anfwer  is : — ^With  Hero,  Leonato's 
fhort  daughter. 

Claud.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  were  it  uttered. 

Bene.  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lord :  it  is  not  fo,  nor 
'twas  not  fo  ;  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  it  Ihould  be  fo. 

Claud.  If  my  paflion  change  not  Ihortly,  God  forbid 
it  (hould  be  otherwife. 

D.  Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her;  for  the  lady  is  very 
Well  worthy. 

Claud.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  fpeak  my  thought. 

Claud.  And,  in  faith,  my  lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 

Bene.  And,  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  lord,  I 
fpoke  mine.  v 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  I  feel, 

D.  Pedro.  That  flie  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  Ihe  (hould  be  loved, 
nor  know  how  (he  fhould  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion  that 
fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me ;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the  flake. 

Z).  Pedro.  Thou  waft  ever  an  obftinate  heretick  in  the 
defpite  of  beauty, 
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Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but  in  the 
force  of  his  will. 

Benb.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her ;  that 
fhe  brought  me  up,  I  likewife  give  her  mod  humble 
thanks :  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheat  winded  in  my 
forehead,  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an  inviiible  baldrick,  all 
women  ihall  pardon  me  2  Becaufe  I  will  not  do  them  the 
wrong  to  miftruft  any,  I  will  do  myfelf  the  right  to  trufl 
none ;  and  the  fine  is,  (for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer,) 
I  will  live  a  bachelor. 

D.  Pbdro.  I  fhall  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with 
love. 

Bbnb.  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  hunger,  my 
lord ;  not  with  love :  prove,  that  ever  I  lofe  more  blood 
with  love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking,  pick  out 
mine  eyes  with  a  ballad-makefs  pen,  and  hang  me  up 
at  the  door  of  a  brothel-houfe,  for  the  fign  of  blind 
Cupid. 

D.  f^BDRO.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doft  fall  from  this  iaith, 
thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bbnb.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in.a  bottle  Uke  a  cat,  and  (hoot 
at  me ;  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapped  on  the 
flioulder,  and  calPd  Adam, 

D.  Pbdro.  Well,  as  time  fhall  try : 
Jn  time  tbefcevage  bull  doth  bear  tbe  yoke. 

Bbnb.  The  favage  bull  may ;  but  if  ever  the  fenfible 
Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  oflf  the  bull's  horns,  and  fet  them 
in  my  forehead :  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted ;  and  in 
fuch  great  letters  as  they  write.  Here  is  good  borfe  to  bire^ 
let  them  fignify  under  my  i^pi^— Here  you  may  fee  Bene^ 
dick  tbe  married  man. 

Claud.  If  this  fliould  ever  happen,  thou  would'ft  bci 
horn-mad. 
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D.  Pedro.  Nay,  if  Cupid  have  not  fpent  all  his  quiver 
in  Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhortly* 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then* . 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hoUrs. 
In  the  mean  time,,  good  fignior  Benedick,  repair  to  Le- 
onato's ;  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him,  I  will  not 
fail  him  at  fupper ;  for,  indeed,  he  hath  made  great  pre- 
paration^ 

Bene.  I  have  almoil  matter  enough  in  me  for  fuch  an 
embaflage ;  and  fo  I  commit  you — 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God :  From  my  houfe,  (if  I 
had  it,) — 

D.  Pedro*  The  fixth  of  July :  Your  loving  friend,  Be*- 
nedick. 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not :'  The  body  of  your 
difcourfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the 
guards  are  but  flightly  bailed  on  neither :  ere  you  flout 
old  ends  any  further,  examine  your  confcience ;  and  fo 
I  leave  you.  '  [Exit  Benedict. 

Claud.  My  liege,  your  highnefs  now  may  do  me  good. 

D.  Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach ;  teach  it  but  how, 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  leffon  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  fon,  my  lord  ? 

D.  Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  fhe's  his  only  heir  ; 
Doft  thou  afled  her,  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  O  my  lord. 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  adion, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  foldier's  eye. 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  tafk  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love  : 
But  now  I  am  retum'd,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant^  in  their  rooms 
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Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  defires, 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 
Saying,  I  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars* 

D,  Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently, 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words  : 
If  thou  doft  love  fair  Hero,  cherifh  it; 
And  I  will  break  with  her,  and  with  her  fether. 
And  thou  (halt  have  her :  Was't  not  to  this  end, 
That  thou  began'ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  ftory  ? 

Claud.  How  fweetly  db  you  minifter  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  compleuon ! 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fudden  feem, 
I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatife. 

D.  Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than 
The  feireft  grant  i$  the  necelSty :  [the  flood  ? 

Look,  what  will  ferve,  is  fit :  *tis  once,  thou  lov'ft  ; 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
1  know,  we  (hall  have  revelling  to-aight ; 
I  will  aflume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife. 
And  tell  fidr  Hero  I  am  Claudio  ; 
And  in  her  bofonll  Pll  unclafp  my  heart, 
And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale: 
Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  I  break ; 
And,  the  conclufion  is,  the  fiiall  be  thine : 
In  pradice  let  us  put  it  prefently.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.   A  Room  in  Lbonato's  Haufe. 
Enter  L^ona  to  and  An tonio. 
Leon.  How  now,  brother?  Where  ismy coufin,  your 
fon  ?  Hath  he  provided  this  mufick  ? 

Ant.  He  is  very  bufy  about  it.     But,  broker,  I  con 
tell  you  ilrange  news  that  you  yet  dreai^i'd  not  of. 
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Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

^NT.  As  the  event  ilamps  them ;  but  they  have  a  good 
cover,  they  Ihow  well  outward-  The  prince  and  Count 
Claudio,  walking  in  a  thick-pleached  alley  in  my  orchard, 
were  thus  much  overheard  by  a  man  of  mine :  The 
prince  difcovered  to  Claudio,  that  he  loved  my  niece 
your  daughter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this  night 
in  a  dance ;  and,  if  he  found  her  accordant,  he  meant 
to  take  the  prefent  time  by  the  top,  and  inflantly  break 
with  you  of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you  this  ? 

^NT.  A  good  fharp  fellow ;  I  will  fend  for  him,  and 
queftion  him  yourfelF. 

LsoN.  No,  no ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till  it  ap- 
pear itfelf  :-^but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  withal,  that 
{he  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  an  anfwer,  if  perad^ 
venture  this  be  true.  Go  you,  and  tell  her  of  it.  ISeve-- 
ralperfons  crofs  tbejl^ge.l  Couiins,  you  know  what  you 
have  to  do. — ^O,  I  cry  you  mercy,  friend ;  go  you  with 
me,  and  I  will  ufe  your  ikill :— <jood  coufins,  have  a  care 
this  bufy  time.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.   Amtber  Room  in  Leonato^s  Houfe. 
Enter  Don  John  and  Conrade. 

Con.  What  the  goujere,  my  lord  J  why  are  you  thus  out 
of  meafure  lad  ? 

D.  John.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that 
breeds  it,  therefore  the  iadnefs  is  without  limit. 

Con.  You  fhould  hear  reafon. 

D.  John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  bleiling 
bringeth  it  ? 

Con.  If  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  fufiferance. 

D.  John.  I  wonder^  that  thou  being  (as  thou  iky 'ft  thou 
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art)  bom  under  Saturn,  goeft  about  to  apply  a  moral  fbe-^ 
dicine  to  a  mortifying  mifchief,  I  cannot  hide  what  I 
am :  I  muft  be  fad  when  I  have  caufe,  and  fmile  at  no 
man's  jefts ;  eat  when  I  have  ftonlach,  and  wait  for  no 
man's  leifure  j  fleep  when  I  am  drowfy,  and  tend  on  no 
man's  buiinefs ;  laugh  when  I  am  merry^  and  claw  no 
man  in  his  humour. 

Con.  Yea^  but  you  muft  not  make  the  full  fliow  of 
this,  till  you  may  do  it  without  controlment.  You  have 
of  late  flood  out  againfl  your  brother,  and  he  hath  ta'en 
you  newly  into  his  grace ;  where  it  is  impoflible  you 
ihould  take  true  root,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you 
make  yourfelf :  it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  feafbn 
for  your  own  harvefti 

D.  John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,  than  a 
rofe  in  his  grace  ;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be  dif- 
dain'd  of  all,  than  to  fafhion  a  carriage  to  rob  love  from 
any  :  in  this,  though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering 
honeft  man,  it  muft  not  be  denied  but  I  am  a  plain^ 
dealing  villain,  I  am  trufted  with  a  muzzle,  and  en- 
franchifed  with  a  clog ;  therefore  I  have  decreed  not 
to  fing  in  my  cage  :  If  I  had  my  mouth,  I  would  bite  ; 
if  I  had  my  liberty,  I  would  do  my  liking :  in  the 
mean  time,  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and  feek  not  to  alter 
me. 

Con.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difcontent  ? 

D.  John.  I  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only.   Who 
comes  here  ?  What  news,  Borai^hio  ? 
Enter  Borachio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  fupper  ;  the  prince, 
your  brother,  is  royally  entertain'd  by  Leonato  j^  and  I 
can  give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

D.  John.  Will  it  ferve  for  any  model  to  build  mif- 
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fcliief  on?  What  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betroths  himfelf 
to  unquictnefs  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

D.  John.  Who  ?  the  moft  exquifite  Claudio  ? 

Bora.  Even  he. ' 

D.  John.  A  proper  fquire !  And  who,  and  who  ?  which 
Way  looks  he  ? 

Bora.  Mart7,onHero,  the  daughter andheir of  Leonato. 

D.  JoHNi  A  very  forward  March-chick !  How  came 
you  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was  fmok- 
iiig  a  mufty  room,  comes  me  the  prince  and  Claudio, 
hdnd  in  hand,  in  fad  conference  :  I  whipt  me  behind 
the  arras ;  and  thert  heard  it  agreed  upon,  that  the  prince 
fhould  woo  Hero  for  himfelf,  and  having  obtained  her, 
give  her  to  count  Claudio. 

D.  John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither ;  this  may  prove 
food  to  my  difpleafure :  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all  the 
glory  of  my  overthrow ;  if  I  can  crofs  him  any  way,  I 
blefs  myfelf  every  way :  You  are  both  fure,  and  will  af*- 
fiftme? 

Con.  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

-2).  John.  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper ;  their  cheer  is 
the  greater,  that  I  am  fubdued  :  'Would  the  took  were 
of  my  mind ! — Shall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  ? 

Bora.  Well  wait  upon  your  lordfliip.  [Exeunt. 

j4CT  II. 

SCENE  I.   A  Hall  in  Lbona  to's  Houfe. 

Enter  Lbonato^  Antonio,  Hbro,  Beatrice,  and 

Others. 

Leon.  Was  not  count  John  here  at  fuppet  ? 
Vol.  L  E  e 
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Ant.  I  faw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks !  I  never  can 
fee  him,  but  I  am  heart-burned  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  difpofition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were  made  juft 
in  the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick  :  the  one  is 
too  like  an  image,  and  fays  nothing  ;  and  the  ot^er,  toe 
like  my  lady's  eldeft  fon,  evermore  tattling. 

Leon.  Then  hklf  fignior  Benedick's  tongue  in  count 
John's  mouth,  and  half  count  John's  melancholy  in  fig- 
nior Benedick's  face,— ^ 

Beat.  With  a  good  legj  and  a  good  foot,  uncle,  and 
money  enough  in  his  purfe,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any 
wom^n  in  the  world, — ^if  he  could  get  her  good  will. 

Leon.. By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
hufband,  if  thou  be  fo  flirewd  of  thy  tongue. 

Ant.  In  faith,  fhe  is  too  curft. 

BEATi  Too  curft  is  more  than  curft :  I  fhall  lefleh 
God's  fending  that  way  j  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a  curfi 
cowjbort  boms  ;  but  to  a  cow  too  curft  he  fends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  you  no 
horns. 

Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fend  me  no  hufband ;  for  the  which 
bleiling,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 
evening :  Lord !  I  could  not  endure  a  hufband  with  a 
beard  on  his  face  ;  I  had  rather  lie  in  the  woollen^ 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  hufband,  that  hath  no 
beard. 

,  Beat.  What  Ihould  I  do  with  him  ?  drefs  him  in  my 
Jipparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentlewoman  ?  He 
that  hath  a  beard,  is  more  than  a  youth ;  and  he  that 
hath  no  beard,  is  lefs  than  a  man  :  and  he  that  is  more 
^an  a  youth,  is  not  for  me ;  and  he  that  is  lefs  than  a 
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man,  I  am  not  for  him :  Therefore  I  will  even  take  fi:x- 
I)ence  in  earneft  of  the  bear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes  into 
hell. 

Leon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell  ? 

Beaj-.  No  ;  but  to  the  gate  :  and  there  will  the  devil 
meet  nie,  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  horns  on  his  head, 
and  fay.  Get  you  to  heaven^  Beatrice^  get  you  to  heaven  ; 
berets  no  place  for  you  maids :  fo  deliver  I  up  my  apes, 
and  away  to  Saint  Peter  for  the  heavens  ;  he  fhows  me . 
where  the  bachelors  fit,  and  there  live  we  as  merry  as  the 
day  is  long. 

Ant.  Well^  niece,  [To  Hero]  I  truft,  you  will  be  rul- 
ed by  your  father. 

Beat.  Yes,  faith ;  it  is  my  coufin's  duty  to  make 
courtefy,  and  fay,  Father^  as  it  pleafe  you  : — ^but  yet  for 
all  that,  coufin,  let  him  be  a  handfome  fellow,  or  elfe 
make  another  courtefy,  ^nd  fay.  Father^  as  it  pleafe  me. 

Leon.  Well,  niece,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted 
with  a  hufband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  metal 
than  earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  over- 
mafler'd  with  a  piece  of  valiant  duft  ?  to  make  an  ac- 
count of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  wayward  marl  ?  No,  uncle, 
ni  none  :  Adam's  fons  are  my  brethren  i  and  truly,  I 
hold  it  a  fin  to  match  in  my  kindred. 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember,  what  I  told  you :  if  the 
prince  do  folicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  an* 
fwer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufick,  coufin,  if  you 
be  not  woo'd  in  good  time :  if  the  prince  be  too  impor- 
tant, tell  him,  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  fo 
xiance  out  the  anfwer.  For  hear  me.  Hero;  Wooing, 
wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a  Scotch  jig,  a  meafure,  and 

Eeij 
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a  cinque-pace :  the  firft  fuit  is  hot  and  hafty,  like  a  Scotch 
jig,  and  full  as  fantaftical;  the  wedding,  mannerly-modeft, 
as  a  meafure  full  of  ftate  knd  ancientry ;  and  then  comes 
repentance,  and,  with  his  bad  legs,  falls  into  the  cinque- 
pace  fafter  and  fader,  till  he  fink  into  his  grave. 

Leon.  Coufin,  you  apprehend  pafling  (hrewdly.  ' 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle ;  I  can  fee  a  church  by 
day-light. 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entering ;  trother,  make  good 
room. 
Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar; 

Don  John,  Borachio,  Margaret,  Ursula,  and  O- 

tbers,  majlid. 
'  D.Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  friend? 

Hero*  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fweetly,  and  fay 
nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk ;  and,  efpecially,  when 
I  walk  away. 

D.  Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero.  I  may  fay  fo,  when  I  pleafe^ 

D.  Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour ;  for  God  defend,  thd 
lute  fhould  be  like  the  cafe ! 

D.  Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemon'^s  roof;  within  the 
houfe  is  Jove* 

Hero.  Wliy,  then  your  vifor  fhould  be  thatch'd. 

D.  Pedro.  Speak  low,,  if  you  fpeak  love.  [Takes  Aer  qfide. 

Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 

Marg.  So  would  not  I,  for  your  own  fake ;  for  I  have 
many  ill  quaUties. 

Bene.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg.  I  fay  my  prayers  aloud. 

Bene.  I  love  you  the  better  j  the  hearers  may  cry,  a» 
men. 
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Makq.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer  ! 

Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight,  when  the 
dance  is  done ! — Anfwer,  clerk, 

Balth.  No  more  words  ;  the  clerk  is  anfwer'd. 

Urs.  I  know  you  well  enough  j  you  are  fignior  Antonio. 

j^NT.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urs.  I  know  you  by  the  waggling  of  your  head. 

^NT.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 

Urs.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill-well,  unlefs  you 
were  the  very  man :  Here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down ; 
you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

j4nt.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urs.  Come,  come  ;  do  you  think  I  do  not  know  you 
by  your  excellent  wit?  Can  virtue  hide  itfelf  ?  Go  to, 
mum,  you  are  he :  graces  will  appear,  and  there's  an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  fo  ? 

Bene.  No,  you  (hall  pardon  me. 

^EAT.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  you  are  ? 

Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  difdainful, — and  that  I  had  my  good 
wit  out  of  the  Hundred  merry  T'ales; — ^WeU,  this  was  figr 
jiior  Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 

Beat.  I  am  fure,  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why  he  is  the  prince's  jefter :  a  very  dull  fool ; 
only  his  gift  is  in  devifing  impoflible  flanders :  none  but 
libertines  delight  in  him  ;  and  the  comlnendation  is  not 
in  his  wit,  but  in  his  villainy ;  for  he  both  pleafeth  men, 
ftnd  angers  them,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  and  beat 

E  e  iij 
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him :  I  am  fure,  he  is  in  the  fleet ;  I  would  he  had  board- 
ed me. 

Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  I'll  tell  him  what 
you  fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do ;  he'll  but  break  a  comparifon  or  two  on 
me ;  which,  peradventure,  not  mark'd,  or  not  laughed  at, 
ilrikes  him  into  melancholy;  and  then  there's  a  partridge 
wing  faved,  for  the  fool  will  eat  no  fupper  that  night. 
[Mujick  within.']     We  muft  follow  the  leaders. 

Bene.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave  them  at 
the  next  turning.  [Dance.  T!ben  exeunt  all  but  Don  yoHN^ 
BoRACHio^  and  Claudio. 

D.  John.  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero,  and 
hath  withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it : 
The  ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 
•  Bora.  And  that  is  Claudio :  I  know  him  by  his  bearing. 

D.  John.  Are  no^  you  fignior  Benedick  ? 

Claujx.  You  know  me  well ;  I  am  he. 

D.  John.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother  in  his 
love :  he  is  enamoured  on  Hero ;  1  pray  you,  difluade  him 
from  her,  fhe  is  no  equal  fof  his  birth  :  you  may  do  the 
part  of  an  honeft  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  you  he  loves  her  ? 

D.  JoH^.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  affedtion. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too ;  and  he  fwore  he  would  marry 
her  to-night. 

Z>.  John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt  Don  John  and  Borachio^ 

Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  thefe  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio.— 
^Tis  certain  fo  ; — .the  prince  wooes  for  himfelf, 
JFriendfliip  is  cdnftant  in^  all  other  things, 
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Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love : 
Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  ufe  their  own  tongues  ; 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itfelf. 
And  truft  no  agent :  for  beauty  is  a  witch, 
Againft  whofe  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood. 
This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof. 
Which  I  miftrufted  not :  Farewell  therefore.  Hero ! 
Re-enter  Benedick. 
Bens.  Count  Clandio  ? 
Claud.  Yea,  the  fame. 
Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Claud.  Whither  ? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own  bufi- 
nefs,  count.  What  fafhion  will  you  wear  the  garland  of? 
About  your  neck,  like  an  ufurer's  chain  ?  or  under  your 
arm,  hke  a  Ueutenant's  fcarf  ?  You  muft  wear  it  one 
way,  for  the  prince  hath  got  your  Hero. 
Claud.  I  wifli  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene.  Why,  that's  fpoken  like  an  honeft  drover  ;  fo 
they  fell  bullocks.  But  did  you  think,  the  prince  would 
have  ferved  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Bene.  Ho  !  now  you  ftrike  like  the  blind  man ;  'twas 
the  boy  that  flole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat  the  poft. 
Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  PU  leave  you.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fowl !  Now  will  he  creep  into 

fcdges. But,  that  my  lady  Beatrice  fhould  know  me, 

and  not  know  me !  The  prince's  fool ! — Ha !  it  may  be, 
I  go  under  that  title,  becaufe  I  am  merry — ^Yea ;  but 
fo ;  I  am  apt  to  do  myfelf  wrong :  I  am  not  fo  reputed  : 
it  is  the  bafe,  the  bitter  difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts 
the  world  into  her  perfon,  and  fo  gives  me  out.  Well^ 
ril  be  revenged  as  I  may. 

E  e  iiij 
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Re-enter  Dqn  Pbdro^  Hmro^  and  Lmonato. 

D.  PMDRCf.  Now,  fignior,  where's  the  count  ?  Did  you 
fee  him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  play-d  the  part  of  lady 
Fame.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a  lodge  in  a 
warren ;  I  told  him,  and,  I  think,  I  told  him  true»  that 
your  grace  had  got  the  good  will  of  this  young  lady ; 
and  I  oflfered  him  my  company  to  a  willow  tree,  either 
to  make  him  a  garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  |o  l^d 
him  up  a  rod,  as  being  worthy  to  be  whipped. 

D.  Pedho.  To  be  whipped  !  What-s  his  feult  ? 

Bene.  The  flat  tranfgreflion  of  a  fchool-boy ;  who, 
being  overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  neft,  fhow;  it  his 
companion,  and  he  ileals  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  triift  a  tranfgrefliqn  ? 
The  tranlgreflion  is  ia  the  ftealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs,  the  rod  had  been 
made,  and  the  garland  too ;  for  the  garland,  he  might 
liave  worn  himfelf ;  and  the  rod  he  might  have  bellowed 
on  you,  who,  51s  I  take  it,  have  ftoPn  his  bird's  neft. 

D.  Pedro.^  I  will  but  teach  th^m  to  ^ing,  and  rcftore 
them  to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my  faith, 
you  fay  honeftly. 

D.  Pedro.  The  lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to  you ; 
the-  gentleman,  that  danced  \fith  her,  told  her,  |he  is 
much  wrong'd  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  fhe  mifufed  me  paft  the  endurance  of  a  block; 
an  oak,  but  with  ojie  green  leaf  on  it,  would  have  an- 
fwer'd  her ;  my  very  vifor  began  to  afTume  life,  and  fcold 
with  her  :  She  told  me,  not  thinking  I  had  been  myfelf, 
that  I  was  the  prince's  jefter ;  that  I  was  duller  than  a 
great  thaw  ;  huddjing  jell  uppi^  jeft,  with  fuch  impoffiblf: 
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cenveyance,  upon  me,  that  I  fiood  like  a  man  at  a  mark, 
with  a  whole  army  (hooting  at  me :  She  fpeaks  poniards, 
and  every  word  ftabs :  if  her  breath  were  as  terrible  as 
her  terminations,  there  were  no  living  near  her,  (he  would 
infedb  to  the  north  ftar.  I  would  not  marry  her,  though 
fhe  were  endowed  with  all  that  Adam  had  left  him  be^ 
fore  he  tranfgrefs'd :  (he  would  have  made  Hercules  have 
tum'd  fpit ;  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  club  to  make  the  fire 
too.  Come,  talk  not  of  her ;  you  (hall  find  her  the  in- 
fernal Ate  in  good  apparel.  I  would  to  God,  fome  fcholar 
would  conjure  her ;  for,  certainly,  while  (he  is  here,  a 
man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a  fanduary ;  and 
people  fin  upon  purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  go  thither; 
fo,  indeed,  all  difquiet,  horror,  and  perturbation  follow^ 
her. 

Rc'-enter  Claudio,  and  JSjbatrice^ 

D.  Pedro.  Look,  here  (he  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  grace  command  me  any  fervice  to 
the  world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  (lighteft  errand  now 
to  the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  devife  to  fend  me  on ; 
I  will  fetch  you  a  toothpicker  now  from  the  fartheft  inch 
of  Afia  ;  bring  you  the  length  of  Prefter  John's  foot ; 
fetch  you  a  hair  off  the  great  Cham's  beard ;  do  you  any 
embafiTage  to  the  pigmies,  rather  than  hold  three  words' 
conference  with  tl}is  harpy :  You  have  no  employment 
for  me? 
.   Z).  Pedro.  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Bene.  O  God,  fir,  here's  a  diih  I  love  ^dt ;  I  cannot 
endure  my  lady  Tongue.  [Exit. 

D.  Pedro.  Come,  lady,  come ;  you  have  loft  the  heart 
of  fignior  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed,  my  lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while ;  and  I 
gave  him  ufe  for  it,  a  double  heart*  for  liis  fingle  one ; 
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marry,  once  before,  he  won  it  .of  me  with  falfe  dice/ 
therefore  your  grace  may  well  fay,  I  have  loft  it. 

D.  Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down,  lady,  you  have 
put  him  down- 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  (hould  do  me,  my  lord,  left 
I  fliould  prove  the  mother  of  fools.  I  have  brought  count 
Claudio,  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek. 
'    D.  Pedro.  Why,  how  now,  count  ?  wherefore  are  you 
fad? 

Claud.  Not  fad,  my  lord- 

D.  Pedro.  How  then  ?  Sick  ? 

Claud.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Beat.  The  count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick,  nor  merry, 
Bor  well:  but  civil,  count;  civil  as  an  orange,  and  fome^ 
thing  of  that  jealous  complexion. 

i).  Pedro.  I'faith,  lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be 
true ;  though,  I'll  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit  is 
fklfe.  Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name,  and 
fair  Hero  is  won ;  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and  his 
good  will  obtained:  name  the  day  of  marriage,  and  God 
give  thee  joy ! 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,-  and  with  her 
my  fortunes :  his  grace  hath  made  the  match,  and  all 
grace  fay  Amen  to  it ! 

Beat.  Speak,  count,  His  your  cue. 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfedleft.  herald  of  joy :  I  were 

but  little  happy,  if  I  could  fay  how  much Lady,  as 

you  are  nune,  I  am  yours :  I  give  away  myfelf  for  you, 
and  dote  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat.  Speak,  coufin ;  or,  if  you  cannot,  flop  his  mouth 
with  a  kifs,  and  let  not  him  fpeak,  neither. 

D.  Pedro.  In  faith,  lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

^EAT.  Yea,  my  lord;  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it  keeps; 
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on  the  windy  fide  of  care : — ^My  coufin  tells  him  in  his 
ear,  that  he  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud.  And  fo  (he  doth,  coufin. 

Beat.  Good  lord,  for  alliance ! — ^Thus  goes  every  one 
to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-bum'd ;  I  may  fit  in  a 
comer,  and  cry,  heigh  ho !  for  a  hulband. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  father's  get- 
ting :  Hath  your  grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ?  Your 
fether  got  excellent  hufbands,  if  a  maid  could  come  by 
them. 

D.  Pedro.  Will  you  have  me,  lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another  for 
working-days ;  your  grace  is  too  coftly  to  wear  every 
day : — But,  I  befeech  your  grace,  pardon  me ;  I  was  bom 
to  fpeak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

D.  Pedro.  Your  filence  mofl:  offends  me,  and  to  bo 
merry  beft  becomes  you ;  for,  out  of  queftion,  you  were 
bom  in  a  merry  hour. 

Beat.  No,  fure,  my  lord,  my  mother  cry'd ;  but  then 
there  was  a  ftar  danced,  and  under  that  was  I  bom._ 
Coufins,  God  give  you  joy  ! 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I  told  you 
of? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle — ^By  your  grace's  par- 
don. [Exit  Beatrices 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleafant-fpirited  lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in  her^ 
my  lord ;  flie  is  never  fad,  but  when  flie  fleeps ;  and  not 
ever  fad  then ;  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter  fay,  Ihe 
hath  often  dream'3  of  unhappinefs,  and  waked  herfelf 
with  laughing. 

J).  Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  hufband. 
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Leon.  O,  by  no  means ;  fht  mocks  all  her  wooers  out 
of  fuit. 

D.  Pedro.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  Lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week  mar-» 
ried,  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad. 

D.  Pedko.  Count  Gl^udio,  when  mean  you  to  go  to 
church  ? 

Claud.  To-morrow,  my  lord :  Time  goes  on  crutches, 

till  love  have  all  his  rites. 

« 

Leon.  Not  till  Monday,  my  d^s^r  fon,  which  is  l^ence 
A  juft  fevennight ;  and  a  time  too  brief  too,  to  have  all 
things  anfwer  my  mind. 

D.  Pedro.  Come,  you  fhake  the  head  at  fo  long  a 
breathing  ;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio^  the  time  fliall 
not  go  dully  by  us ;  I  will,  in  the  interim,  undertake 
one  of  Hercules'  labours ;  which  is,  to  bring  iignior  Be- 
pedick,  and  the  lady  Beatrice  into  a  mountain  of  aflfec-r 
tion,  the  one  with  the  other.  I  would  fain  have  it  a 
match ;  and  I  doubt  not  but  to  fafhion  it,  if  you  three  will 
but  minifter  fuch  affiftance  as  I  ihall  give  you  diredion. 

Leon.  My  lord,  I  am  for  ypu,  though  it  coft  me  teij 
nights'  watchings. 

Claud.  And  I,  my  lord, 

Dj  Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  office,  my  lord,  to  help 
my  coufin  to  a  good  hulband. 

D.  Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefulleft  huf- 
band  that  I  know :  thus  far  can  I  praife  him ;  he  is  of  a 
noble  ftrain,  of  approved  valour,  and  confirmed  honefty, 
I  will  teach  you  how  to  humour  your  coufin,  that  fhe  fliall 
fell  in  love  with  Benedick : — and  I,  with  your  two  helps, 
will  fo  practice  on  Benedick,  that,  in  defpite  of  his  quick 
>tit  and  his  queaf^  ftqmach,  he  (hall  fall  in  love  yrith  Bea-i 
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tric^.  If  ^e  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no  longer  an  archer ; 
his  glory  fhall  be  ours,  for  we  are  the  only  love-gods. 
Gk)  in  with  me,  and  I  will  tell  you  my  drift.       [Exeunt. 

i \ ^  —  ^ 

SCENE  IL   Another  Room  in  Leonato's  Ilou/e. 
Enter  Don  John  and  Bora ch  jo. 

D.  John.  It  is  fo ;  the  count  Claudio  ftiall  marry  the 
daughter  of  Leonato. 

Bora.  Yea,  my  lord ;  but  I  can  crofs  it. 

D.  John.  Any  bar,  any  crofs,  any  impediment  will  be 
medicinable  to  me :  I  am  fick  in  difpleafure  to  him ;  and 
whatfoever  comes  athwart  his  afFedUon,  ranges  evenly  with 
mine.    How  canft  thou  crofs  this  marridge  ? 

Bora.  Not  honeftly,  my  lord ;  but  fo  covertly  that  no 
diflionefty  (hall  appear  in  me. 

D.  John.  Show  me  briefly  how. 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordfhip,  a  year  fince,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting-gen- 
tlewoman to  Hero. 

D.  John.  I  remember. 

Bora.  I  can,  at  any  unfeafonable  inftant  of  the  nighty 
appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's  chamber-wind6w. 

D.  John.  What  life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  death  of  this 
marriage  ? 

Bora.  The  poifon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper.  Go  you 
to  the  prince  your  brother ;  fpare  not  to  tell  him,  that  he 
hath  wrong'd  his  honour  in  marrying  the  renowned  Clau- 
dio (whofe  eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold  up)  to  a  con- 
taminated ftale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero. 

D.  John.  What  proof  Ihall  I  make  of  that  ? 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  mifufe  the  prince,  to  vex  Clau- 
dio, to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato  :  Look  you  for  any 
other  ifllic  i 
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D.  John.  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any 
thing. 

Bora.  Go  then,  find  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw  Don  Pedro 
and  the  count  Claudio,  alone :  tell  them,  that  you  know 
that  Hero  loves  me ;  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both  to  the 
prince  and  Claudio,  as — in  love  of  your  brother's  honour 
who  hath  made  this  match  ;  and  his  friend's  reputation, 
who  is  thuslike  to  be  cozen'dwith  the  femblanceof  a  maid^ 
—that  you  have  difcover'd  thus.  They  will  fcarcely  be- 
lieve this  without  trial :  offer  them  inflances ;  which  Ihall 
bear  no  lefs  likelikood,  than  to  fee  me  at  her  chamber- 
window  ;  hear  me  call  Margaret,  Hero ;  hear  Margaret 
term  me  Borachio ;  and  bring  them  to  fee  this,  the  very 
night  before  the  intended  wedding:  for,  in  the  mean 
time,  I  will  fo  fafliion  the  matter,  that  Hero  fliall  be  ab- 
fent ;  and  there  (hall  ^ppear  fuch  feeming  truth  of  Hero's 
difloyalty,  that  jealpufy  fhall  be  call'd  affurance,  and  all 
the  preparation  overthrown. 

D.  John.  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  iffue  it  can,  I  will 
put  it  in  pradlice  :  Be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and 
thy  fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  you  conilant  in  the  accufation,  and  my  cun- 
ning ihall  not  fhame  me. 

D.  John.  I  will  prefently  go  learn  their  day  of  marriage. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.   Lbonat&s  Garden. 
Enter  Benedick  and  a  Bor. 
Bene.  Boy, — 
Bor.  Signior, 

Bene.  In  my  chamber-window  lies  a  book  ;  bring  it 
hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 
Bor.  I  am  here  already,  fir. 
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BsNE.  I  know  that ; — ^but  I  would  have  thee  hence,  and 
here  again.  [Exit  Boy.} — ^I  do  much  wonder,  that  one 
man,  feeing  how  much  another  man  is  a  fool  when  he 
dedicates  his  behaviours  to  love,  will,  after  he  hath  laugh'd 
at  fuch  (hallow  follies  in  others,  become  the  argument 
of  his  own  fcom,  by  falling  in  love  :  And  fuch  a  man 
is  Claudio.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  mufick 
with  him  but  the  drum  and  the  fife  ;  and  now  had  he 
rather  hear  the  tabor  and  the  pipe :  I  have  known,  when 
he  would  have  walk'd  ten  mile  a  foot,  to  fee  a  good  ar- 
mour ;  and  now  will  he  He  ten  nights  awake,  carving  the 
fafhion  of  a  new  doublet.  He  was  wont  to  fpeak  plain, 
and  to  the  purpofe»  like  an  honeft  man,  and  a  foldier ; 
and.  now  is  he  tum'd  orthographer ;  his  words  are  a  very 
fantaftical  banquet,  jvft  fo  many  ftrange  diflies.  May  I 
be  fo  converted,  and  fee  mith  thefe  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell ; 
I  think  not :  I  will  not  be  fwom,  but  love  may  transform 
me  to  an  oyfter ;  but  I'll  take  my  oath  on  it,  till  he  have 
made  an  oyfter  of  me,  he  fliall  never  make  me  fuch  a 
fooL  One  woman  is  fair ;  yet  I  am  well :  another  is 
wife ;  yet  I  am  well :  another  virtuous  ;  yet  I  am  well : 
but  till  all  graces  be  in  one  woman,  one  woman  fhall  not 
come  in  my  grace.  Rich  Ihe  fhall  be,  that's  certain ; 
wife,  or  Til  none ;  virtuous,  or  I'll  never  cheapen  her ; 
fair,  or  I'll  never  look  on  her ;  mild,  or  come  not  near 
me  ;  noble,  or  not  I  for  an  angel ;  of  good  difcourfe,  an 
excellent  mufician,  and  her  hair  fhall  be  of  what  colour 
it  pleafe  God.  Ha !  the  prince  and  monfieur  Love !  I 
will  hide  me  in  the  arbour.  {Withdraws. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  and  Claudio. 

D.  Pedro.  Come,  fhall  we  hear  this  mufick  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord : — How  flill  the  evening  is. 
As  hufh'd  on  purpofe  to  grace  harmony  ! 
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jD.  Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  hlmfelf  ? 
Claud.  O,  very  well,  my  lord :  the  mtifick  ended. 
We'll  fit  the  kid-fox  with  a  penny-worth. 
Enter  Balthazar^  with  muftck. 
D.  Pbdro.  Come,  Balthazar,  we^ll  hear  that  fong  agaicu 
Balth.  O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  voice 
*rb  llander  mufick  any  more  than  once. 

D.  Pedro.  It  is  the  wimefs  ftill  of  excellency , » 
To  put  a  ftrange  face  on  his  own  perfedfion  :— 
I  pray  thee,  fing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

BALTHi  Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  fing : 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  consmence  his  fuit 
To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy ;  yet  he  wooes ; 
Yet  will  he  fwear,  he  loves. 

1).  Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  come  : 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  ailment. 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 
There^s  not  a  note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  noting^ 

D.  Pedro.  Why  thefe  are  very  crotchets  that  he  fpeiks  J 
Note,  notes,  forfooth^  and  noting !  [Mufick. 

BkNE.  Now,  Divine  air  !  now  is  his  foul  ravifhM  !— Is 
it  not  ftrange,  that  flieeps'  guts  fhould  hale  fouls  out  of 
men's  bodies  ? — ^Well  a  horn  for  my  money,  when  all's 
done. 

Balthazar  Jings. 
I. 
Balth^  Sigb  no  more,  ladies, Jigh  no  more^ 
Men  were  decervers  ever; 
One  foot  infea,  and  one  onjbores 
To  one  thing  conftant  never : 
Thenftgb  notfo,  ^ 
But  let  tbem  go, 
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^«d  fie  you  blitb  and  bonny  ; 
Coifuertitfg  all  your  founds  qffjoqe 
IntQ^  fley  nonny^  ponny. 

n. 

Si^g  no  more  ditties  ^Jing  no  mo 
Of  dumps  fo  dull  and  beavy  ; 
T^be  fraud  of  men  was  everfo^ 
Since  fummer  fir/l  was  leavy. 
I'benfigb  notfo^  l^c. 

J3.  PMDito.  By  my  troth,  a  good  fong. 

Baltu.  -^4  au  ill  finger,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro,  ila  ?  no ;  no,  faith  j  tl^ou  fing'ft  well  enough 
for  a  fhift. 

BsNE.  [Afide.']  An  he  had  been  a  dog,  that  fliould  have 
howPd  thus,  they  would  have  hang'd  him :  and,  I  pray 
God^  his  bad  voice  bode  no  mifchief !  I  had  as  lief  haye 
heard  the  night-raven,  come  what  plague  could  have  comie 
after  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  marry ;  [foCi  audio.'] — Doft  thou  hear, 
Balthazar  ?  I  pray  thee,  get  us  fome  excellent  mufick ; 
for  to-morrow  night  we  would  have  it  at  the  lady  Hero's 
chamber-window. 

Balth.  The  beft  J  can,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Do  fo:  farewell.  [Exeunt  Balthazar  and 
mujick.}  Come  hither,  Leonato :  What  was  it  you  told 
me  of  to-day  ?  that  your  niece  Beatrice  was  in  lave  with 
figniar  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  O,  ay:— 5talk  on^  ftalk  on;  the  fowl  fits. 
lAfde  to  Pedro.]  I  did  never  think  that  lady  would  havf 
loved  any  man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither;  but  n>oft  won^eiful,  that  0xe 
fliould  fo  dote  on  fignior  Benedick,  whom  ijheilpiath  inalj^ 
outward  behaviours  fecm'd  ^ever  to  abhof . 

Vol.  I.  Ff 


450  MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 

Bene.  Is't  poffible  ?  Sits  the  wind  in  that  comer?  [Afide. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what  to 
think  of  it ;  but  that  ihe  loves  him  with  an  enraged  af- 
fedion,— it  is  paft  the  infinite  of  thought. 

D.  Pedro.  May  be,  flie  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  'Faith,  like  enough. 

Leon.  O  God !  counterfeit!  There  never  was  counter- 
feit of  paffion  came  fo  near  the  life  of  paffion,  as  fhe  dif- 
covers  it. 

2>.  Pedro.  Why,  what  eSkSts  of  paflion  fhows  (he  ? 

Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well;  this  fifh  will  bite,    \jifide. 

Leon.  What  effedls,  my  lord!  She  will  fit  you,— 
You  heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud.  She  did,  indeed. 

D.  Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  You  amaze  me : 
I  would  have  thought  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible  a- 
gainft  all  afiaults  of  a£fedion. 

Leon.  I  would  have  fworn  it  had,  my  lord;  efpecially    || 
againft  Benedick. 

Bene.  l^Jide.}  I  fliould  think  this  a  gull,  but  that  the 
white-bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it:  knavery  cannot,  fure, 
hide  himfelf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta'en  the  infedlion ;  hold  it  up.    [A^fide. 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  fhe  made  her  aflfedion  known  to  Be- 
nedick ? 

Leon.  No  ;  and  fwears  (heneverwill :  that's  her  torment. 

Claud.  Tis  true,  indeed;  fo  your  daughter  fays:  Sball 
/,  fays  fhe,  that  bceoefo  oft  encountered  him  with/com^  write 
to  bim  that  I  hue  him  ? 

Leon.  This  fays  fhe  now  when  fhe  is  beginning  to  write 
to  him:  for  fhe'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  night;  and  there 
will  fhe  fit  in  her  fmock,  till  fhe  have  writ  a  fheet  of 
paper:— my  daughter  tells  us  alL  ^ 
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Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  fheet  of  paper,  I  remember 
a  pretty  jell  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon.  O  ! — ^When  fhe  had  writ  it,  and  was  reading  it 
over,  (he  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice  between  the 
fheet  ? — 

Claud.  That. 

Leon.  O!  flie  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  halfpence; 
raiPd  at  herfelf,  that  (he  fhould  be  fo  immodefl  to  write 
to  one  that  flie  knew  would  flout  her :  Imeafure  bim,  fays 
fhe,  fy  my  ownfpirit;  for  I  Jhould  flout  him^  if  be  writ  to 
me ;  yea^  tbougb  I  love  bim,  IJbotdd. 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  ihe  falls,  weeps, 
fobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays,  curfes ;— 0 
Jweet  Benedick  !  God  give  me  patience! 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed;  my  daughter  fays  fo :  and  the 
ecftafy  hath  fo  much  overborne  ,her,  that  my  daughter  is 
fometime  afraid  (he  will  do  a  defperate  outrage  to  her- 
felf; It  is  very  true. 

D.  Pedro.  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by 
fome  other,  if  fhe  will  not  difcover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end  ?  He  would  but  make  a  fport  of 
it,  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worfe. 

D.  Pedro.  An  he  fhould,  it  were  an  alms  to  hang  him: 
She's  an  excellent  fweet  lady ;  and,  out  of  all  fufpicion, 
ihe  is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  fhe  is  exceeding  wife. 

JD.  Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  my  lord,  wifdom  and  blood  combating  in  fo 
tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that  blood 
hath  the  vidory.  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  I  have  juft 
caufe,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

D.  Pedro.  I  would,  fhe  had  beflowed  this  dotage  on 
xne;  I  would  have  dafTd  aU  other  refpedls,  and  made  her 

Ffi; 
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half  myielf:  I  pray  y«i,  tell  Benedick  of  k,  and  htzt 
what  he  will  fay, 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think -you? 

Claud\  Hero  thinks  furely,  (he  will  die :  for  fhe  fays, 
fhe  will  die  if  he  love  her  not ;  and  (he  will  die  ere  ihe 
make  her  love  known ;  and  fhe  will  die  if  he  woo  her, 
rather  than  (he  Vrill  *bate  one  br-eath  of  her  acci^om'd 
croflhefs- 

Z).  Pedro.  She  doth  well :  if  (he  fhould  make  tender 
of  her  love,  'tis  very  poffible  he'll  fcom  it ;  for  the  man, 
as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  Ipirit. 

Clavd.  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

D.  Pedro.  He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  outward  happinefs. 

Claud.  Tore  God,  and  in  my  mind,  very  wife. 

D.  Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  Ihow  fome  fparks  that  are 
like  wit. 

Leon.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiants 

D.  Pedro.  As  Hedor^  I  affure  you  :  and  in  the  ma- 
naging of  quarrels  you  may  fay  he  is  wife ;  for  either  he 
avoids  them  with  great  difcretion,  or  undertakes  them 
with  a  moll  chriftian-like  fear. 

Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  -mufl  neceflarily  keep 
peacef ;  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a 
quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

D.  Pedro.  And  fo  will  he  do ;  for  the  man  doth  fear 
God,  howfoever  it  feems  not  in  him,  by  fome  large  jefts 
he  will  make.  Well,  I  am  forry  for  your  niece :  Shall 
we  go  feek  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of  her  love  > 

Claud,  l^evcr  tell  him,  my  lord ;  let  her  wear  it  out 
with  good  counfel. 

Leon.  Nay,  that'«  impoflible ;  ihe  may  wear  her  heart 
out  firil. 

D.  Pjsdro.  Well,  well  hear  further  of  it  by  your 
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daughter  j  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Benedick  well ; 
and  I  could  vrifla:  he  would  modeftly  examine  hirafelf,'  to 
fee  how  much  he  is  unworthy  fo  good  a  lady. 

Lbon.  My  lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready, 

Claud,  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will 
never  truft  my  expectation,  [AJide. 

D.  Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fame  net  fpread  for  her ; 
and  that  mufl  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewomen  car- 
ry. The  fport  will  be,  when  they  hold  one  an  opinion 
of  another's  dotage^  and  no  fuch  matter ;  that's  the  fcene 
that  I  would  fee,  which  will  be  merely  a  dumb  fhow.. 
Let  us  fend  her  to  call  him  in  to  dinjaer.  [^^de, 

{Exettnt  Don  PedrOj  Claudio^  and  Lmonato. 
Bsnmdicx  advances  from  tie  Arbour, 

Bene,  This  can  be  no  trick  :  The  conference  was  fad- 

ly  borne ^They  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero.  They. 

feem  to  pity  the  lady ;  it  feems,  her  affedions  have  their 
full  bent/  Love  me !  why,  it  muft  be  requited.  I  hear 
how  I  am  cenfurcd :  they  fay,  I  will  bear  myfelf  proud- 
ly, if  I  perceive  the  love  come  from  her;  they  fay  too, 
that  fhe  will  rather  die  than  give  any  fign  of  afiedion. 
— ^I  did  never  think  to  marry  : — \  muft  not  feem  proud : 
1 — Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detradions,  and  can 
put  them  to  mending.  They  fay,  the  lady  is  fair;  'tiss^ 
truth,  I  can  bear  them  witnefs  :  and  virtuous  ;-^'tis  fo, 
I  cannot  reprove  it :  and  wife,  but  for  loving  me  : — By 
my  troth,  it  is  no  addition  to  her  wit ; — nor  no  great  ar- 
gument of  her  folly,  for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with 

her I  may  chance  have  fome  odd  quirks  and  remnants 

of  wit  broken  on  me,  becaufe  I  have  raiPd  fo  long  againfl 
marriage :  But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ?  A  man  loves 
the  meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot  endure  in  his  age : 
Shall  qmps,  a])d  fentences^  and  thefe  paper  bullets  of  the 

'        Ffiij- 
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brain,  awe  a  man  from  the  career  of  his  humour  ?  No : 
The  world  muft  be  peopled.  When  I  faid,  I  would  die 
"a  bachelor,  I  did  not  think  I  fhould  live  till  I  were  mar- 
ried.-^Here  comes  Beatrice :  By  this  day,  (he's  a  fair 
lady :  I  do  fpy  fome  marks  of  love  in  her. 
Enter  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Againfl  my  will,  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  dinner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,  than 
you  take  pains  to  thank  me  ;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I 
would  not  have  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleafure  then  in  the  meflage  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  juft  fo  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  choke  a  daw  withal : — ^You  have  no 
ilomach,  fignior,  fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Bene.  Ha  !  Agcinfl  my  will  I  am  fent  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  dinner — ^there's  a  double  meaning  in  that.  /  took  na 
more  pains  for  thofe  thanks,  than  you  took  pains  to  thank  me — 
that's  as  much  as  to  fay.  Any  pains  that  I  take  for  you 
is  as  eafy  as  thanks  : — If  I  do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am 
a  villain  ;  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a  Jew :  I  will  go  get 
her  pidure.  \ImU 


act:  III. 

SCENE  I.    Leon  A  TO' s  Garden. 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Ursula^ 

Hero.  Good  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour  \ 
There  flialt  thou  find  my  coufin  Beatrice 
Propofing  with  the  Prince  and  Claudio  : 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  difccmrCe 
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Is  all  of  her  ;  fay,  that  thou  overheard'ft  us; 
And  bid  her  ileal  uito  the  pleached  bower. 
Where  honey-fuckles,  ripen'd  by  the  fun. 
Forbid  the  fun  to  enter ; — ^like  favourites. 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 

Againfl  that  power  that  bred  it : ^there  will  (he  hide  her. 

To  liften  our  propofe :  This  is  thy  office. 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  make  her  come,  I  warrant  you,  prefently. 

[Exit. 

Hero.  Now,  Urfula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down. 
Our  talk  muft  only  be  of  Benedick : 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit : 
My  talk  to  thee  muft  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  fick  in  love  with  Beati:ice :  Of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made, 
That  only  wounds  by  hearfay.   Now  begin ; 

Enter  Beatrice^  behind. 
For  look  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conference^ 

Urs.  The  pleafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  fifh 
,Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  filver  ftream. 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait : 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice ;  who  even  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture  ; 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it. — 

[They  advance  to  the  bower^ 
No,  truly,  Urfula,  flie  is  too  difdainful ; 
I  know,  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
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As  haggards  of  the  rock. 

Urs.  But  are  you  fure. 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  fo  entirely  i 

Hero,  So  fays  the  prince,  and  my  nei^-trothed  lord. 

Urs.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it^  ttiaddiii  ? 

Hero.  They  did  intreat  ine  to  acquaint  her  of  it : 
But  I  perfuaded  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick, 
To  wifh  him  wreftle  with  aflfedion. 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urs.  Why  did  you  fo  ?  Doth  not  the  gentleman 
Deferve.as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed. 
As  ever  Beatrice  fhall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero.  O  God  of  love  !  I  know,  he  doth  deferve 
As  much  as  may  be-  yielded  to  a  man : 
But  nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  ftuflf  than  that  of  Beatrice  : 
Difdain  and  fcom  ride  fparkling  in  her  eyes, 
Mifprifing  what  they  look  oti ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itfelf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  elfe  feems  weak :  fhe  cannot  love, 
Nor  take  no  fhape  nor  projed  of  afifedUon, 
She  is  fo  felf-endeared. 

Urs.  Sure,  I  think  fo ; 
And  therefore,  certainly,  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  left  fhe  make  fport  at  it, 

He)ro.  Why,  you  fpeak  truth  :  I  never  yet  faw  man^ 
How  wife,  how  noble,  young,  how  irately  featured, 
But  fhe  would  fpell  him  backward :  if  fair-faced. 
She'd  fwear,  the  gentleman  fhould  be  her  fitter ; 
If  black,  why,  nature,  drawing  of  an  antick. 
Made  a  foul  blof :  if  tall,  a  lance  ill-headed ; 
If  low,  an  agate  very,  vilely  cut : 
If  fpeaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  wind;  ^ 
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If  filent,  why,  a  block  moved  witli  ftctfie. 
So  tilHis  (he  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out  j 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue,  that 
Which  flmplenefs  and  merit  purehafeth. 

Ur3.  Sure,  fiU^e,  fuch  calrping  is  not  commendable* 

Hero.  No  :  not  to  be  fo  odd,  and  froth  all  fafhionff, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable  : 
But  who  dare  tell  her  fo  ?  If  I  fhould  fpeak. 
She'd  mock  me  into  air ;  Oj  fhe  Would  laugh  me 
Out  of  ftiyfelf,  prefs  me  to  dedth  with  wit* 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  covCr'd  fiw, 
Confume  away  in  fighs,  wafte  inwardly  : 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks  j 
Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Urs.  Yet  tell  her  of  it :  hear  ^hat  fee  will  fay^ 

Hero.  No  ;  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counfel  him  to  fight  againft  his  pafHon  : 
And,  truly,  Til  devife  fome  honeft  flaftders 
To  ftain  my  coufin  with :  One  doth  Hot  know. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoifon  liking. 

Urs.  O,  do  not  do  your  coufin  fuch  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  judgement, 
(Having  fo  fwift  and  excellent  a  wit. 
As  fee  is  prizM  to  have,)  as  to  refufe 
3o  rare,  a  gentleman  as  fignior  Benedick, 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

t/iej.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angty  with  me,  madam, 
Speaking  my  fancy ;  fignior  Betiedick, 
For  feape,  fot  bearing,  argument,  and  valour, 
Goes  foremofl  ih  report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

\Jrs.  His  eicelletxce  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it.—* 
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When  are  you  married,  madam  ? 

Hero.  Why,  every  day ; — to-morrow :  Come,  go  in; 
rU  (how  thee  fome  attires ;  and  have  thy  counfel. 
Which  is  the  beft  to  furnifh  me  to-morrow,      [madam. 
Urs.  She  is  lim'd  I  warrant  you ;  we  have  caught  her, 
Hbro  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps : 
Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  fome  with  traps. 

[Exeunt  Hbro  and  Ursula^ 
Bbatricb  aduances. 
Bbat.  What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?  Can  this  be  true  ? 
Stand  I  condemn'd  for  pride  and  fcom  fo  much  ? 
Contempt,  farewell !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 
And,  Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee ; 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand ; 
If  thou  dofl  love,  my  kindnefs  (hall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band : 
For  others  fay,  thou  doft  deferve  ;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  [Exit. 

SCENE  //.  j^  Room  in  Lbonato^s  Hou/e. 
Enter  Don  Pbdro^  Claudio,  Bbnbdick^  and 
Lbonato. 
D.  Pbdro.  I  do  but  flay  till  your  marriage  be  confum- 
mate,  and  then  go  I  toward  Arragon. 

Claud.  PU  bring  you  thither,  my  lord,  if  you'll  vouch- 
fafe  me. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the 
new  glofs  of  your  marriage,  as  to  fliow  a  child  his  new 
coat,  and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only  be  bold 
with  Benedick  for  his  company  ;  for,  from  the  crown  of 
his  head  to  the  fole  of  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth;  he  hath 
^wice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  bow-ftring,  and  the  U^tle 
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han^an  dare  not  fhoot  at  him :  he  hath  a  heart  as  found 
as  a  bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the  clapper ;  for  what  his 
heart  thinks,  his  tongue  fpeaks. 

Bens.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  fay  I ;  methinks,  you  are  fadder. 

Claud.  I  hope,  he  be  in  love. 

D.  Pedro.  Hang  him,  truant ;  there's  no  true  drop  of 
blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love  :  if  he  be 
fed,  he  wants  money. 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 

D.  Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it ! 

Claud.  You  muft  hang  it  firft,  and  draw  it  afterwards. 

D.  Pedro.  What  ?  figh  for  the  tooth-ach  ? 

Leon.  Where  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm  ? 

Bene.  Well,  Every  one  can  mailer  a  grief,  but  he  that 
has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 

D.  Pedro.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him» 
unlefs  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  difguifes ;  as, 
to  be  a  Dutchman  to-day ;  a  Frenchman  to-morrow ;  or 
in  the  fhape  of  two  countries  at  once,  as,  a  German  from 
the  waift  downward,  all  flops ;  and  a  Spaniard  from  the 
hip  upward,  no  doublet :  Unlefs  he  have  a  fancy  to  this 
foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as 
you  would  have  it  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman,  there 
is  no  believing  old  figns :  he  brufhes  his  hat  o'-momings: 
What  fhould  that  bode  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  any  man  feen  him  at  the  barber's  ? 

Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  feen  with 
him ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath  already 
fluffed  tennis-balls. 
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Lbon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  xhaok  he  did,  by  the 
lois  of  a  beard. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  himfelf  with  chret :  Can 
you  fmell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  The  fweet  youth^sin 
love. 

Z>.  Pedro.  The  greateft  note  of  it  is  his  mekmchoty. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafh  his  face  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf?  for  the  whkh,  I 
hear  wjiat  they  fay  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jelling  fpirit ;  which  is  imw  crept 
into  a  luteftring,  and  now  governed  }yy  flops. 

D.  Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him  ; 
Conclude,  conclude,  he  is  in-  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

D.  Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too ;  I  warrant,  one 
that  knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions  j  and,  in  deipite  of 
r11,  dies  for  him. 

D.  Pedro.  She  (hall  be  buried  with  her  face  upwards. 

Bens.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  thq  tooth-ach,— Old 
iignior,  walk  afide  with  me ;  I  have  fludied  eight  or 
nine  wife  words  to  fpeak  to  you,  which  thefe  hob» 
by-horfes  muft  not  hear, 

[Exeunt  Benedicx  and  LEONATOt 

D.  Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about 
Beatrice. 

Claud.  'Tis  even  fo:  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by  this 
play'd  their  parts  with' Beatrice  }  and  then  the  two  bears 
will  not  bite  one  another,  when  they  meet. 
Enter  Don  John. 

D.  John.  My  lord  and  brother,  God  fave  you, 

D,  Pedro.  Good  den,  brother, 
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D.  John.  If  your  leifure  fervM,  I  wotdd  fpeak  with  you. 

D.  Pedro.  In  private  ? 

£X  JoBN.  If  it  pleafe  you;.^^yet  couat  Claudio  may 
hear ;  for,  whaft  I  would  fpeak  of^  concerns  him. 
.    D.  Pedro.  What's  the  matter? 

D.  John.  Means  your  Lordfliip  to  be  icoarried  to-mor- 
row }  [To  Cljsjbio. 

D.  Pedro.  You  knov,  he  4oes* 

D.  John.  I  know  not  that, when  he  knows  what  I  kaoiw. 

Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you,  dif- 
cover  it. 

D.  John.  You  UMiy  think,  I  love  you  not ;  let  that 
appear  hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now 
will  manifeft :  For  my  brother,  I  think,  he  holds  you 
well ;  and  in  dearnefs  of  heart  hath  holp  to  eflfedl  your 
enfuing  marriage :  furely,  fuit  ill  fpent,  and  labour  ill 
beftowed ! 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

D.  Joim.  I  came  hither  to  tell  youj  and,  circumfhui- 
ces  fliorten'd,  (for  fhe  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  of,) 
the  I^dy  is  difloyal. 

Claud.  Who?  Hero? 

D.  Jo^N.  Even  Ihej  Leonato's  Hero,  your  Hero,  every 
man's  Hero. 

Claud.  Difloyal  ? 

D.  Jo^N.  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wick- 
ednels ;  I  could  fay,  flie  were  worfe ;  think  you  of  a 
worfe  titk,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it.  Wonder  not  till  fur- 
ther warrant :  go  but  with  me  to-night,  you  fliall  fee  her 
chamber-window  enter'd ;  even  the  night  before  her 
wedditig  day:  if  you  love  her  then,  to-^morrow  wed 
her ;  but  it  would  better  iit  your  h(Hxour  t6  change  your 
mind. 
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Claud.  May  this  be  To  ? 

D.  Pbdro.  I  vrill  not  think  it. 

D.  John.  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 
that  you  know:  if  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  fhow  you 
enough;  Snd  when  you  have  feen  more,  and  heard  more, 
proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  fee  any  thing  to-night  why  I  fhould  not 
marry  her  to-morrow;  in  the  congregation, where  I  fhould 
wed,  there  will  I  fliame  her. 

D.  Pedro.  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I 
will  join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

D.  John.  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  till  you  arc 
my  witnefles :  bear  it  coldly  but  till  midnight,  and  let 
the  iflue  (how  itfelf. 

D.  Pedro.  O  day  untowardly  turned ! 

Claud.  O  mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting ! 

D.  John,  O  plague  right  well  prevented ! 
So  will  you  fay,  when  you  have  feen  the  fequel.    {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  A  Street. 
EnteY  DoGBERRr  and  Verges^  with  the  Watc^. 

DoGB.  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ^ 

Verg.  Yea,  or  elfe  it  were  pity  but  they  fhould  fuflfcr 
falvation,  body  and  foul. 

DoGB.  Nay,  that  were  a  punifhment  too  good  for  them, 
if  they  fhould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  being  chofen 
for  the  prince's  watch. 

Verg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge,  neighbour  Dog- 
berry. 

DooB.  Firfl,  who  think  you  the  moft  defartlefs  man  to 
be  conflable  ? 

I  Watch.  Hugh  Oatcake,  fijr,  or  George  Seacoal ;  for 
they  can  write  and  read. 
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DoGB.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacoal:  God  hath 
blefled  you  with  a  good  name :  to  be  a  well-favoured 
man  is  the  gift  of  fortune  ;  but  to  write  and  read  comes 
by  nature. 

2  Watch.  Both  which,  mailer  conftable,— ^ 

DooB.  You  have ;  I  knew  it  would  be  your  anfwer. 
Well,  for  your  favour,  fir,  why,  give  God  thanks,  and 
make  no  boaft  of  it ;  and  for  your  writing  and  reading, 
let  that  appear  when  there  is  no  need  of  fuch  inanity. 
You  are  thought  here  to  be  the  moft  fenfelefs  and  fit 
man  for  the  conflable  of  the  watch  ;  therefore  bear  you 
the  lantern :  This  is  your  charge  j  You  fliall  comprehend 
all  vagrom  men ;  you  are  to  bid  any  man  fland,  in  the 
princess  name. 

2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  fland  ? 

DoGB.  Why  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him 
go ;  and  prefently  call  the  refl:  of  the  watch  together, 
and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Ferg.  If  he  will  not  fland  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is 
none  of  the  prince's  fubjeds. 

DoQB.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but 
the  prince's  fubjedls : — ^You  fliall  alfo  make  no  noife  in 
the  ftreets ;  for,  for  the  watch  to  babble  and  to  talk,  is 
moft  tolerable,  and  not  to  be  endured. 

2  Watch.  We  will  rather  fleep  than  talk ;  we  know 
what  belongs  to  a  watch. 

DoGB.  Why,  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft  quiet 
watchman ;  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping  fliould  offend  ; 
only,  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be  not  ftolen : — ^Well, 
you  are  to  call  at  all  the  alehoufes,  and  bid  thofe  that 
are  drunk  get  them  to  bed. 

2  Watch.  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

DoGB.  Why  then,  let  them  alone  till  they  arc  fober; 
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if  they  make  you  oot  .the©  fhe  b^t^er  anfiwr,  yoU  may 
Ay,  they  are  aot  the  mm  yoa  took  tjtie^  fpn 

%W4TCH.  Wdl,  fir. 

JDoGH.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufped  IjiDai  by 
virtue  of  your  offiqe,  to  be  no  t  we  sla^ :  and,  for  fuch 
\k^  pf  m^u,  the  le&  you  me441e  or  msdqe  wit)^  them, 
^iy,  tfee  mox»  is  for  your  honejfty. 

%  W4TCH.  If  we  know  hkfi  to  be  a  d^ef^  fh^  venot 
\»y  h»nds  «i  him  ? 

DoGB*  Tmly^  by  your  office,  you  jnay  j  but,  I  thiDk, 
tb^j  that  toucj^L  pitch  wiU  be  4^ed :  the  moft  pea/ceable 
N»y  for  yo»,  if  you  4o  take  a  tbief,  is,  ta  let  hii^  fhpw 
bifufelf  what  he  is,  and  fk^^  ojat  of  your  compa;»y. 

^j^c.  You  have  been  always  called  a  nUerciful  maoi 
partner. 

Docfi.  Tjuly,  J  ^ould  aoit  ihang  a  dog  by  fiiy  will; 
much  jnoare  a  man  who  hiith  auy  honefty  in  him. 

Perg.  If  you  hew  a  c^ild  ory  m  the  ni^t,  you  muft 
call  to  the  oiurfe,  and  bid  her  ftill  it. 

2  WjiTCH.  How  if  the  nurfe  be  afleep,  and  WjU  not 
hear  us  ? 

Dqgb.  Why  Ujen,  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the  child 
Sv^kteher  with  crying  :  for  the  €we  that  will  not  hear 
her  lamb  when  it  baes,  viU  never  anfwer acalf  whenk 
,Ueats. 

Ferg*  Tis  very  true.  , 

jDoQfi.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  You,  conftablc, 
.ar^e  to  prefe»t -the  prince's  own  perfpnj  if  you  meet  the 
pcince  in  the  .night,  you  may  ftay  hipi. 

FkRG.  Nay  by'r  lady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

DoGB.  Five  (hillings  to  one  on't,  with  any  man  that 

knows  the  ftatues,  he  may  ftay  him :  marry,  not  without 

:lifce  ^prinoe  be  willing ;  fpr,  indeed,  the  watch  ought  to 
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offend  no  man ;  and  it  is  an  ofienc^  to  (lay  ^  ixian  againfl 
his  will, 

yEkG.  By*r  lady,  I  think,  it  be  fo. 

Dogs.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Well,  mafters,  gdod  night :  an  there 
be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me :  keep  you* 
fellows*  counfels  and  your  own,  and  good  night. — Comd^ 
neighbour. 

2  Watch.  Well,  mafters,  we  hear  dur  charge :  let  us 
go  fit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  t^o,  and  then  all 
to-bed* 

DoGB.  One  \sford  more,  honeil  neighbours :  I  ^ray,you, 
watch  about  fignior  X-eonato's  door ;  for  the  wedding 
being  there  to-morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to-night : 
Adieu,  be  vigitant,  I  befeech  you. 

[Exeunt  DoGSMRPir* and  Verges. 
Unter  BOKACRto  and  CoNkADEi 

Bora.  What  I  Conrade,-^ 

Watch.  Peace,  ftir  not*  f-^^/r# 

Bora.  Cdnrade,  I  fay ! 

Coif.  Here,  man^  I. am  at  thjr  elbow* 

BoRAi  Mafs,  and  my  elbow  itch'd ;  I  thdtight,  therdf 
would  a  fcab  follow. 

Con.  I  will  owe  thee  an  ahfwe'r  fot  that  j  and  noW 
forward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  peht-houfe^ 
for  it  dri2zl6s  rain  }  and  I  wMl,  like  a  trud  dnmkard,  ut-^ 
ter  all  to  thee. 

Watch.  [J/tde.]  Some  treafoh,  maftets;  J^et  ftand  clofe. 

Bora*  Thertfof e  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John  ai 
thcrufand  ducats. 

CoKT.  Is  if  poffibk  that  »iy  tillainy  fhould  be  fo  dear  ? 

Bora.  Thou  fhonki'ft  rather  affc,  if  it  tsrere  poffible 
any  villainy  fllould  be  fo  rieh  j  for  when  rich  Villaiiii 

Vol-  I-  '       G  g 


466  MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHINQ. 

have  need  of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  price 
they  will. 

Con.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora.  That  (hows,  thou  art  unconfirmed:  Thou  know- 
eft,  that  the  fafhion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a  cloak,  is 
nothing  to  a  man. 

Con.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean,  the  fafhion. 

Con.  Yes,  the  fafhion  is  the  fafhion. 

Bora.  Tufh !  I  may  as  well  fay,  the  fooPs  the  fool. 
But  fee'fl  thou  not  what  a  deformed  thief  this  ^ifhion  is? 

Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed;  he  has  been  a  vile 
thief  this  feven  year ;  he  goes  up  and  down  like  a  gen- 
tleman :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora.  Didfl  thou  not  hear  fomebody  ? 

Con.  No  ;  'tvras  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 

Bora.  Seef):  thou  not,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  fafhion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all  the  hot 
bloods,  between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty  ?  fometime, 
fafhioning  them  like  Pharaoh's  foldiers  in  the  reechy  paint- 
ing ;  fometinie,  like  god  Bel's  priefls  in  the  old  church 
window;  fometime,  like  the  fhaven  Hercules  in  the 
fmirch'd  worm-eaten  tapefbry,  where  his  codpiece  feems 
as  mafly  as  hi*  club  ? 

Con.  All  this  I  fee ;  and  fee,  that  the  fafhion  wears 
out  more  apparel  than  the  man  :  But  art  not  thou  thy- 
felf  giddy  with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou  haft  fhifted  out 
of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the  fafhion  ? 

Bora.  Not  fo  neither  :  but  know,  that  I  have  to-night 
wooed  Margaret,  the  lady  Hero's  gentlewoman,  by  the 
name  of  Hero ;  fhe  leans  me  out  at  her  miflrefs  cham- 
ber--window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good-night, — ^I 
tell  this  tale  vilely : — ^I  fhould  firfl  tell  thee,  how  the 
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prince,  Claudio,  and  my  mafter,  planted,  and  placed,  and 
poilefled  by  my  mafter  Don  John,  faw  afar  oflf  in  the 
orchard  this  amiable  encounter. 

^  Con.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Herb  ? 

.  Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  prince  and  Glaudio;  but 
the  devil  my  mafter  knew  flie  was  Margaret ;  and  pirtly 
by  his  oaths,  which  firft  poflefled  them,  partly  by  the 
dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly  by 
my  villainy,  which  did  confirm  any  flander  that  Don 
John  had  made,  away  went  Claiidio  enraged ;  fwore  he 
would  meet  her  as  he  was  appointed,  next  morning  at 
the  temple,  and  there,  before  the  whole  congregation, 
ihame  her  with  what  he  faw  over-night,  and  fend  her 
home  again  without  a  hufbandi 

1  Watch.  We  charge  you  in  the  prince's  name,  (land; 

2  Watch.  Call  up  the  right  mafter  conftable :  We 
have  here  recovered  the  moft  dangerous  piece  of  lechery 
that  ever  was  known  in  the  commonwealth. 

1  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them ;  I  know 
him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Con.  Mafters,  mafters,.^ 

2  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I 
warrant  you. 

Con.  Mafters, — 

I  WATck.  Never  fpeak ;  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity,  be- 
ing taken  up  of  thefe  men's  bills. 

CoNi  A  commodity  in  queftion,  I  warrant  you.  Come, 
we'll  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11^.  ji  Room  in  LsoNATo's  Hottfe. 
Enter  Hero,  Marqarbt,  and  Ursula. 

Ggij 
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Hero.  Good  Urfula,  wake  my  coufili,  Beatrice^  and  dc- 
lire  her  to  rife. 

Urs.  I  will,  lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither, 

Urs.  Well  [Exit  Ursula. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  rabato  were  better* 

Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  Til  wear  this* 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  fo  good;  and  I  warrant, 
your  coufin  will  fay  fo. 

Hero.Mj  coufin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another;  Til 
wear  none  but  this, 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if  the 
hair  were  a  thought  browner :  and  your  gown's  a  moil 
rare  fafliion,  i'faith.  I  faw  theDuchefs  of  Milan's  gown, 
that  they  praife  fo. 

Hero.  O,  that  exceeds,  they  fay. 

Marg.  By  my  troth  it's  but  a  night-gown  in  rcfpecl 
of  yours  :  Cloth  of  gold,  and  cuts,  and  laced  with  filver: 
fet  with  pearls,  down  fleeves,  fide-fleeVes,  and  feirts 
round,  underborne  with  a  bluifh  tinfel :  but  for  a  fine, 
quaint,  graceful,  and  excellent  fafhion,  yours  is  worth 
ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is  ex- 
ceeding heavy ! 

Marg.  Twill  be  heavier  foon,  by  the  weight  of  a  man. 

Hero.  Fie  upon  thee !  art  not  aftiamed  ? 
-  Marg.  Of  what,  lady?  of  fpeaking  honourably  ?  Is  not 
marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  Is  not  your  lord  ho- 
nourable without  marriage  ?  I  think,  you  would  have 
me  fay,  faving  your  reverence, — a  bujband:  an  bad  thinb 
ing  do  not  wreft  true  fpeaking,  TU  offend  nobody :  ^ 
there  any  harm  in — the  hecenier  for  a  bu/bandf  None,  I 
thinks  an  it  be  the  right  buiband^  and  the  right  wife; 
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etherwife  *tis  light,  and  not  heavy :  Afk  my  lady  Bea- 
trice elfe,  here  ihe  comes. 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Hero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

^EAT.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why,  how  now !  do  you  fpeak  in  the  (ick  tune? 

Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

Marg.  Clap  us  into — Li^bt  0'  love  ;  that  goes  without 
a  burden ;  do  you  (ing  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yea,  Light  0^  /w^,  with  your  heels  ! then  if 

your  hufband  have  ftablcs  enough,  you'll  fee,  he  (hail 
lack  no  bams. 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  conftrudion  !  I  fcorn  that  with 
my  heels. 

Beat.  'Tis  almoft  five  o'clock,  coufin ;  'tis  time  you 
were  ready.   By  my  troth  I  am  exceeding  ill  :-Jiey  ho ! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horfc,  or  a  hufband  ? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

Marg.  Well,  an  you  be  not  tum'd  Turk,  there's  no 
more  failing  by  the  ftar. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool,  trow  ?  [defire. 

Marg.  Nothing  I;  but  God  fend  every  one  their  heart's 

Hero.  Thefe  gloves  the  count  fent  me,  they  are  an  ex- 
cellent perfume. 

Beat.  I  am  ftufPd;  coufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

Marg:  A  maid,  and  ftuflfd  !  there's  goodly  catching  of 
cold. 

Beat.  O,  God  help  me !  God  help  me !  how  long  have 
you  profefs'd  apprehenfion  ? 

Marg.  Ever  fincc  you  left  it :  Doth  not  my  wit  be- 
come me  rarely  ?  , 

Beat.  It  is  not  fccn  enough,  you  fhould  wear  it  in  your 
cap. — ^By  my  troth,  I  am  fick. 

Ggiij 
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Marg.  "Get  you  fome  of  this  diftilPd  Carduus  Beat^ 
didhis,  and  ky  it  to  your  heart ;  it  is  the  only  thing  for 
a  qualm. 

HsRO.  There  thou  prick'ft  her  with  a  thiftle. 

Beat.  Benedidus  !  why  Benedi^tus  ?  you  have  fome 
moral  in  this  Benedidlus. 

Marg.  Moral  ?  no,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral  mean- 
ing ;  I  meant,  plain  holy-thiftle.  You  may  think,  per- 
chance, that  I  think  you  are  in  love :  nay,  by'r  lady,  I  am 
not  fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lift ;  nor  I  lift  not  to  think 
what  I  can ;  nor,  indeed,  I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  think 
my  heart  out  of  thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  that 
you  will  be  in  love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love  :  yet  Be- 
nedid  was  fuch  another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  man:  he 
fwore  he  would  never  marry ;  and  yet  now,  in  defpite  of 
his  heart,  he  eats  his  meat  without  grudging  :  and  how 
you  may  be  converted,  I  know  not ;  but  methinks,  you 
look  with  your  eyes  as  other  women  do. 

Beat.  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 

Marg.  Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Re-enter  Ursula. 

Urs.  Madam,  withdraw ;  the  prince,  the  count,  fignior 
Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of  the  town,  are 
come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  drefs  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg,  good 
Urfula.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  K   Another  Room  in  Leonato^s  Houfe. 
Enter  Leon  a  to,  with  Dogberrt  and  Verges. 
Leon.  What  would   you   with  me,   honeft  neigh- 
bour? 

Doom.  Marry,  fir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence  with 
ypu,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 
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Lbon.  Brief,  I  pray  you ;  for  you  fee,  'tis  a  bufy  time 
with  me. 

DooB.  Marry,  this  it  is,  fir. 

VsRG^  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  fir. 

Lbon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friend;  ? 

DoGB.  Goodman  Verges,  fir,  fpeaks  a  little  off  the  mat- 
ter; an  old  man,  fir,  and^his  wits  are  not  fo  blunt,  as, 
God  help,  I  would  defire  they  were ;  but,  in  faith,  honeft, 
as  the  fkin  between  his  brows. 

Verg^  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any  man 
living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter  than  L 

DoGB.  Comparifons  are  odorous  :  palabras^  neighbour 
Verges. 

Leqn.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

DoGB.  It  pleafes  your  worfliip  to  fay  fo,  but  we  are 
the  poor  duke's  officers ;  but,  truly,  for  mine  own  part; 
if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  king,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to 
beftow  it  all  of  your  worfhip. 

jLi^iv^.  All  thy  tedioufnefs  on  me !  ha ! 

DoGB.  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thoufand  times  more  than  'tis  : 
for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  worfhip,  as  of  any 
man  in  the  city ;  and  though  I  be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am 
glad  to  hear  it. 

Verg.  And  fo  am  L 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 

Verg.  Marry,  fir,  our  watch  to-night,  excepting  your 
worihip's  prefence,  have  ta'en  a  couple  of  as  arrant  knaves 
as  any  in  Meflina. 

DoGB.  A  good  old  man,  fir ;  he  will  be  talking ;  as  they 
lay.  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out ;  God  help  us  f  it 
is  a  world  to  fee ! — ^Well  faid,  i'faith,  neighbour  Verges : 
—well,  God's  a  good  man ;  An  two  men  ride  of  a  horfe» 

one  xpuft  ride  behind :— An  honeft  foul,  i'faith,  fir}  by 

d^     •  •  •• 
G  g  luj 
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.WfY  troth  hf  w.  ^  ever  bi^e  bread ;  bui$  God  is  to  be 
worfliipp'd :  All  men  are  ,not  alike ;  alas  good  neigh-^ 
bour! 

Lbon.  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  eomes  too  (hort  of  you. 

DoGB.  Gifts,  that  God  gives* 

l^soN.  1  muft  leave  you, 

J)qgm^  One  wprd,  fir :  our  watqh,  fir,  have,  indeed, 
con^prehended  two  ftfpicious  perfons,  and  we  would  have 
them  this  morning  examined  before  your  worfliip- 

J[4fo^.  Take  their  examination  yourfelf,  ^d  bring  it 
xne ;  1 4111  qow  in  great  hafte,  ^  it  may  appear  unto  you. 

PooB.  Ix  fhaU  be  fuffigance. 

Lbon.  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  go :  fare  you  ve]!. 
Enter  a  Mbssbngmb. 

Mb^.  My  lord,  they  flay  for  you  to  giye  your  daugh- 
ter to  her  hufband. 

Lbqn.  I  will  wait  upon  them ;  I  am  ready. 

lExeUHt  LB0NJ7Q  Wd  MBS^B»aBR. 

DoGB.  Go,  good  partner*  go,  get  you  to  Francis  Seacoal, 
bid  him  bring  bi^  pen  and  inkhom  to  the  gaol ;  we  are 
i^ow  to  ex?OTun?ition  thefe  men» 

f^^a.  And  we  mufl:  do  it  wifely. 

DoGB.  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant  you ;  here*5 
that  [T'oucbin^  bis  forehead.']  Ihall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a 
non  com :  only  get  the  learned  writer  to  fet  down  our  ex- 
communication, and  meet  me  at  the  gaol.  [Exeunt. 

jicrjv. 

SCENE  I   ne\nfi4^qf^Gburch, 
Enter  Do^  -P^^^p,  Don  Jqbn^  Ltmjra,  FnijUtt 

f.soN,  Copie,  friai?  IVwc^s,  ^  bri^fi  wly  t«  the  plam 
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fonn  of  marriage,  and  you  (hall  recount  their  partieula^ 
^duties  afterwards. 

FRiAfi.  You  come  hither,  my  lord,  to  marry  this  lady? 

Claud.  No. 

Leon.  To  be  married  to  her,  friar ;  you  come  to  marry 
her. 

Triar.  Lady,  you  eome  hither  to  be  married  to  this 
count  ? 

Hero.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impediment 
why  you  fhonld  not  be  coi^oined,  I  charge  you,  on  your 
fouls,  to  utter  it. 

Claud.  Know  you  any,  Hero  ? 

Hmro.  None,  my  lord. 

Friar»  Know  you  any,  count  ? 

Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anfwer,  none. 

Claud.  O,  what  men  dare  do !  what  men  may  do!  what 
men  daily  do !  pot  knowing  what  they  do ! . 

Bene.  How  now!  Interje(%ons  ?  Why,  then  fome  be  of 
laughing,  as,  ha !  ha !  he ! 

Claud.  Stan4  thee  by,  friar : — Father,  by  your  leave ; 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconftrained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid,  your  daughter  ? 

Leon.  As  freely,  fon,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud.  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whofe  worth 
May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 

JD.  Pedro.  Nothing,  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 

Claud.  Sweet  prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thankfiil- 
There,  Leonato,  t?ike  her  back  again ;  [nefsi— 

Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend ; 
She's  but  the  fign  and  femblance  of  her  honour : — 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  ihe  blufhes  here : 
D,  what  a^thority  and  (how  qf  truth 
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Can  cunning  fin  cover  itfelf  withal ! 

Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modefl  evidence, 

To  witnefs  fimple  virtue  ?  Would  you  not  fwear. 

All  you  that  fee  her,  that  flie- were  a  maid. 

By  thefe  exterior  ihows  ?  But  ihe  is  none : 

She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed : 

Her  blufh  is  guiltinefs,  not  modefty. 

Leon.  What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  married, 
Not  knit  my  foul  to  an  approved  wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  lord,  if  you,  in  your  own  proof 
Have  vanquifh^d  the  refiftance  of  her  youth. 
And  made  defeat  of  her  virginity,  [her^ 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  fay ;  If  I  have  known 
You'll  fay,  (he  did  embrace  me  as  a  hufband. 
And  fo  extenuate  the  'forehand  fin : 
No,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large; 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  fifter,  fliow'd 
Bafhful  fincerity ,  and  comeljr  love. 

Hero.  And  feem'd  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Claud.  Out  on  thy  feeming!  I  will  write  againft  it : 
You  feem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  Orb ; 
As  chafte  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown ; 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Hian  Venus,  or  thofe  pamper'd  animals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  fo  wide? 

Leon.  Sweet  prince,  why  fpeak  not  you? 

D.  Pedro.  What  flipuld  I  fpeak? 
I  fiai\d  difhonour'd,  that  have  ^one  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  ftale. 

Leon.  Are  thefe  tlungs  fpokw?  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 
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D.  JbHN.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  arc 

£en£.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial  [true. 

Hero.  True,  O  Gtod! 

Claud.  Leonato,  ftand  I  here? 
Is  this  the  prince?  Is  this  the  prince's  brother? 
Is  this  fiice  Hero's?  Are  our  eyes  our  own? 

Leon.  All  this  is  fo ;  But  what  of  this,  my  lord? 

Claud.  Let  me  but  move  onequeflion  to  your  daughter; 
And,  by  that  fetherly  and  kindly  power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  Gk>d  defend  me  !  how  am  I  befet ! — 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? ' 

Claud.  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  name. 

JSero.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  Who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  juft  reproach  ? 

Claud.  Marry,  that  can  Hero ; 
Hero  itfelf  can  blot  out  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yeftemight 
Out  at  your  window,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Now,  if  you  are  a  maid,  anlwer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  then  are  you  no  maiden.— I^eonato^ 
I  am  forry  you  muft  hear ;  Upon  mine  honour, 
Myfelf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  count. 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  night. 
Talk  with  a  rtiffian  at  her  chamber-window ; 
Who  hath,  indeed,  moft  like  a  liberal  villain, 
Confefs'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in/ecret. 

D.  John.  Fie,  fie !  they  are 
Not  to  be  nam'd^  my  lord,  not  to  be  (poke  of; 
There  is  ijot  chaility  enough  in  language, 
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Without  ofifence,  to  utter  tbcm :  Thus,  pretty  lady^ 
I  am  ferry  for  thy  much  mifgovemment. 

Claud.  O  Hero !  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been. 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placed 
About  thy  thoughts,  and  counfels  of  thy  heart ! 
But,  fare  thee  well,  mod  foul,  moft  fair !  fareweH, 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity ! 
For  thee  I'll  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love. 
And  on  my  eye-lids  (ball  conjedure  hang. 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  qf  harm. 
And  never  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

LEON.Visith  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  ? 

[HBRofwoons^ 

j5jf^r.Why,hownow,coufin?  wherefore  finkyoudown  ? 

D.  John.  Come,  let  us  go :  thefe  things,  come  thus  to 
light. 
Smother  her  fpirits  up. 

[Exeunt  Don  Pedro^  Don  John^  and  Claudio. 

Bene.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead,  I  think ; — ^Help,  uncle ; — » 
Hero !  why.  Hero ! — ^Uncle! — Signior  Benedick  f^-.friar ! 

Leon.  Q  fate,  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand  \ 
Peath  is  the  faireft  cover  for  her  fhame, 
That  may  be  wifh'd  for. 

Beat.  How  now,  coufin  Hero  ? 

Friar.  Have  comfort,  lady. 

Leon.  Doft  thou  look  up  ? 

Friar.  Yea ;  Wherefore  fhould  fhe  not  ? 

Leon.  Wherefore  ?  Why,  doth  not  every  earthly  thing 
Cry  ihame  upon  her  ?  Could  ftie  here  deny 
The  ftory  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  i^^ 
Do  not  live,  Hero ;  do  not  ope  thine  eyes : 
For  di4  I  think  thou  would'ft  not  quickly  die^ 
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Thought  I  thy  fpirits  were  ftronger  than  thy  ihames, 

Myfelf  would,  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches^ 

Strike  at  thy  life.   Oriev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ?    . 

Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  frame  ? 

O,  one  too  much  by  thee !  Why  had  I  one  ? 

Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 

Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand, 

Took  up  a  beggar's  iffue  at  my  gates ; 

Who  fmirched  thus,  and  mired  with  infamy, 

I  might  have  laid,  No  part  of  it  is  mine^ 

T^bisjbame  derives  itfelffrom  unknown  loins  f 

But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd. 

And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on ;  mine  fo  much. 

That  I  myfelf  was  to  myfelf  not  mine, 

Valuing  of  her ;  why,  (he — O,  flie  is  fallen 

Into  a  piti  of  ink !  that  the  wide  fea 

Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafh  her  clean  again ; 

And  fait  too  little,  which  nuay  feafon  give 

To  her  foul  tainted  flefli ! 

Bene.  Sir,  fir,  be  patient  : 
For  my  part^  I  am,  fo  attir'd  in  wonder, 
I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O,  on  my  foul,  my  coufin  is  belied ! 

-S^iv^.  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  night  ? 

Beat.  No,  truly,  not ;  although,  until  laft  night, 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon.  Confirmed,  confirmed !  O,  that  is  ftrongermade^ 
Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron ! 
Would  the  two  princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ? 
Who  iov'd  her  fo,  that,  fpeaking  of  ber  foulnefs, 
Wafli'd  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her  j  let  her  die* 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  little ; 
For  I  have  oijly  been  lilent  fo  long^ 
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And  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  fortune. 
By  noting  of  the  lady :  I  have  mark'd 
A  thoufand  bluihing  apparitions  ftart 
Into  her  face ;  a  thoufand  innocent  fhames 
In  angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  bluihes  ; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire. 
To  bum  the  errors  that  thefe  princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth  :— Call  me  a  fool ; 
Trull  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervations. 
Which  with  experimental  feal  doth  warrant 
The  tenour  of  my  book  ;  trull  not  my  age. 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  f\!reet>dy  lie  not  guiltlefs  here 
Under  fome  biting  error. 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be : 
Thou  feell,  that  all  the  grace  that  Ihe  hath  left^ 
Is,  that  Ihe  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fin  of  perjury ;  Ihe  not  denies  it : 
Why  feek'll  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufc 
That  which  appears  in  prpper  nakednefs  ? 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of? 

Hero.  They  know,  that  do  accufe  me ;  I  know  none : 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive, 
Than  that  which  maiden  modelly  doth  warrant, 
Let  all  my  fins  lack  mercy ! — O  my  father. 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  conversed 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  1  yellemight 
Maintained  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Refiife  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  fome  llrange  mifprifion  in'the  princes^ 

Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honour}' 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  mifled  in  this, 
The  practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  ballard, 
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Whofe  fpirits  toil  in  frame  of  villainies. 

Leon.  I  know  not ;  If  they  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  (hall  tear  her;  if  they  wrong,  her  honour, 
The  proudeft  of  them  (hall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dried  this  blood  of  mine. 
Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention. 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means. 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
But  they  ihall  find,  awak*d  in  fuch  a  kind. 
Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind. 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends. 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar.  Paufe  a  while. 
And  let  my  counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. 
Your  daughter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead ; 
Let  her  awhile  be  fecretly  kept  in, 
A^d  £ublifh  it,  that  (he  is  dead  indeed : 
Maintain  a  mourning  oftentation  ; 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
Hang  moumftil  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  buriaL 

Leon.  What  fhall  become  of  this  ?  What  will  this  do? 

Friar.  Marry,  this,  well  carried,  ihall  on  her  behalf 
Change  ilander  to  remorfe ;  that  is  fome  good : 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  ftrange  courfe. 
But  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birth. 
She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintained. 
Upon  the  inilant  that  fhe  was  accused. 
Shall  be  lamented,  pitied  and  excused. 
Of  every  hearer :  For  it  fo  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worthy 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lacked  and  loft, 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value ;  then  we  find 
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The  virtue,  that  pofleifion  would  not  {how  us 

Whiles  it  was  ours  i^^J&o  will  it  fare  with  Clauditf  r 

When  he  (hall  hear  (he  died  upon  his  words^ 

The  idea  of  her  life  fhall  fweetly  creep 

Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination ; 

And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 

Shall  come  apparel'd  in  more  precious  habit, 

More  moving-delicate,  and  full  of  life. 

Into  the  eye  and  profpe^  of  his  foul, 

Than  when  (he  liv'd  indeed : — ^then  (hall  he  moum^ 

(If  ever  love  had  interdfl  in  his  liver,) 

And  wifh  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her ; 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true. 

Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefs 

Will  fafliicpi  the  event  in  better  (hape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levelled  £ilfe, 

The  fuppofition  of  the  lady's  dcSath 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  het  infamy  : 

And,  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  hcf 

(As  befl  befits  her  wounded  reputattion,) 

In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  life, 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene.  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advife  yo« : 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardnds  and  loVii 
Is  very  much  unto  the  prince  and  Glaudi^^ 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  fecretly,  and  juftly,  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body- 

Leom.  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief^ 
The  fmalleft  twine  may  lead  m«. 

Friar., n!]&  well  confented >  prefently  away  j 
For  to  ftrange  fores  ftrangely  ^ey  ftMis  tiMi  tfufe^^-A 
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Come,  lady,  die  to  live :  this  wedding  day. 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolonged;  have  patience,  and  endure. 
[Exeunt  Friar^  Hbro^  and  Leon ato. 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 

Bene.  I  will  not  defire  that. 

Beat.  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely* 

Bene.  Surely,  I  do  believe  your  fair  coufin  is 
wrong'd. 

Beat.  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deferve  of  me, 
that  would  right  her ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  fliow  fuch  friendfhip  ? 

Beat.  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 

Bene.  May  a  man  do  it  ? 

Beat.  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours* 

Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  you ; 
Is  not  that  flrange?  ' 

Beat.  As  flrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not :  It  were  as 
poffible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you  : 
but  believe  me  not;  and  yet  I  lie  not;  I  confefs  nothing, 
nor  I  deny  nothing : — ^I  am  forry  for  my  coufin. 

Bene.  By  my  fword,  Beatrice,  thou  lovefl;  me. 

Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 

Bene.  I  will  fwear  by  it,  that  you  love  me  ;  and  I  will 
make  him  eat  it,  that  fays,  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 

Bene.  With  no  fauce  that  can  be  devifed  to  it:  Ipro- 
teft,  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then,  God  forgive  me ! 

Bene.  What  oflfence,  fweet  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  have  (laid  ine  in  a  happy  hour;  I  was  about 
to  proteft,  I  loved  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  witl^  all  thy  heart. 

Vol.  I.  H  h 
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Beat.  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that  none 
is  left  to  proteft.  \ 

Bene.  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee.  1 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio.  ! 

Bene.  Ha !  not  for  the  wide  world.  | 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny  it:  Farewell. 

Bene.  Tarry,  fweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  though  I  am  here;-^There  is  no 
love  in  you: — ^Nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene.  Beatrice, — 

Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  friends  firft. 

Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  me,  than  fight 
with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in  the  height  a  villain,  that 
hath  flander'd,  fcom'd,  difhonour'dmykinfwoman? — ^0, 
that  I  were  a  man ! — ^What !  bear  her  in  hand  until  they 
come  to  take  hands;  and  then  with  publick  accufation, 
uncovered  flander,  unmitigated  rancour, — ^O  CJod,  that 
I  were  a  man !  I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene,  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ? — a  proper 
faying ! 

Bene.  Nay  but,  Beatrice ; — 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero  ! — ^fhe  is  wrong'd,  (he  is  flander'd, 
ihe  ii  undone. 

Bene.  Beat — 

Beat.  Princes,  and  counties  !  Surely,  a  princely  tcfti- 
mony,  a  goodly  count-confedfc ;  a  fweet  gallant,  furely  J 
O  that  I  were  a  inan  for  his  fake  !  or  that  I  had  any 
friend  would  be  a  man  for  my  fake !  But  manhood  is 
melted  into  courtefies,  valour  into  compliment,  and  men 
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are  only  turned  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too:  he  is 
now  as  valiant  as  Hercules,  that  only  tells  a  lie,  and  fwears 
it :-— I  cannot  be  a  man  with  wiflung,  therefore  I  will 
die  a  woman  with  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice:  By  this  hand,  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  fwear- 
ing  by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul,  the  count  Claudio  hath 
wronged  Hero  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  foul. 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engaged,  I  will  challenge  him ; 
I  will  kifs  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you  :  By  this  hand, 
Claudio  (hall  render  me  a  dear  account:  As  you  hear  of 
me,  fo  think  of  me.  Go,  comfort  your  coufin  :  I  mull 
fay,  flie  is  dead ;  and  fo,  farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.  jiPrifon. 

Enter  Dogberrt^  Verges^  and  Sexton,  in  gowns  ; 
and  the  Watch,  with  Conrade  and  Bora  en  lo. 

DoGB.  Is  our  whole  diffembly  appeared  ? 

Ferg.  O,  a  ftool  and  a  cufliion  for  the  fexton ! 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefactors  ? 

DoGB.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  partner,     [examine. 

Ferg.  Nay,  that's  certain ;  we  have  the  exhibition  to 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be 
examined  ?  let  them  come  before  mafter  conftable. 

DoGB.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me — ^What 
is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Bora.  Borachio. 

DoGB.  Pray  write  down — Borachio ^Yours,  firrah? 

Con.  I  am  a  gentleman,  fir,  and  my  name  is  Conrade. 

DoGB.  Write  down — smaller  gentleman  Conrade.— 
Mafters,  do  vou  fer%'e  God  ? 

Hhij 
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Con.  Bora.  Yea,  fir,  we  hope. 

DoGB.  Write  down-^— that  they  hope  they  ferve  God 
—and  write  God  firft ;  for  God  defend  but  Gk>d  fhoulc 
go  before  fuch  Villains ! — Malfters,  it  is  proved  already 
that  you  are  little  better  than  falfe  knaves ;  and  it  will 
go  near  to  be  thought  fo  fhortly.  Ho^  anfwer  you  for 
yourfelves  ? 

Con.  Marry,  fir,  we  fay  we  are  none. 

DoGB.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  affure  you  ;  but  I 
will  go  about  with  him. — Come  you  hither,  firrah;  a 
word  in  your  ear,  fir ;  I  fay  to  you,  it  is  thought  yoci  are 
falfe  knaves. 

Bora.  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 

DoGB.  Well,  Hand  afide. — ^Tore  God,  they  are  both  in 
a  tale :  Have  you  writ  down — that  they  are  none  ? 

Sbxton.  Matter  conftable,  you  go  not  the  way  to  ex- 
amine ;  yoti  muft  call  forth  the  watch  that  are  their  ac- 
cufers. 

DoGB.  Yea,  marry,  that's  the  efteft  wiy: — ^Let  the 
watch  come  forth  : — Mailers,  I  charge  you,  in  the  prince's 
name,  accufe  thefe  men. 

1  Watch.  This  man  faid,  fir^  that  Don  John,  the 
prince's  brother,  was  a  villain. 

*  DoGB.  Write  down — prince  John  a  villain :— Why 
this  is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  prince's  brother-^^villain. 

Bora.  Mafter  conftable, — 

DoGB.  Pray  thee,  fcHow,  peace;  I  do  not  like  thy  look, 
I  promife  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 

2  Watch.  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thoufand 
ducats  of  Don  John,  for  accufing  the  lady  Hero  wrong- 
ftilly. 

DoGB.  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed* 
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Vbrc.  Yea,  by  the  mafs,  that  it  is. 
Sexton.  What  elfe,  fellow  ? 

1  Watch.  And  that  count  Claudio  did  mean,  upon  his 
words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  aflembly,  and 
not  marry  her. 

DoGB.  O  villain !  thou  wilt  be  condemiji'd  into  eyer^ 
lafting  redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  elfe  ? 

2  Watch.  This  is  all; 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  niafters,  than  you  can  deny. 
Prince  John  is  this  morning  fecretly  ftolen  away ;  Hero 
was  in  this  manner  accufed,  in  this  very  manner  refuf-^ 
ed,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this,  fuddenly  died. — ^Matter 
conllable,  let  thefe  men  be  bound,  and  brought  to  Leo- 
nato's  J  I  will  go  before,  and  fhow  him  their  examina* 
jion.  lExit^ 

Doge.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion'd^ 

Verg.  Let  them  be  in  band. 

Con,  Off,  coxcomb ! 

Doge,  God's  my  life!  where's  the  fexton  ?  let  him  write 
down-r-the  prince's  officer, coxcomb. — Come,bind  them; 
■        Thou  naughty  varlet! 

Con.  Away!  you  are  an  afs,  you  are  an  afs. 

Doge.  Doft  thou  not  fufped  my  place?  Doft  thou  not 
fufpedk  my  years  ?— O  that  he  were  here  to  write  me 
down — an  afs  ! — ^but,  mafters,  remember,  that  I  am  an 
afs ;  though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that 
I  am  an  afs : — ^No,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,  as 
(hall  be  proved  upon  thee  by  good  witnefs.  I  am  a  wife 
fellow ;  and,  which  is  more,  an  officer ;  and,  which  is 
more,  a  houfholder ;  and,  which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece 
of  flefh  as  any  is  in  Meffina ;  and  one  that  knows  the 
lai^,  go  to ;  and  a  rich  fellow  enough,  go  to ;  and  a  feU 
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low  that  hath  had  lodes  ;  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns, 
and  every  thing  handfome  about  him: — ^Bring  him  away. 
O,  that  I  had  been  writ  down — ^an  afs !  J[Exram. 


SCENE  I.  Before  Leon  a  to' s  Houfe. 
Enter  Leon  A  to  and  Antonio. 

Ant.  If  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourfelf ; 
And  'tis  not  wifdom  thus  to  fecond  grief 
Againft  yourfelf 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfel, 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitlefs 
As  water  in  a  fieve :  give  not  me  counfel  j 
Nor  let  no  comforter  deUglit  mine  ear, 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  fuit  with  mine, 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  fo  lov'd  his  child, 
Whofe  joy  of  her  is  overwhelmed  like  mine, 
And  bid  him  fpeak  of  patience ; 
Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine. 
And  let  it  anfwer  every  ftrain  for  drain ; 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch. 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  (hape,  and  form : 
If  fuch  a  one  will  fmile,  and  ftpoke  his  beard ; 
Crytr-forrow,  wag !  and  hem,  when  he  fhould  groan  j 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs ;  make  misfortune  drunk 
With  candle-wafters ;  bring  him  yet  to  me. 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience, 
But  there  is  no  fuch  man :  For,  brother,  men 
Can  counfel,  and  fpeak  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  they  themfelves  not  feel ;  but,  tailing  it^ 
Their  counfel  turns  to  paflion,  which  before 
i^r^Mid  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage, 
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Fetter  fbrong  madnefs  in  a  fHken  thread. 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words : 
No,  no  ;  'tis  all  men's  office  to  fpeak  patience 
To  thofe  that  wring  under  the  load  of  forrow ; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  fufficiency. 
To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  fhall  endure 
The  like  himfelf :  therefore  give  me  no  counfel : 
My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement. 

Ant.  Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing  differ. 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  peace;  I  will  be  flefh  and  blood  ; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philofopher. 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently ; 
However  they  have  writ  the  ftyle  of  gods, 
And  made  a  piih  at  chance  and  fufferance. 

j4nt.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourfelf ; 
Make  thofe,  that  do  offend  you,  fuffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon :  nay,  I  will  do  fp : 
My  foul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  bely'd ; 
And  that  Ihall  Ciaudio  know,  fo  fhall  the  prince, 
And  all  of  them  that  thus  difhonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  prince,  and*  Claudio,  haftily. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 

Claud.  Good  day  to  both  of  you, 

Leon.  Hear  you,  my  lords,— 

jD.  Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafle,  Leonato. 

Leon.  Some  hafle,  my  lord ! — well,  fare  you  well,  my 
Are  you  fo  hafly  now  ?— well,  all  is  one.  [lord ; — 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old  man. 

Ant.  If  he  could  right  himfelf  with  quarreling^ 
Some  of  us  would  lie  low. 

Claud.  Who  wrongs  him? 

l^EON.  Marry, 

H  h  iiij 
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Thou,  thou  doll  wrong  me ;  thou  diilembler,  thou  :— -? 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud.  Marry,  belhrew  my  hand, 
If  it  fhould  gilye  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear  : 
In  feith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 

Leon.  Tulh,  tufti,  man,  never  fleer  and  jell  at  me  : 
I  fpeak  not  hke  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool  \ 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,-  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  dp. 
Were  I  not  old :  Know,  Claudio,  to  thy  head, 
Thou  hall  fo  wrong-d  mine  innocent  child  and  me. 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by ; 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruife  of  many  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  man. 
I  fay,  tholi  hall  bely'd  mine  innocent  child  ; 
Thy  llander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart, 
And  Ihe  lyes  buried  with  her  ancellors  : 
O  Mn  a  tomb  where  never  fcandal  llept. 
Save  this  of  her's,  fram'd  by  thy  villainy. 

Claud.  My  villainy ! 

Leon.  Thine,  Claudio  ;  thine  I  fay, 

D.  Pedro.  You  fay  not  right,  old  man, 

Leon.  My  Iqrd,  my  lord^ 
Pll  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare  ; 
Pefpite  his  nice  fence,  and  his  adlive  pradice^ 
His  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  lullyhpodt 

Claud.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you, 

Leon.  Canll  thou  fo  dafFme  ?  Thpuhall  kill'd  mychildj 
If  thou  kiim  me,  boy,  thou  Ihalt  kill  a  man. 

jt^NT.  He  Ihall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed : 
JBut  that's  no  matter;  let  him  kill  one  firll ; — 
Win  roe  an^  wear  me, — let  him  anfwer  me  :-r^ 
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Come,  follow  me,  boy ;  come,  boy,  follow  me : 
Sir, boy,  FU  whip  you  from  your  foining  fence ; 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother, — 

j^NT.  Content  yourfelf :  God  knows,  I  lov'd  my  niece; 
And  flie  is  dead,  flander'd  to  death  by  villains ; 
That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  man,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts.  Jacks,  milkfops ! — 

Leon.  Brother  Antony, 

^NT.  Holdyoucontent;  What,man!  Iknowthem,yca, 
And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmoft  fcruple : 
Scambling,  out-facing,  fafhion-mong'ring  boys. 
That  lie,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  flander. 
Go  antickly,  and  fhow  outward  hideoufnefs. 
And  fpeak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durll^ 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Antony,— 

^NT.  Come,  *tis  no  matter ; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

D.  Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake  your  pa-r 
tience. 
My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death  ; 
But,  on  my  honour,  fhe  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

D.  Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No  ? 
Brother,  away : — ^I  will  be  heard  ;— 

j4nt.  And  fhall. 
Or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it. 

[Exeunt  Leonato  and  Antonio. 
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Enter  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro.  See,  fee ;  here  comes  the  man  we  went  to 
feek. 

Claud.  Now,  iignior !  what  news  ? 

Bens.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Welcome,  iignior :  You  are  afanofl  come  to 
part  almoft  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fhap- 
ped  off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

D.  Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother :  What  think'il 
thou  ?  Had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  (hould  have  been  too 
young  for  them. 

Bene.  In  a  falfe  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour.  I 
came  to  feek  you  both. 

Claud.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feck  thee ;  for 
we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain  have  it 
beaten  away :  Wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit  ? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard ;  Shall  I  draw  it  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Doft  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have  been 
befide  their  wit.-^I  will  bid  thfee  draw,  as  we  do  the  min- 
ftrels ;  draw,  to  pleafure  us. 

D.  Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honed  man,  he  looks  pale  : — 
Art  thou  fick,  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What!  courage,  man!  What  though  care  kiird 
a  cat,  thou  haft*mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill  care. 

Bene.  Sir,  I  fhall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  an  you 
charge  it  againft  me  :-^I  pray  you,  choofe  another  fub- 
je6t 

Claud.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  ftafFj  this  laft^as 
broke  crofs. 

D.  Pedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and  more; 
I  think,  he  be  angry  indeed. 
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Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 

Bene.  Shall  I  fpeak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge ! 

Bene.  You  are  a  villain ; — ^I  jeft  not : — I  will  make  it 
good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you 
dare : — ^Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  cowardice. 
You  have  kill'd  a  fweet  lady,  and  her  death  fliall  fall  heavy 
on  you  :  Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud.  Well,  I  will  meet  you,fo  I  may  have  good  cheer. 

D.  Pedro.  What,  a  feaft  ?  a  feaft  ? 

Claud.  Tfaith,  I  thank  him;  he  hath  bid  me  to  a  calPs* 
head  and  a  capon ;  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve  moll  cu- 
rioufly,  fay,  my  knife's  naught. — Shall  I  not  find  a  wood- 
cock too  ? 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well ;  it  goes  eafily. 

D.  Pedro.  TU  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  wit  the 
other  day  :  I  faid,  thou  had'ft  a  fine  wit ;  7'rue,  fays  fhe, 
a^ne  little  one:  No,  faid  I,  a  great  wit  j  Right  ^  fays  Ihe,  a 
great  grofs  one :  Nay,  faid  I,  a  good  wit ;  Juji^  faid  fhe,  it 
hurts  nobody :  Nay,  faid  I,  the  gentleman  is  wife;  Certain,  faid 
flie,  a  wife  gentleman :  Nay^  faid  I,  he  hath  the  tongues;  7'hat 
I  believe,  faid  ihe,  for  he /wore  a  thing  to  me  on  Monday  night, 
which  before/wore  on  Tuejday  morning;  there^s  a  double  tongue, 
therms  two  tongues.  Thus  did  fhe,  an  hour  together,  tranf*- 
ihape  thy  particular  virtues;  yet,  atlafl,  fhe  concluded 
with  a  figh,  thou  wafl  the  properefl  man  in  Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  fhe  wept  heartily,  and  faid,  fhe 
cared  not« 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  that  fhe  did ;  but  yet,  for  all  that,  an 
if  fhe  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  fhe  would  love  him  dear-- 
ly :  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

Claud.  All,  all;  and  moreover,  God f aw  him  when  be  was 
ffid  in  the  garden. 
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D.  PsDROrBnt  when  fhall  we  fet  the  favage  bull's  horns 
on  the  fenfible  Benedick's  head  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath,  Here  dwells  Benedict 
the  married  man  ? 

Bens.  Fare  you  well,  boy ;  you  know  my  mind ;  I  will 
leave  you  now  to  your  gofGp-like  humour :  you  break  jefts 
as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which,  God  be  thanked,  hurt 
not, — My  lord,  for  your  many  courtefies  I  thank  you  :  I 
muft  difcontinue  your  company :  your  brother,  the  baf- 
tard,  is  fled  from  Meflina :  you  have,  among  you,  kill'd  a 
fweet  and  innocent  lady :  For  rny  lord  Lack-beard,  there, 
he  and  I  fhall  meet ;  and  till  then,  peace  be  with  him. 

[Exit  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro.  He  is  in  earned, 

Claud.  In  moft  profound  eameft ;  and,  TU  warrant  you, 
for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

D.  Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee  ? 

Claud.  Mofl  fince'rely. 

D.  Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes 
in  his  doublet  and  hofe,  and  leaves  off  his  wit ! 
Enter  Dogberry,  Verges,  and  the  Watcb^  with  Con^ 

RADE  and  BORACHIO. 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  tp  an  ^pe :  but  then  is  an 
ape  a  dodor  to  fuch  a  man- 

D.  Pedro.  But,  foft  you,  let  be ;  pluck  up,  my  heart, 
and  be  fad !  Did  he  not  fay,  my  brqther  was  fled  ? 

DoGB.  Come,  you,  fir;  if  juftice  cannot  t^me  you,  flie 
ftiall  ne'er  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  balance  :  nay,  an 
you  be  a  curfing  hypocrite  once,  you  mufl:  be  look'd  to, 

D.  Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men  bound! 
Borachio,  one ! 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  oflFence,  my  lord ! 

D.  Pedro.  Officers,  what  offence  h^ve  thefe  men  done? 
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DoGB.  Marry,  fir,  they  have  committed  falfe  report ; 
moreover,  they  have  fpoken  untruths;  fecondarily,  they 
are  flanders  ;  fixth  and  laftly,  they  have  bely*d  a  lady  ; 
thirdly,  they  have  verified  unjuft  things:  and,  to  conclude, 
they  are  lying  knaves, 

D.  Pedro.  Firft,  I  alk  thee  what  they  have  done ;  third- 
ly, I  afk  thee  what'is  their  oflTence  ;  fixth  and  laftly,  why 
are  they  committed ;  and,  to  conclude,  what  you  lay  to 
their  charge- 

Claud.  Rightly  reafoned,  and  in  his  own  divifion;  and, 
by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

D.  Pedro.  Who  have  you  offended,  matters,  that  you 
are  thus  bound  to  your  anfwer  ?  this  learned  conftable  is 
too  cunning  to  be  underftood :  What's  your  offence? 

Bora.  Sweet  prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine  an- 
fwer ;  do  you  hear  me;  and  let  this  count  kill  me.  I 
have  deceived  even  your  very  eyes :  what  your  wifdoms 
could  not  difcover,  thefe  fhallow  fools  have  brought  to 
light;  who,  in  the  night,  overheard  me  confefling  to 
this  man,  how  Don  John  your  brother  incenfed  me  to 
flandcr  the  lady  Hero  ;  how  you  were  brought  into  the 
orchard,  and  faw.me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  garments; 
how  you  difgraced  her,  when  you  fhould  marry  her:  my 
villainy  they  have  upon  record ;  which  I  had  rather  feal 
with  my  death,  than  repeat  over  to  my  ftiame :  the  lady 
is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  matter's  felfe  acctifation;  and, 
briefly,  I  defire  nothing  but  the  reward  of  a  villain. 

jD.  Pedro.  Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron  through 
your  blood  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poifon,  whiles  he  utter'd  it. 

D.  Pedro.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  pradlice  of  it. 

D.  Pedro.  He  is  compos'd  and  fram'd  of  treachery:— 
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And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villainy. 

Cljud.  Sweet  Hero !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 

DoGB.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiflg ;  by  this  time 
our  Sexton  hath  reform'd  fignior  Leonato  of  the  matter : 
And  mafters,  do  riot  forget  to  fpecify,  when  time  and 
place  fhall  ferve,  that  I  am  an  afs. 

Verg.  Here,  here  comes  mailer  fignior  Leonato,  and 
the  Sexton  too. 
Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antonio,  with  the  Sexton. 

Leon.  Which  is  the  villain  ?  Let  me  fee  his  eyes  ; 
That  when  I  note  another  man  Uke  him, 
I  may  avoid  him :  Which  of  thefe  is^  he  ? 

Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on  me. 

Leon.  Art  thou  the  flave,  that  with  thy  breath  haft  kill'd 
Mine  innocent  child  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  fo,  villain ;  thou  bely'ft  thyfelf ; 
Here  ftand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : — 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death  ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds  ; 
*Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  yoxir  patience. 
Yet  I  muft  fpeak  :  Choofe  your  revenge  yourfelf  ^ 
Impofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fin  :  yet  finn'd  I  not, 
But  in  miftaking. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  foul,  nor  I ; 
And  yet,  to  fatisfy  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 
That  he'll  enjoin  me  to. 

Leon.  I  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  live. 
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That  were  impoffible ;  but,  I  pray  you  both, 

l^oflefs  the  people  in  Meffina  here 

How  innocent  flie  died  :  and,  if  your  love 

Can  labour  aught  in  fad  invention, 

Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb, 

And  iing  it  to  her  bones ;  fing  it  to  night : — 

To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  houfe ; 

And  fince  you  could  not  be  my  fon-in-law, 

3e  yet  my  nephew :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 

Almoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 

And  Ihe  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us  ; 

Give  her  the  right  you  fhould  have  given  her  coufin. 

And  fo  dies  my  revenge, 

Claud.  O,  noble  fir. 
Your  over-kindnefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me ! 
I  do  embrace  your  offer ;  and  difpofe 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Glaudio. 

Leon.  To-morrow  then  I  will  expeft  your  coming ; 
To-night  I  take  my  leave. — ^This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  foul,  ihe  was  not ; 
Nor  knew  not  what  fhe  did,  when  ihe  fpoke  to  me ; 
J3ut  always  hath  been  juil  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

DoGB.  Moreover,  fir,  (which,  indeed,  is  not  under 
white  and  black,)  this  plaintiflF  here,  the  offender,  did 
call  me  afs :  I  befeech  you,  let  it  be  remembered  in  his 
puniihment :  And  alfo,  the  watch  heard  them  talk  of 
one  Deformed :  they  fay,  he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and 
a  lock  hanging  by  it ;  and  borrows  money  in  God's 
name ;  the  vhich  he^hath  ufed  fo  long,  and  never  paid» 
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that  riov  men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  no- 
thing for  God's  fake:  Pray  you,  examine  him  upon 
that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pains. 

DoGB.  Your  worfhip  fpeaks  like  a  moft  thankful  and 
reverend  youth ;  and  I  praife  Gk>d  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains; 

DoGB.  God  fave  the  foundation ! 

LeoU.  Go,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner,  and  l 
thank  thee* 

DOGB.  I  leave  an  arrant  knave  with  your  worihip; 
which,  I  befeech  your  worfhip,  to  corred  yourfelf^  for 
the  example  of  others.  God  keep  your  worfhip  ;  I  wifh 
your  worfhip  well ;  God  reflore  you  to  health ;  I  humbly 
give  you  leave  to  depart ;  and  if  a  merry  meeting  may 
be  wifh'd,  God  prohibit  it. — Come,  neighbour. 

[Exeunt  Dogberrt,  Verges^  and  Watch. 

Leon.  Until  to-morrow  morning,  lords,  farewell. 

Ant.  Farewell,  my  lords ;  we  look  for  you  to-morrow. 

D.  Tedro'.  We  will  not  feil. 

Claud.  To-night  Til  mourn  with  Hero. 

\Exeunt  D.  Pedro  and  Claudio. 

Leon.  Bring  you  thefe  fellows  on ;  we*ll  talk  with 
Margaret, 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL   Leonato^s  Garden. 
Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret^  meeting. 
Bene.  Pray  thee,  fweet  miflrefs  Margaret,  deferve  well 
at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  fonnet  in  praife  of 
my  beauty  ? 
Bene.  In  fo  high  a  flyle,  Margaret,  that  no  nian  living 
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fhall  come  over  it ;  for,  in  moft  comely  truth,  thou  de-* 
ftrveft  it. 

Marg.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me  ?  why,  fliall  I 
always  keep  below  ftairs  ? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's  moUth, 
it  catches. 

Marg.  And  your's  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils,  which 
hit,  hut  hurt  not. 

'  Bene.  A  moft  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  >frill  not  hurt, 
a  woman ;  and  fo,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice :  I  give 
thee  the  bucklers. 

Marg.  Give  us  the  fwords,  we  have  bucklers  of  our  own. 
Bene.  If  you  Ufe  them,  Margaret,  you  muft  put  in.the. 
pikes  with  a  vice ;  and  they  are  dangerous  weapons  for 
maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I  think, 
hath  legs.  [Exit  Margaret. 

Bene:  And  therefore  will  come; 

*Tbe  god  of  love,  [Singing.  ] 

^batjits  above, 
jind  inows  me,  and  kno^s  the. 
How  pitiful  I  deferve, — 
I  mean,  in  finging ;  but  in  loving,— Leander  the  good 
fwimmer,  Troilus  the  firft  employer  of  pandars,  and  a 
whole  book  full  of  thefe  quondam  carpet-mongers,  whofe 
names  yet  run  fmoothly  in  the  even  road  of  a  blank 
verfe,  why,  they  were  never  fo  truly  tum'd  over  and 
over  as  my  poor  felf,  in  love  :  Marry,  I  cannot  fhow  it 
in  rhime ;  I  have  try'd ;  I  can  find  out  no  rhime  to  lady- 
but  baby,  an  innocent  rhime  j  for  fcot'n,  bom,  a  hard 
xhime  ;  for  fcbool,  fool^  a  babbling  rhime ;  very  omin- 
ous endings :   No,^  I  was  not  bom  imder  a  rhiming 
planety  nor  I  cannot  woo  in  feftival  terms..-^ 
Vol.  I.  I  i 
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^eet  Beatrice,  wouid'/l  thou  come  when  I  called  thee  ? 

Be4T.  Yea,  fignior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  mc* 

Bene.  O,  flay  but  till  then  ! 

Beat.  Ticn^  is  fpoken  j  fare  you  well  now  : — and  y^t^ 
ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for,  which  is,  with 
knowing  whaf  hath  pafled  between  you  and  Glaudio. 

Bene.  On^  foul  words  j  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs  thee. 

Beat.  Fodtt  words  is  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind  is 
but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome ;  therefore 
I  will  depart  unkifs'd^ 

Bene.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  word  out  of  his  right 
fenfe,  fb  forcible  is  thy  wit :  But,  I  muft  tell  thee  plain- 
ly, Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge  ;  and  either  I  mufl 
ihortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a  coward- 
And,  I  pray  thee  now^  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad 
parts  didft  thou  firft  fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together ;  which  maintained  fo 
politick  a  ftate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good 
part  to  intermingle  with  them.  But  for  which  of  my 
good  parts  did  you  firft  fufFer  love  for  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  love;  a  good  epithet !  I  do  fuffer  love,  in- 
deed, for  I  love  thee  againft  my  will. 

Beat.  In  fpite  of  your  heart,  I  think ;.  alas !  poor 
heart!  If  you  fpite  it  for  my  fak;^,  I  will  fpite  it  for  yours; 
for  I  will  never  love  that  which  my  friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confeflion :  there's  not 
one  wife  man  among  twenty,  that  will  praife  himfelf. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  inftance,  Beatrice,  that  lived  in 
the  time  of  good  neighbours :  if  a  man  do  not  ered  in 
this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he  fhall  Uve  no  longer 
in  monument,  than  the  bell  rings,,  and  the  widow  weeps^ 
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Beat.  And  how  long  is  that,. think  you  ? 

Bene.  Queftion  ? — ^Why,  an  hour  in  clamour,  and  a 
quarter  in  rheum :  Therfcfore  it  is  moft  expedient  for 
the  wife,  (if  Don  Worm,  his  confciciicc,  find  no  impe- 
diment to  the  contrary,)  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  tfwn 
virtues,  as  I  ani  to  myfelf :  So  much  for  praiflng  my- 
felf,  (who,  1  myfelf  will  bear  witnefs,  is  praife-worthy ,) 
and  now  tell  me,  How  doth  your  couiin  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill; 

Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  Gk)d,  love  me,  and  mend :  there  will  1 
leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafle. 

Enter  Ursula. 

ITrs.  Madani,  you  muft  come  to  your  uncle ;  yolxder^s 
6ld  coil  at  home :  it  is  proved,  my  lady  Hero  hath  been 
falfely  accufed^  the  prince  and  Claudio  mightily  abufed; 
and  Don  John  is  the  author  of  all,  who  is  fled  atnd  gone: 
Will  you  come  prefently  ? 

Beat.  Will  you  gd  hear  this  news,  fignior  ? 

Bene.  I  will  Hve  in  thy  heart,  diis  in  thy  lap,  and  be 
buried  in  thy  eyes ;  and,  moreover,  I  will  go  with  thee 
to  thy  uncle's,  .  lExeunf. 

SCENE  III:    lie  inftde  of  a  Cburcb. 
Entet-  Don  Pedro^  Claudio,  and  Attendants,  ivitb  muftck 

and  tapers. 
Claud;,  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ? 
ArrEN.  It  is,  my  lord. 
Claud:  [Reads  from  afcrolL'] 

Done  to  death  hyjlanderous  tongues 

Was  the  Hero  that  here  lies  : 
Death,  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs. 

Gives  her  fame  which  never  dies  i 

I.  •• 
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So  the  life,  that  died  withjhame^ 
Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 
Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomhy  [affixing  it, 

Praijing  her  when  I  am  dutnb.^-^ 
Now,  mufick,  found,  and  fing  your  folemn  hymn. 

SONG. 
Pardon,  Goddefs  of  the  night, 
T!hofe  thatjlew  thy  virgin  knight ; 
For  the  which,  withfongs  of  woe ^ 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 
Midnight,  qffj/i  our  moan; 
Help  us  toftgb  and  groan. 

Heavily,  heavily : 
Graves,  yawn,  and  yield  your  dead. 
Till  death  be  uttered. 
Heavily,  heavily. 
Claud.  Now,  unto  thy  bones  good  night ! 

Yearly  will  I  do  this  rite.  [out: 

D.  Pedro.  Good  morrow,  mailers  ;  put  your  torched 
The  wolves  have  prey'd ;  and  look,  the  gentle  day. 
Before  the  wheels  of  Phoebus,  roynd  about 

Dapples  the  drowfy  eaft  with  fpots  of  grey  : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us  ;  fare  you  WclL 

Claud.  Good  morrow,  mailers  ;  each  his  feveral  way. 
D.  Pedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds. 
iVnd  then  to  Leonato's  we^  will  go. 

Cljlud.  And,  Hymen,  now  with  luckier  iflue  fpeed's. 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  rendered  up  this  woe !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IFi   A  Room  in  Leo n  a  to' s  Houfe. 
Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Benedick,  Beatrice, 
Ursula,  Friar,  and  Hero. 
Friar!  Did  I  not  tell  you  Ihe  was  innocent  ? 
Leon.  So  are  the  prince  and  Claudio,  who  accused  her. 
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Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated : 
But  Margaret  was  in  fome  fault  tor  this ; 
Although  againfl  her  will,  as  it  appiears 
In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion. 

j4nt.  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  fort  fo  well 

Bene.  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  faith  enforced 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all. 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  yourfelves ; 
And,  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  malk'd  : 
The  prince  and  Claudio  promis'd  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me : — You  know  your  office,  brother ; 
You  muft  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.  [Exeunt  Ladies^ 

Ant.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirmed  countenance. 

Bene.  Friar,  I  muft  entreat  your  pains,  I  think. 

Frjar.  To  do  what,  fignior  ? 

j^ENE.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them.— 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  fignior. 
Your  niece  I'egards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Ijson.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her;    Tis  moft 
true. 

Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 

Leon.  The. fight  whereof,  I  think,  you  had  from  mc. 
From  Claudio,  and  the  prince ;  But  what's  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Your  anfwer,  fir,  is  enigmatical : 
But,  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
M2(Y  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoin'd 
In  the  ftate  of  honourable  marriage  ; — 
In  which,  good  friar,  I  fhall  defire  your  help. 

Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 

Friar.  And  my  help. 
Jlere  comes  the  prince  and  Claudio- 

Iii«  . 
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Enter  Don  Pj^DRQ  attd  Cl audio,  with  Attendants. 
D.  Pedro.  Good  jnorrow  to  this  fair  aflembly. 
Leon.  Good  morrow,  prince ;  good  morrow,  Glaudio ; 
Wc  here  attend  you ;  Are  you  yet  determined 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  ? 
Claud.  Til  hold  my  mind,  were  flie  an  Ethiop. 
Leon.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  thjc  firiar  r^dy^ 

[Exit  Antonio. 
D.  Pedro.  Good  mprrow.  Benedick :  Why,  what^s  the 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February  fece,  [matter, 

So  full  of  froft,  of  ftorm,  and  cloudinefs  ? 

Claud.  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  favage  bull :— * 
Tufti,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  hom$  with  gold. 
And  all  Europa  fliall  rejoice  at  thee ; 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beaft  in  love. 
Bene.  Bull  Jove,  fir,  had  an  amiable  low ; 
And  fome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leap-d  your  father's  cow, 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  fame  noble  feat. 
Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  juft  his  bleat. 

Re-enter  Antonio,  with  tie  Ladies  mq/Pd. 
Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you :  here  come  other  reckoning$t 
Which  is  the  lady  I  muft  feize  upon  ? 

Ant.  This  fame  is  (he,  and  I  do  give  you  her.    [face. 
Claud.  Why,  then  fhe's  mine :  Sweet,  let  me  fee  your 
Leon.  No,  that  you  fliall  not,  till  you  take  her  hand 
Before  this  friar,  and  fwear  to  marry  her. 

Claud,  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  friar'; 
I  am  your  hufband,  if  you  like  pf  me. 

ffERO.  And  when  I  liv'd,  I  was  your  other  wife  : 

[Unmq/king. 
And  when  you  lov'd,  you  were  my  other  huiband. 
Claud.  Another  Hero? 
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Hbho.  Nothing  certainer : 
One  Hero  died  defil'd ;  but  I  do  live, 
i;       And,  furely  sis  I  live,  I  am  a  maid,  * 

D.  Pedro.  The  former  Hero !  Hero  that  is  dead  ! 
Lbon.  She  died,  my  Iqrd,  but  whiles  her  flander  liv'd^ 
,j  Friar,.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualify ; 

When,  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
/,.        ni  tell  you  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death  ; 
^       iMean  time,  let  wonder  feem  familiar, 
r.        And  to  the  chapel  let  us  prefently. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  friar ^Which  is  Beatrice  ? 

J  JBeat.  I  anfwer  to  that  name ;  [Unma/iif^.]  What  is 

.  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ?  ^ 

Beat.  No,  no  more  than  reafon.  [Claudio, 

JSene.  Why,  then  your  uncle,  and  the  prince,  and 
Have  been  deceived ;  for  they  fwore  you  did, 
Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
Bene.  No,  no  more  than  reafon. 
Beat.  Why,  then  my  coufin,  Margaret,  and  Urfula, 
Are  much  deceived ;  for  they  did  fwear,  you  did. 
Bene.  They  fwore  that  you  were  almoft  fick  for  me* 
Beat.  They  fwore  that  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for 
me.  [me  ? 

Bene.  *Tis  no  fuch  matter  : — ^Then,  you  do  not  love 
Beat,  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 
Leon.  Come,  coufin,  I  am  fure  you  love  the  gentleman, 
CiAVD.  And  rU  be  fwom  upon't,  that  he  loves  her ; 
L.       Tor  here's  a  paper,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Faihion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  my  coufin's  han49  ftol^  from  her  pocket, 

I  i  iiij 
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Containing  her  affedion  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle  !  here's  our  own  hands  againft  our 
hearts ! — Come,  I  will  have  thee ;  but,  by  this  light,  I 
take  thee  for  pity. 

Beat.  I  would  not  deny  you ; — ^but,  by  this  good  day, 
I  yield  upon  great  perfuafion ;  and,  partly,  to  fave  your 
life,  for  I  was  told  you  were  in  a  confumption. 

Bene.  Peace,  I  will  ftop  your  mouth.-r-- — 

D.  Pedro.  How  doft  thou.  Benedick  the  married  jdbd^ 
Bene.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  prince ;  a  college  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour  :  Doft  thou 
think,  I  care  for  a  fatire,  or  an  epigram  ?  No : '  if  a  msn 
will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  (hall  wear  nothing  hand- 
fome  about  him :  In  brief,  fince  I  do  purpofe  to  marry, 
I  will  think  nothing  to  any  purpofe  that  the  world  can 
fay  againft  it ;  and  therefore  never  flout  at  me  for  what 
I  have  faid  againft  it ;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and 
this  is  my  conclufion. — ^For  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  tbini 
to  have  beaten  thee  ;  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my 
kinfman,  live  imbruis'd,  and  love  my  coufin. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped,  thou  wouldft  have  demed 
Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgell'd  thee  out  of  thy 
fingle  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer ;  which,  out  of 
queftioji,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  coufin  do  not  look  exceed- 
ing narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come  we  are  friends :— let's  have  a  dance 
eye  we  are  married,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  he^ts,     ' 
and  our  wives'  heels.  g 

Leon.  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 
Bene.  Firft,  o'  my  word ;  thei-efore,  play,  mufick.— 
Prince,  thou  art  fad ;  get  thee  ^  wife,  get  thee  a  wife: 
therq  is  no  ftafF  more  reverend  than  one  tipp'd  with  hom. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flight. 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Meffina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow ;  I'll  devife 
thee  brave  punifhments  for  him-— Strike  up,  pipers. 

[Dance. 
[Exeunt. 
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Ferftms  reprefentei^ 

Thefeus,  Duke  ^Athens. 
Egeus,  Father  to  Hermia. 

Demetrius,   \    in  Icrve  with  Kermbi. 
Philoftrate,  Mqfler  of  the  Bxvels  to  Thefeus, 
Quince,  the  Carpenter. 
Snug,  the  Joiner. 
Bottom,  the  Weaver. 
Flute,  the  Bellonvs-mender. 
Snout,  the  Tinker. 
Starveling,  the  Taihr^ 

Hippolyta,  ^een  of  the  Amazons,  betrothed  to  Thefeus, 
Hermia,  Daughter  to  Egeus,  in  love  with  Lyfander. 
Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius, 

Oberon,  King  of  the  Fairies. 
Titania,  Sfueen  of  the  Fairies. 
Puck^  or  Robin-goodfellow,  a  Fairy. 
Peafebloflbm,  • 
Cobweb, 


Moth,  -  ^'^''''' 

Muftard-feed,-^ 
Pyramus^   i 

W  n^        I    ^^^^^^^^^  ^^  ^^^  Interlude 

Lion,  J 

Other  Fairies  attending  their  King  and  ^een. 
Attendants  on  Thefeus  and  Hippolyta. 

SCENE^  Athens,  and  a  Wood  not  far /rem  iu 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHTs  DREAM. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  L  Athens.  A  Room  in  tbc  Palace  of  Thbsevs. 

Enter  Tmesbus,  HiPPOtrTAy  Philostratb^  and 

Attendants. 

TtHB.  Now,  fair  Hippolyta,  our  nuptial  hour 
Draws  on  apace ;  four  happy  days  bring  in 
Another  moon  :  but,  oh,  methinks,  how  flow 
This  old  moon  wanes !  (he  lingers  my  defires^ 
Like  to  a  flep<lame,  or  a  dowager, 
Long  withering  out  a  young  man's  revenue. 

Hip.  Four  days  will  quickly  fteep  themfelves  in  nights; 
Four  nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  time ; 
And  then  the  moon,  like  to  a  filver  bow 
New  bent  in  heaven,  fhall  behold  the  night 
Of  our  folemnities. 

The.  Go,  Philoftrate, 
Stir  up  tiie  Athenian  youth  to  merriments ; 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  fpirit  of  mirth ; 
Turn  melancholy  forth  to  funerals. 
The  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pomp..~ 

[Exit  PniLOSTRjiTE, 

Hippolyta,  I  woo*d  thee  with  my  fword. 


'f 


5tO  iilDSVMMSR'NIGHT^S  URSJMi 

And  wcJn  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries ; 
But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  key, 
With  pomp,  with  triumph,  and  with  revelling. 
Enter  Egbvs^Hbrmia^  Lr  SAN  DERj  and  Dembtrius; 

Ege.  Happy  be  Thefeus,  our  renowned  duke  ! 

Th-b.  Thanks,  good  Egeus:  What's  the  news  with  thee? 

Egb.  Full  of  vexation  come  I,  with  complaint 
Againft  ray  child,  my  daughter  Hermia.— 
Stand  forthi  Demetrius; — ^My  noble  lord. 
This  man  hath  my  confent  to  marry  her : — 
Stand  forth,  Lyfander ;— and,  my  gracious  duke. 
This  hath  bewitch'd  £he  bofom  of  my  child : 
Thou,  thou;  Lyfander,  thou  haft  given  her  rhime^. 
And  interchanged  love-tokens  with  my  child : 
Thou  haft  by  moon-light  at  heir  window  fung. 
With  feigning  voice,  verfes  of  feigning  love ;  ^ 

And  ftoPn  the  impreftion  of  her  fantafy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gatwds,  conceits, 
Klnacks,  trifles,  nofegays^  fwc!et-mcats ;  meflfengers 
Of  ftrong  prevailment  in  unhardeft'd  youth :  i 

With  cunning  haft  thou  filched  my  daughter's  heart  y        '  ' 
Tum'd  her  obedience,  which  is  due  to  me, 
To  ftubbom  harfhnefs : — ^And,  my  gradotts  duke^ 
Be  it  fo  fhe  will  not  here  before  your  grace 
Confent  to  marry  with  Demetrius, 
I  beg  the  ancient  privilege  of  Athens  j 
As  fhe  is  mine,  I  may  difpofe  of  her : 
Which  fliall  be  either  to  this  gentleman^ 
Or  to  her  death ;  according  to  our  law, 
Immediately  provided  in  that  cafe. 

^HE.  What  fay  you,  Hermia  ?  be  advi$*d,  fitir  maMl^ 
To  you  your  father  (hould  be  as  a  god ; 
One  that  compo&'d  your  beauties ;  yea,  s»id  one  . 


To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax, 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power    , 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it. 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  gentleman* 

Her.  So  is  Lyfander. 

7'hs.  In  himfelf  he  is  : 
But,  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  Other's  voice. 
The  other  muft  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her.  I  would,  my  father  looked  but  with  my  eyes* 

T'he.  Rather  your  eyes  muft'with  his  judgement  look/ 

Her.  I  do  entreat  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 
I  know  not  by  what  power  I  am  made  bold ; 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  modefty. 
In  fuch  a  prefence  here,  to  plead  my  thoughts  i 
But  I  befeech  your  grace,  that  I  may  know 
The  worft  that  may  befal  me  in  this  cafe. 
If  I  refufe  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  fociety^  of  men. 
Therefore,  fair  Hermia,  queftion  your  defires^ 
Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  bloody 
Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father's  choice^ 
You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun ; 
For  aye  to  be  in  fhady  cloifter  mew'd, 
To  UvjB  a  barren  filler  all  your  life. 
Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitlefs  moon. 
Thrice  blefled  they,  that  mailer  fo  their  blood. 
To  undergo  fuch  maiden  pilgrimage : 
But  earthlier  happy  is  the  rofe  diilill'd. 
Than  that,  which,  withering  on  the  virgin  thom^ 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  fingle  bleflednefs* 

Her.  So  will  I  grow,  fo  live,  fo  die,  my  lord^ 
Ere  I  will  yield  my  virgin  patent  up 
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Unto  his  lordfliip,  whofe  unwiftied  yoke 
My  foul  confents  not  to  give  fovereignty. 

l^HE.  Take  time  to  paufe :  and,  by  the  next  ixe^e  inoon> 
(The  feaUng-day  betwixt  my  love  and  me. 
For  everlafting  bond  of  fellowftiip,) 
Upon  that  day  either  prepare  to  die. 
For  difobedience  to  your  father's  will ; 
Or  elfe  to  wed  Demetrius,  as  he  would  : 
Or  on  Diana's  altar  to  proteft. 
For  aye,  aufterity  and  fingle  life. 

Dbm.  Relent,  fweet  Hermia  y — And,  Lyfander,  yield 
Thy  crazed  title  to  my  certain  right. 

Lrs.  You  have  her  father's  love,  Demetrius ; 
Let  me  have  Hermia's :  do  you  marry  him. 

Ege.  Scornful  Lyfander  *  true,  he  hath  my  love  ; 
And  what  is  mine,  my  love  ihall  render  him ; 
And  Ihe  is  mine ;  and  all  my  right  of  her 
I  do  eftate  unto  Demetrius. 

Lrs.  I  am,  my  lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he. 
As  well  poflefs'd ;  my  love  is  more  than  his ; 
My  fortunes  every  .way  as  fairly  rank'd. 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius' ; 
And,  which  is  more  than  all  thefe  boafts  can  bcy 
1  am  belov'd  of  beauteous  Hermia  : 
Why  fhould  not  I  then  profecute  my  right  ? 
Demetriiis,  I'll  avouch  it  to  his  head, 
Made  love  to  Nedar's  daughter,  Helena, 
And  won  her  foul ;  and  fhe,  fweet  lady,  dotes, 
Devoutly  dotes,  dotes  in  idolatry. 
Upon  this  fpotted  and  inconftant  man. 

The.  I  mull  confefs,  that  I  have  heard  fo  much,. 
And  with  Demetrius  thought  to  have  fpoke  thereof  j 
But,  being  over-full  of  felf-af£iirs^ 

3. 


My  mind  did  lofe  it — But,  Demetrius,  come ; 

And  come,  Egeus ;  you  (hall  go  with  me, 

I  have  fome  private  fchopling  for  you  both.— 

For  you,  fair  Hermia,  look  you  armyourfelf 

To  fit  your  faiicies  to  your  father's  will ; 

Or  elfe  the  law  of  Athens  yields  you  up 

(Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate,) 

To  death,  or  to  a  vow  of  fingle  life. — 

Come,  ray  Hippolyta ;  What  cheer,  my  love  ?-»- 

Demetrius,  and  Egeus,  go  along  : 

I  TOuft  employ  you  in  fome  bufinefs 

Againft  our  nuptial;  and  confer  with  you 

Of  fomething  neaf ly  that  concerns  yourfelves. 

Ege.  With  duty,  and  defire,  we  follow  you. 

\E}f:eunt  Thes.  ffip.  Egm.  Dem.  and  train. 

Lrs.  How  jiow,  my  love  ?  Why  is  your  cheek  fo  pale  ? 
How  chance  the  rofes  there  do  fade  fo  faft  ? 

Her.  Belike,  for  want  of  rain ;  which  I  could  well 
Beteem  them  from  the  ternpeft  of  mine  eyes. 

Lrs.  Ah  roe  i  for  aught  that  ever  I  could  read. 
Could  ever  hear  by  taje  or  hiftory, 
The  courfe  of  true  love  never  did  run  fmooth : 
But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood ; 

Her.  O  crofs  !  too  high  to  be  enthralled  to  low ! 

Lrs.  Or  elfe  jnifgrafifed,  in  refped  of  years ; — 

Her.  O  fpite !  tpo  old  to  be  engaged  to  young ! 

Lrs.  Or  elfe  it  Hood  upon  the  choice  of  friends  :-— 

Her.  O  hell !  to  choofe  Jove  by  another's  eye ! 

Lrs.  Or,  if  there  were  a  fympathy  in  choice, 
War,  death,  or  jGcknefs  did  lay  fiege  to  it ; 
^Making  it  momentaiy  as  9  found, 
Swift  as  a  (had^w,  ihort  9$  any  dream ; 
Brief  as  the  lightning  ia  the  cpUied  night,  ,  , 
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That,  in  a  fpleen,  unfolds  both  heaven  and  earthy 
And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  fay, — Behold ! 
The  jaws  of  darknefs  do  devour  it  up  : 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confufion. 

Her.  If  then  true  lovers  have  been  ever  crofs^d. 
It  Hands  as  an  edid  in  deftiny : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience, 
Becaufe  it  is  a  cuftomary  crofs  ; 
As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts,  and  dreams,  and  iighs, 
Wifhes,  and  tears,  poor  fancy's  followers. 

Lrs.  A  good  perfuafion ;  therefore,  hear  me,  Hermia. 
I  have^  a  widow  aunt,  a  dowager 
Of  great  revenue,  and  fhe  hath  no  child : 
From  Athens  is  her  houfe  remote  feven  leagues  > 
Ajid  (he  refpeds  me  ^s  her  only  fon. 
There,  gentle  Hermia,  may  I  marry  thee ; 
And  to  that  place  the  fharp  Athenian  law 
Cannot  purfue  us :  If  thou  lov'ft  me  then. 
Steal  forth  thy  father's  houfe  to-morrow  night ; 
And  in  the  wood,  a  league  without  the  town. 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
To  do  obfervance  to  a  mom  of  May, 
There  will  I  flay  for  thee. 

Her^  My  ^ood  Lyfander  ? 
I  fwear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  ftrongeft  bow; 
By  his  beft  arrow  with  the  golden  head; 
By  the  fimplicity  of  Venus*  doves ; 
By  that  which  knitteth  fouls,  and  profpers  loves ; 
And  by  that  fire  which  burned  the  Carthage  queen. 
When  the  falfe  Trojan  under  fail  was  feen; 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke. 
In  number  more  than  ever  women  fpoke;— 
In  that  fame  place  thou  haft  appointed  we. 


*I^o-iiiorrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

Lrs.  Keep  promife,  love :  Look,  here  comes  Helena^ 

Unter  Helena. 
Her.  God  fpedd,  fair  Helena!  Whither  away? 
Hel.  Call  you  me  fair?  that  fair  again  unfay: 
Demetrius  loves  your  fair:  O  happy  fair! 
Your  eyes  arc  Itfde-ftars ;  and  your  tongue's  fweet  air 
More  tunable  than  lark  to  fhepherd's  ear. 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  appear- 
Sicknefs  is  catching ;  O,  were  favour  fo ! 
Your's  would  I  catch,  fair  Hermia,  ere  I  go ; 
My  ear  fhould  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your  eye,- 
My  tongue  fhould  catch  your  tongue's  fweet  melody^ 
Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated, 
The  reft  Til  give  to  be  to  you  tranflated. 
O,  teach  me  how  you  look ;  and  with  what  art 
You  fway  the  motion  of  Demetrius*  heart* 

Her.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  ftill.    [ikill  \ 
Hel.  O,  that  your  frowns  would  teach  my  fmiles  fucH 
Her.  I  give  him  curfes,  yet  he  gives  me  love. 
Hel.  O,  that  my  prayers  could  fuch  afFedion  move ! 
Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  me, 
Hel.  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 
Her.  His  folly,  Helena,  is  no  fault  of  mrine.      [mine ! 
Hel.  None,  but  your  beauty ;  Would  that  feult  were 
Her4  Take  comfort  5  he  no  more  fhall  fee  my  face  j 
Lyfander  and  myfelf  will  fly  this  place.-^ 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lyfander  fee,- 
Seem'd  Athens  as  a  paradife  to  me : 
O  then,  what  graces  in  my  love  do  dwell. 
That  he  hath  turned  a  heaven  unto  a  hell ! 

Lrs.  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold : 
To-morrow  night  when  Phoebe  doth  behold 

Kkij 


5l6  mnsUMMSR-NIOHT^S  jdrejm. 

Her  lilver  vifage  in  the  watery  glafs, 
Decking  with  liquid  pearl  the  bladed  grafs, 
(A  time  that  lovers  flights  doth  ftill  conceal,) 
Through  Athens'  gates  have  we  devis'd  to  fteal. 

Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  you  and  I 
Upon  faint  primrofe-beds  were  wont  to  lie, 
Emptying  our  bofoms  of  their  counfel  fweet ; 
There  my  Lyfander  and  myfelf  fhall  meet : 
And  thence,  from  Athens,  turn  away  our  eyes. 
To  feek  new  friends  and  ftranger  companies. 
Farewel,  fweet  playfellow ;  pray  thou  for  us, 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius  !— 
Keep  word,  Lyfander :  we  muft  ftarve  our  fight 
From  lovers'  food,  till  morrow  deep  midnight. 

[Exit  Herm. 
V     Lrs.l  will,  my  Hcrmia. — ^Helena,  adieu : 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  you !         [Exit  Lrs. 

Hel.  How  happy  fome,  o'er  other  fome,  can  be ! 
Through  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  as  fhe. 
But  what  of  that  ?  Demetrius  thinks  not  fo ; 
He  will  not  know  what  all  but  he  do  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermia's  eyes^ 
So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities. 
Things  bafe  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity. 
Love  can  tranfpofe  to  form  and  dignity. 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind ; 
And  therefore  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind : 
Nor  hath  Love's  mind  of  any  judgement  tafte  ; 
Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedy  hafte : 
And  therefore  is  Love  faid  to  be  a  child, 
Becaufe  in  choice  he  is  fo  oft  beguil'd. 
As  waggifli  boys  in  game  themfclves  forfwear. 
So  the  boy  Love  is  pequr'd  every  where  ; 
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For  ere  Demetrius  look'd  on  Hermia's  cyne, 

He  hailed  down  oaths,  that  he  was  only  mine ; 

And  when  this  hail  fome  heat  from  Hermia  felt, 

So  he  diflblv'd,  and  fhowers  of  oaths  did  melt. 

I  will  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermia's  flight  : 

Then  to  the  wood  will  he,  to-morrow  night, 

Purfue  her ;  and  for  this  intelligence 

If  I  have  thanks,  it  is  a  dear  expence  : 

But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain. 

To  have  his  fight  thither,  and  back  again.  [Exit. 

SCENE  11.    Tie  fame.   A  Room  in  a  Cottc^e. 
Enter  Snug,  Bottom^  Flutjb,  Snout,  ^ince,  and 

Starfeling. 

^iN.  Is  all  our  company  here  ? 

Bar.  You  were  beft  to  call  them  generally, man  by  man, 
according  to  the  fcrip. 

^iN.  Here  is  the  fcroU  of  every  man's  name,  which 
is  thought  fit,  through  all  Athens,  to  play  in  our  inter- 
lude before  the  duke  and  duchefs,  on  his  wedding-day  at 
night. 

Bar.  Firft,  good  Peter  Quince,  fay  what  the  play  treats 
on ;  then  read  the  names  of  the  aftors ;  and  fo  grow  to  a 
point. 

^iN.  Marry,  our  play  is — ^The  mofl  lamentable  co- 
medy, and  mofl  cruel  death  of  Pyramus  and  Thifby. 

Bar.  A  very  good  piece  of  work,  I  aflure  you,  and  a 
merry.— Now,  good  Peter  Quince,  call  forth  your  adors 
by  the  fcroU :  Matters,  fpread-  yourfelves, 

^iN.  Anfwer,as  I  call  you Nick  Bbttom,  the  weaver, 

BoT.  Ready :  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and  proceed, 

^iN.  You,  Nick  Bottom  are  fet  down  for  Pyramus,. 

ffOT,  What  is  Pyraipws  ?  a  lover,  or  a  tyrant  ? 
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^jN.  A  lover,  that  kills  himfelf  moft  gallantly  for  love. 
BoT.  That  will  alk  fome  tears  in  the  true  performing 
of  it :  If  I  do  it,  let  the  audience  look  to  their  eyes  ;  I  will 
move  ftorms,  I  will  condole  in  fome  meafure.  To  the 
reft:— Yet  my  chief  humour  is  for  a  tyrant :  I  could 
play  Ercles  rarely,  or  a  part  tp  tear  a  cfit  in,  to  make  all 
fplit. 

**  The  raging  rocks, 
"  With  fhivering  ihocks, 
^*  Shall  break  the  locks 
"  Of  prifon-gates : 

V  And  Phibbus'  car 

V  Shall  fhine  from  far, 
"  And  make  and  mar 

"  The  fooUfh  fates.?^ 
This  was  lofty ! — ^Now  name  the  reft  of  the  players,— 
This  is  Ercles'  vein,  a  tyrant's  vein;  a  lover  is  more  con» 
doling. 

^iN.  Francis  Flute,  the  bellows^mender. 

Flu.  Here,  Peter  Quince- 

^IN.  You  muft  take  Thifby  on  you. 

Flu.  What  is  Thifby?  a  wandering  knight  ? 

^iN.  It  is  the  lady  that  Pyramus  muft  love. 

Flu.  Nay,  faith,  let  me  not  play  a  woman  j  I  have  % 
beard  coming. 

^iN.  That's  all  one ;  you  fliall  play  it  in  a  maik,  ami 
•you  may  fpeak  as  fqiall  as  you  will. 

Bar.  An  I  may  hide  my  face,  let  me  play  Thift)y  toq: 
PU  fpeak  in  a  jnonftrqus  little  voice  ; — T'bifne^  Tbi/ne^.^ 
^by  Pyramus,  my  lover  dear  ;  thy  Tbyhy  dear!  and  lady  dear! 

^iN.  No,  nq;  you  muft  play  Pyramus,  and,  Flute,  you 
Thift)y, 

Bor.  Well,  proceed, 
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S^iN.  Robin  Starveling,  the  tailor. 

i'r^jt.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

^iN.  Robin  Starveling,  you  muft  play  Thifby's  mo- 
ther— ^Tom  Snout,  the  tinker. 

Snout.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

^iN.  You,  Pyramus's  father ;  myfelf,  Thi{by's  father ; 

—Snug,  the  joiner,  you,  the  lion's  part : and,  I  hope, 

here  is  a  play  fitted. 

Snug.  Have  you  the  lion's  part  written  ?  pray  you,  if 
it  be,  give  it  me,  for  I  am  flow  of  ftudy. 

^JN.  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but 
roaring. 

BoT.  Let  me  play  the  lion  too :  I  will  roar,  that  I  will 
do  any  man's  heart  good  to  hear  me  ;  I  will  roar,  that  I 
will  make  the  duke  hj^Let  bim  roar  again  Jet  him  roar  again. 

^iN.  An  you  (hould  do  it  too  terribly,you would  fright 
the  duchefs  and  the  ladies,  that  they  would  fliriek;  and  that 
were  enough  to  hang  us  all. 

All.  That  would  hang  us  every  mother's  fon. 

Bor.  I  grant  you,  friends,  if  that  you  fliould  fright  the 
ladies  out  of  their  wits,  they  would  have  no  more  difcre- 
tion  but  to  hang  us :  but  I  will  aggravate  my  voice  fo,  that 
I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as  any  fucking  dove ;  I  will  roar 
you  an  'twere  any  yiightingale. 

^iN.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyramus :  for  Pyramus 
•  is  a  fweet-faced  man ;  a  proper  man,  as  one  fliall  fee  in  a 
fummer's  day;  a  moft  lovely,  gentleman-Hke  man;  there- 
fore you  muft  needs  play  Pyramus. 

Bor.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  beard  were  I  beft 
to  play  it  in  ? 

^iN.  Why,  what  you  will. 

Bor.  I  will  difcharge  it  in  either  your  ftraw-coloured 
be^rdy  your  orange-tawny  beard,  your  purple-in-graia 
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beard,  or  your  French-crown-colouf  beard,  your  pcrfed 
yellow. 

^iN.  Some  of  your  French  crowns  have  no  bair  at  all, 
and  then  you  will  play  bare-faced. — But,  matters,-  here 
are  your  parts:  and  I  am  to  entreat  you,  requeft  ydu,  and 
defire  you,  to  con  them  by  to-morrow  night ;  aiid  taeet 
me  in  the  palace  wood,  a  milfe  without  the  town,  by 
moon-light ;  there  will  we  rehearfe :  fot  if  we  meet  in  the 
city,  we  fhall  be  dog'd  with  company,  and  our  devices 
known.  In  the  mean  time,  I  will  draw  a  bill  of  proper- 
ties, fuch  as  our  play  wants.     I  pray  you,  fail  me  not. 

BoT.  We  will  meet ;  and  there  we  may  rehearfe  more 
obfcenely,  and  courageoufly.  Take  pains  ;  be  perfedl ; 
adieu. 

^iN.  At  the  duke^s  oak  we  meet. 

BoT.  Enbugh ;  Hold,  or  cut  bow-ftrings.  lExeunt. 

^CT.  11. 

SCENE  L    A  Wood  near  Athens. 

Enter  a  Fa  I  Rr  at  one  door^  and  PtiCK  at  anotber* 

Puck.  How  now,  fpirit !  whither  wander  yqu  ? 
Fai.  Over  hill,  over  dale, 

Thorough  bufh,  thorough  briar. 
Over  park,  over  pale, 

Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 
I  do  wander  ever  where, 
Swifter  than  the  moones  fphere  } 
And  I  ferve  the  fairy  queen. 
To  dew  her  orbs  upon  the  green : 
The  cowflips  tall  her  penfioners  be  j 
In  their  gold  coats  fpots  you  fee ; 
Thofe  be  rubies,  fairy  favours^ 
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In  thofe  freckles  liVe  their  favours : 
I  muft  go  feek  fome  dew-drops  here, 

[       And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowflip's  ear. 

\        Farewel,  thou  lob  of  fpirits,  Til  be  gone; 

I       Our  queen  and  iJl  her  elves  come  here  anon. 

\  Puck.  The  king  doth  keep  his  revels  here  to  night ; 

r        Take  heed,  the  queen  come  ftot  within  his  fight. 
For  Oberon  is  pafling  fell  and  wrath, 

If        Becaufe  that  fhe,  fis  her  attendant,  hath 

r        A  lovely  boy,  ftol'n  from  an  Indian  king; 

:        She  never  had  fo  fweet  a  changeling  t 

And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 

Knight  of  his  train,  to  trace  the  forefts  wild : 

but  (he,  perforce,  withholds  the  loved  boy, 

Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  joy : 

;         And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green. 
By  fountain  clear,  or  fpangled  ftar-light  fheen. 
But  they  do  fquare  ;  that  all  their  elves,  for  fear. 
Creep  into  acorn  cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

Fau  Either  I  miftake  your  fhape  and  making  quite. 
Or  elfe  you  are  that  ihrewd  and  knavifli  fprite, 
Caird  Robin  Good-fellow :  are  you  not  he, 
That  fright  the  maidens  of  the  villag'ry ; 
Skim  milk ;  and  fometimes  labour  in  the  quern, 
And  bootlefs  make  the  breathlefs  houfewife  churA ; 
And  fometime  make  the  drink  to  be4r  no  barm ; 
Miflead  night -wanderers,  laughing  at  their  harm? 
Thofe  that  Hobgobliti  call  you,  and  fweet  Puek, 
You  do  their  work,  and  they  fhall  have  good  luck  : 
Are  not  you  he  ? 

Puck.  Thou  fpeak'ft  aright ; 
I  am  that  merry  wanderer  of  the  night. 
I  jeft  to  Oberon,  an4  make  him  fmile, 
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When  I  a, fat  and  bean-fed  horfe  beguile. 
Neighing  in  likenefs  of  a  filly  foal : 
And  fometime  lurk  I  in  a  goflip's  bowl. 
In  very  likenefs  of  a  roafted  crab ; 
And,  when  fhe  drinks,  againft  her  lips  I  bob^ 
And  on  her  withered  dew-lap  pour  the  ale. 
The  wifeft  aunt,  telling  the  faddefl  tale. 
Sometime  for  three-foot  ftool  miftaketh  me ; 
Then  flip  I  from  her  bum,  down  topples  flie. 
And  taihr  cries,  and  falls  into  a  cough ; 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and  loflfe  ;  ' 
And  waxen  in  their  mirth,  and  neeze,  and  fwear 
A  merrier  hour  was  never  wafted  there.— 
But  room.  Faery,  here  comes  Oberon.  [gone  I 

Fai.  And  here  my  miftrefs : — ^^ Would  that  he  were 

SGE1<JE  IL 

Enter  Oberon,  at  one  door,  with  bis  train,  and  T^itania^ 

at  another,  with  h^rs^ 

O^E*  111  met  by  moon-light,  proim  Titania. 

TiTA.  What  jealous  Oberon  ?  Fairy,  (kip  hence ; 
I  have  forefworn  his  bed  and  company. 

Obe.  Tarry,  rafh  wanton ;  Am  not  I  thy  lord  ? 

TiTA.  Then  I  muft  be  thy  lady :  But  I  know 
When  thou  haft  ftoPn  away  from  fairy  land. 
And  in  the  fhape  of  Corin  fet  all  day. 
Playing  on  pipes  of  com,  and  verfing  love 
To  amorous  Phillida.     Why  art  thou  here, 
Com?  from  the  fartheft  fteep  of  India  ? 
But  that,  forfooth,  the  bouncing  Amazon, 
Your  bulkin'd  miftrefs,  and  your  warrior  love. 
To  Thefeus  muft  be  wedded ;  and  you  come 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  prqfperity . 
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Obs.  How  canft  thou  thus,  for  fliame,  Titania, 
Glance  at  my  credit  with  Hippolyta, 
Knowing  I  know  thy  love  to  Thefeus  ? 
Didft  thou  not  lead  him  through  the  glimmering  night 
From  Perigenia,  whom  he  raviftied  ? 
And  make  him  with  fair  iEgle  break  his  faith^ 
With  Ariadne,  and  Antiopa  ? 

7/r^.  Thefe  are  the  forgeries  of  jealoufy : 
And  never,  fince  the  middle  fummer's  fpring. 
Met  we  on  hill,  in  dale,  foreft,  or  mead. 
By  paved  fountain,  or  by  rufhy  brook. 
Or  on  the  beached  margent  of  the  fea, 
To  dance  our  ringlets  to  the  whiftling  wind. 
But  with  thy  brawls  thou  haft  difturb^d  our  fport* 
Therefore  the  winds,  piping  to  us  in  vain. 
As  in  revenge,  have  fuck'd  up  from  the  fea 
Contagious  fogs ;  which  falling  in  the  land. 
Have  every  pelting  river  made  fo  proud. 
That  they  have  overborne  their  continents : 
The  ox  hath  therefore  ftretch'd  his  yoke  in  vain. 
The  plougl^man  loft  his  fweat ;  and  the  green  con* 
.  Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attained  a  beard : 
The  fol^  ftands  empty  in  the  drowned  field. 
And  crows  are  fatted  with  the  murrain  flock ; 
The  nine-men's  morris  is  fiU'd  up  with  mud ; 
And  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green. 
For  lack  of  treacj,  are  undiftinguilhable  : 
The  human  mortals  want  their  winter  here ; 
No  night  is  now  with  hymn  or  carol  bleft  :-t- 
Therefore  the  moon,  the  govemefs  of  floods. 
Pale  in  her  anger,  waflies  all  the  air. 
That  rheumatic  difeafes  do  abound : 
/Lnd,  thorough  this  diftemperature  we  fee 
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The  feafons  alter :  hoary  headed  frofts 

Fall  in  the  frefh  lap  of  the  crimfon  rofe  ; 

And  on  old  Hyems*  chin,  and  icy  crown, 

An  odorous  chaplet  of  fweet  fummer  buds 

Is,  as  in  mockery,  fet :  The  fpring,  the  fummer. 

The  childing  autumn,  angry  winter,  change 

Their  wonted  liveries ;  and  the  'mazed  world, 

By  their  increafe,  now  knows  not  which  is  which ; 

And  this  fame  progeny  of  evils  comes 

From  our  debate,  from  our  diflention ; 

We  are  their  parents  and  original. 

Obe.  Do  you  amend  it  then ;  it  lies  in  you ; 
Why  fhould  Titania  crofs  her  Oberon  ? 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy, 
To  be  my  henchman. 

Tit  A.  Set  your  heart  at  reft. 
The  fairy  land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  vot'refs  of  my  order : 
And,  in  the  fpiced  Indian  air,  by  night. 
Full  often  hath  fhe  goffip'd  by  my  fide  ; 
And  fat  with  me  on  Neptune's  yellow  fands. 
Marking  the  embarked  traders  on  the  flood ; 
^Vhen  we  have  laugh'd  to  fee  the  fails  conceive, 
And  grow  big-bellied,  with  the  wanton  wind  : 
Which  fhe,  with  pretty  and  with  fwimming  gait, 
(Following  her  womb,  then  rich  with  my  young  'fquire,) 
Would  imitate ;  and  fail  upon  the  land, 
To  fetch  me  trifles,  and  return  again. 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  merchandize. 
But  flie,  being>  mortal,  of  that  boy  did  die  ; 
And,  for  her  fake,  I  do  rear  up  her  boy : 
And,  for  her  fake,  I  will  not  part  with  him. 

Oe£.  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  you  flay  ? 


'  TiTA.  Perchance,  till  after  Thefeus*  wedding-day. 
If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  round. 
And  fee  our  moon-light  revels,  go  with  us ; 
If  not,  Ihun  me,  and  I  will  fpare  your  haunts. 

Obe.  Give  me  that  boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee. 

Tit  A.  Not  for  thy  kingdom. — ^Fairies,  away : 
We  fliall  chide  down-right,  if  I  longer  (lay. 

[Exeunt  Titania^  and  her  train. 

Qbs.  Well,  go  thy  way:  thou  fhalt  not  from  this  grove. 
Till  I  tomient  thee  for  this  injury. — 
My  gentle  Puck,  come  hither :  Thou  remember'ft 
Since  once  I  fat  upon  a  promontory. 
And  heard  a  mermaid  on  a  dolphin's  back. 
Uttering  fuch  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath. 
That  the  rude  fea  grew  civil  at  her  fong  ; 
And  certain  flars  Ihot  madly  from  their  fpheres. 
To  hear  the  fea-maid's  mufick. 

Puck.  I  remember. 

Obe.  That  very  time  I  faw,  (but  thou  could'ft  not,) 
Flying  between  the  cold  moon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid  all  arm'd :  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  veftal,  throned  by  the  weft  ; 
And  loos'd  his  love-fhaft  fmartly  from  his  bow. 
As  it  fhould  pierce  a  hundred  thoufand  hearts : 
But  I  might  fee  young  Cupid's  fiery  (haft 
Quench'd  in  the  chafte  beams  of  the  wat'ry  moon ; 
And  the  imperial  vot'refs  paiTed  on. 
In  maiden  meditation,  fancy-free. 
Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell  : 
It  fell  upon  a  little  weftem  flower,— 
Before,  milk-white ;  now  purple  with  love's  wound,—. 
And  maidens  call  it,  loye-in-idlencfs. 
Fetch  me  that  flower ;  the  herb  I  (how'd  thee  once  ; 
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The  juice  of  it  on  fleeping  eye-lids  laid. 
Will  make  of  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  fees. 
Fetch  me  this  herb ;  and  be  thou  here  again. 
Ere  the  leviathan  can  fwim  a  league. 

Puck.  Ill  put  a  girdle  roimd  about  the  earth 
In  forty  minutes.  [Exit  PucJi. 

Obb.  Having  once  this  juice, 
ril  watch  Titania  when  fhe  is  afleep, 
And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes  : 
The  next  thing  then  (he  waking  looks  upon, 
(Be  it  on  lion,  bear,  or  wolf,  or  bull. 
On  meddling  monkey,  or  on  bufy  ape,) 
She  fliall  purfue  it  with  the  foul  of  love. 
And  ere  I  take  this  charm  off  from  her  fight, 
(As  I  can  take  it  with  another  herb,) 
1*11  make  her  render  up  her  page  to  me. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  I  am  invifible ; 
And  I  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helena  following  bim. 

Dbm.  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  purfue  me  not^ 
Where  is  Lyfander,  and  fair  Hermia  ?  • 
The  one  TU  flay,  the  other  flayeth  me. 
Thou  told'ft  me,  they  were  ftoPn  into  this  wood. 
And  here  am  I,  and  wood  within  this  wood, 
Becaufe  I  cannot  meet  with  Hermia. 
Hence,  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 

Hel.  You  draw'  me,  you  hard-hearted  adamant  j 
But  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  fteel :  Leave  you  your  power  to  draw^ 
And  I  fliall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dem.  Do  I  entice  you  ?  Do  I  fpeak  you  fair  ^ 
Or,  rather^  do  I  not  in  plaineft  truth 
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Tell  you — I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  ? 

ffsL.  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  you  the  more. 
I  irti  your  fpaniel ;  and,  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  I  will  fawn  on  you  : 
Ufe  me  but  as  your  fpaniel,  fpum  me,  ftrike  me, 
Negled  me,  lofe  me ;  only  give  me  leave, 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you. 
What  worfer  place  can  I  beg  in  your  love, 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  refped  with  me,) 
Than  to  be  ufed  as  you  ufe  your  dog  ? 

Dem.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  of  my  fpirit ; 
For  I  am  fick,  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

Hbl.  And  I  am  fick,  when  I  look  not  on  you, 

Dbm.  You  do  impeach  your  modefly  too  much^ 
To  leave  the  city,  and  commit  yourfelf 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  not ; 
To  truft  the  opportunity  of  night. 
And  the  ill  counfel  of  a  defert  place. 
With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

Hbl.  Your  virtue  is  my  privilege  for  that. 
It  is  not  night,  when  I  do  fee  your  face. 
Therefore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  night  : 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company ; 
For  you,  in  my  refped,  aire  all  the  world : 
Then  how  can  it  be  faid,  I  am  alone. 
When  all  the  world  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

Dbm.  ril  run  from  thee,  and  hide  me  in  the  brakes. 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  wild  beads. 

Hel.  The  wildeft  hath  not  fuch  a  heart  as  you. 
Run  when  you  will,  the  ftory  fhall  be  chang'd : 
Apollo  flies,  and  Daphne  holds  the  chafe ; 
The  dove  purfues  the  griffin  j  the  mild  hind 
Makes  ipeed  ta  catch  the  tiger :  Bootle&  fpeed ! 
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Wh^n  cowardice  purrues,  and  valour  f^es. 

DsM.  I  will  not  ftay  thy  qijeftiong ;  }$«  jije  gp : 
Or,  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  believe 
But  I  (hall  do  thee  mifchi^f  in  the  wo94* 

Hel,  Ay,  in  the  temple,  in  the  tawQ,  th^e  field. 
You  do  me  mifchief*     Fie,  Demetrius ! 
Your  wrongs  do  fet  a  fcandal  on  my  fejj: : 
We  cannot  fight  for  love,  as  men  may  4a ; 
We  ihould  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  soa^f  to  wop. 
rU  follow  thee,  and  make  a  heaven  pf  h§Uj 
To  die  upon  the  hand  I  love  fp  well. 

[Exeunt  Dbh^  and  IIel. 

Obb.  Fare  thee  well,  nymph :  ere  he  do  le^v©  this 
grove. 

Thou  fhalt  fly  him,  and  he  fliall  feek  thy  Jove ^ 

Re-enter  Puck. 
Haft  thou  the  flower  there  ?  Welconj^e,  wanderer. 

Puck.  Ay,  there  it  is. 

Obe.  I  pray  thee,  give  it  nje. 
I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thjrm^  blows. 
Where  ox-lips  and  the  cfodding  vjl^J^t  grows ; 
Quite  over-canopied  with  hifli  woodbiqi^ , 
With  fweet  muflc  rofes,  and  with  egja^ne : 
There  fleeps  Titania,  fbme  time  of  the  night, 
Luird  in  thefe  flowers  with  daQce$  and  delight ; 
And  there  the  fnake  throws  her  ef^amel'd  /kin. 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  fairy  in  ; 
And  with  the  juice  of  this  TU  (]tre^  hi?r  ey^, 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  fant»fi^*  ^ 

Take  thou  fome  of  it,  and  figek  throygjh  *bis  grove  s 
A  fweet  Athenian  lady  is  in  love 
With  a  difdainful  youth :  anoint  hi$  ey«8 ; 
But  do  it,  when  the  next  thing  lt»  efpi^s 


h    • 


MtDSUMMMR'HIOHt'S  DJtMJM.  529 

May  be  the  lady :  Thou  flialt  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garoients  he  hath  on. 
£ffe6t  it  i^ith  fome  care ;  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  on  her,  than  fhe  upon  her  love  : 
And  look  thou  meet  mc  ere  the  firft  cock  crow. 
Puck.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  your  fervant  flhall  do  fo. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  I/i.  AmtberpartoftheWMd. 
Enter  Titan i a  with  bar  train. 
T!irA.  Come,  now  a  roundel,  and  a  £ury  fong ; 
Then,  for  the  third  part  of  a  minute,  hence : 
Some,  to  kill  cankers  in  the  mufkHroif  buds ; 
Some,  war  with  rear-mice  for  their  leathern  wings, 
To  make  my  fmall  elves  coats ;  and  ibme,  keep  back 
The  clamorous  owl,  that  nightly  hoots,  and  wonders 
At  our  quaint  fpirits :  Sing  me  now  afleep ; 
Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  reiL 

SONG. 

1.  Fa  J.  ToM^fotted/naies,  with  double  tougue^ 

Thorny  bei^e-bogs,  be  notfeen  ; 
Newts  ^  aad  bUndrWorms,  do  no  wrong  i 
Come  not  near  our  fairy  queen  : 

Chorus. 
PbUomd,  wkb  melody^ 
Su^  in  ourjweet  UtUaby  ; 
Uillaj  luUa^  lullaby  ;  bdla^  luUa^  lullaby : 
Never  barm^  norjpell  nor  cbarm^ 
Come  our  lowly  lady  mgb  } 
JSo^  good  nigbt^  witb  lullaby. 
U. 

2.  Fai.  Weavii^^dderiy  come  not  bere; 

Hence  ^  you  long'4/g^dJpUiners^  bence : 
Vol.  L  .LI 
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Beetles  black,  approach  not  near; 
Worm,  nor /nail,  do  no  offence. 

Chorus. 
Philomel,  with  melody,  &c. 
I .  Fai.  Hence,  away ;  now  all  is  well  2 
One,  aloof,  fland  fentinel. 

[Exeunt  Fairies.    ^iTANijtJIeeps. 
Enter  Obbron. 
Obs.  What  thou  feed,  when  thou  doft  wake, 

[Squeezes  the  flower  on  Titania's  eye-Uds. 
Do  it  for  thy  true  love  take ; 
Love,  and  languifh  for  his  fake : 
Be  it  ounce,  or  cat,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  brifUed  hair. 
In  thy  eye  that  fhall  appear 
When  thou  wak'ft,  it  is  thy  dear  \ 
Wake,  when  fome  vile  thing  is  near.  {Exit. 

Enter  Lysander  and  Hermia* 
Lrs.  Fair  love,  you  faint  with  wandering  in  the  wood ; 
And  to  fpeak  troth,  I  have  forgot  our  way : 
We'll  reft  us,  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  good^ 
And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day.   . 
Her.  Be  it  fo,  Lyfander  :  find  you  out  a  bed. 
For  I  upon  this  bank  will  reft  my  head. 

Lrs.  One  turf  fhall  ferve  as  pillow  for  us  both  ; 
One  heart,  one  bed,  two  bofoms,  and  one  troth. 

Her.  Nay,  good  Lyfander ;  for  my  fake,  my  dear. 
Lie  further  off  yet,  do  not  lie  fo  near. 

Lrs.  O,  take  the  fenfe,  fweet,  of  my  innocence; 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  in  love's  conference* 
I  mean,  that  my  heart  unto  yours  is  knit ; 
So  that  but  one  heart  we  can  make  of  it : 
Two  bofoms  interchained  with  an  oath } 
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So  then,  two  bofoms,  and  a  fingle  troth. 
Then,  by  your  fide  no  bed-room  me  deny ; 
For,  lymg  fo,^  Hermia,  I  do  not  lie.  " 

Her.  Lyiander  riddles  very  prettily  :— 
Now  much  befhrew  my  manners  and  my  pride, 
If  Hermia  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  lied. 
But,  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  courtefy 
Lie  further  oflf ;  in  human  modefty 
Such  feparation,  as,  may  well  be  faid. 
Becomes  a  virtuous  bachelor  and  a  maid : 
So  far  be  diilant ;  and  good  night,  fweet  friend : 
Thy  love  ne'er  alter,  till  thy  fweet  life  end ! 

Lrs.  Amen,  amen,  to  that  fair  prayer,  fay  I ; 
And  then  end  life,  when  I  end  loyalty ! 
Here  is  my  bed :  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  reft ! 

Hbr.  With  half  that  wifli  the  wifher's  eyes  be  prefs'd ! 

{tbeyjleep. 
Enter  Puck. 
Puck.  Through  the  foreft  have  I  gone. 
But  Athenian  found  I  none. 
On  whofe  eyes  I  might  approve 
This  flower's  force  in  ftirring  love. 
Night  and  filence  !  who  is  here  ? 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear : 
This  is  he,  my  mafter  faid, 
Defpifed  the  Athenian  maid ; 
And  here  the  maiden,  fleeping  found, 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  ground. 
Pretty  foul !  (he  durft  not  lie 
Near  this  lack-love,  kill  courtefy. 
Churl,  upon  thy  eyes  I  throw 
All  the  power  this  charm  doth  owe  : 
When  thou  wak'ft,  let  love  forbid 

Llij 
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Sleep  kis  TtSLl  on  thy  e5f«4id- 
So  awake,  when  I  am  gone  ; 
For  I  muft  now  to  Oberon.  X^Exit. 

Enter  Dbmbtrivs  emd  He  l  Bit  A  rumm^. 

HsL.  Stay,  though  thon  kill  ifte,  fwect  Demetrius. 

Dem.  I  charge  thee,  hence,  and  do  not  haunt  nie  thw. 

Hel.  O,  wilt  thon  darkling  leave  me  ?  do  not  £>. 

Dem.  Stay,  on  thy  peril ;  I  alone  will  go. 

[E$ck  DBm^TwauM. 

Hel.  O,  I  am  o«t  of  breath,  m  this  fond  chace  f 
The  more  my  prayer^  die  feflcr  is  my  grace. 
Happy  is  Hermta,  wberefoe*cr  flie  lies ; 
For  flie  hath  blefled,  and  attracftrve  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  fo  feright?  Not  with  £dt  teart : 
If  fo,  my  eyes  are  oftcner  wa{hVl  than  hers. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  bear ; 
For  teaAs  that  meet  me,  run  away  for  fear  : 
Therefore,  no  marvel,  though  Demetrius 
Do,  as  a  monfter,  fly  my  prefence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  diflembling  glafs  of  mine 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermia's  fphery  eync  ?— . 
But  who  is  here  ?  Ly&nder !  on  the  ground ! 
Dead  ?  or  afleep  ?  I  fee  no  blood,  no  woimd  t-^— 
Lyfander,  if  you  live,  good  fir,  awake. 

Lrs.  And  nm  through  fire  I  will,  for  tiiy  fweet  fake. 

Tranfparent  Helena!  Natttre  here  ffliows  art, 

That  through  thy  bofom  makes  me  fee  thy  lieart. 

Where  is  Demetrius  ?  O,  how  fit  a  word 

Is  that  vile  name,  to  perifli  on  ray  fword  !  \ 

Hel.  Do  not  fay  fo,  Lyfander ;  fay  not  fo  t 
What  though  he  love  your  Hermia?  Lord,  ^mhsx  though?     *1 
Yet  Hermia  ftifl  toves  you :  iSien  beoontent.  i 

I 
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Lrs.  Content  inith  Hennia?  No;  I  dp  irepent 
The  tedims  minutes  I  with  her  haye  ipent^ 
Not  Her mia,  but  Helena  I  love  ; 
Who  will  not  change  a  raven  for  a  dove  ^ 
The  will  of  man  is  by  his  reafon  fway'd  ; 
And  reafon  fays  you  are  the  worthier  maidt 
Things  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  feafoQ ; 
So  I,  being  young,  till  now  rqie  not  to  reafon ; 
And  touching  now  the  point  of  human  ikill, 
Reafon  becomes  the  marfhal  to  my  will. 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes;  where  I  o'erlook 
Love's  florieSy  written  in  love's  richeil  book. 

Hml.  Wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  mockery  bom^ 
When,  at  yoiu:  hands,  did  I  deferve  this  fcorn  i 
Is*t  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,  young  man, 
That  I  did  never,  no,  nor  never  can, 
Deferve  a  fweet  look  from  Demetrius*  eye. 
But  you  muft  flout  my  infufficiency  ? 
CJood  troth,  you  do  me  wrong,  good  footh,  you  do, 
In  llich  difdainful  manner  me  to  woo. 
But  fare  you  well  2  perforce  I  muft  confefs, 
I  thought  you  lord  of  more  true  gentlenefsi* 
O,  that  a  lady,  of  one  man  refua'd» 
Should,  of  another,  therefore  be  abus'd  I  [Exit. 

Lrs.  She  fees  not  Hermia : — Hermia,  fleep  thou  there  j 
And  never  may'ft  thou  come  Lyfander  n^ar ! 
For,  M  a  furfcit  of  the  fweeteft  things 
The  deepeft  loathing  to  the  ftomach  brings; 
Or,  as  the  herefies,  that  men  do  leave. 
Are  hated  moft  of  thofe  they  did  deceive  j 
So  thou,  my  furfeit,  and  my  herefy. 
Of  all  be  bated ;  but  the  moft  of  me ! 
And  all  my  powers,  addrefs  your  love  and  mighty 
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To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  knight !  [£»/• 

Her.  [starting J\YiAp  me,Lyfander,helpme  I  do  thy beft. 
To  pluck  this  crawling  ferpent  from  my  breaft ! 
Ah  me,  for  pity ! — ^what  a  dream  was  here  ? 
Lyfander,  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear  : 
Methought,  a  ferpent  eat  my  heart  away, . 
And  you  fat  fmihng  at  his  cruel  prey : — j 
Lyfander !  what,  removed  ?  Lyfander  I  lord! 
What,  out  of  hearing  ?  gone  ?  no  found,  no  word  ? 
Alack,  where  are  you  ?  fpeak,  an  if  you  hear  j 
Speak,  of  all  loves ;  I  fwoon  almoft  with  fear. 
No  ? — ^then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh : 
Either  death,  or  you,  I'll  find  immediately.  [jEjtiV, 

ACT  III. 
SCENE  L    Tie  fame.    The  ^een  of  Fcdries  lying  afUep. 
Enter  ^ince^  Snug,  Bottom,  Flute,  Snout,  and 

STARjrSLlNQ, 

BoT.  Are  we  all  met  ? 

^iN.  Pat>  pat ;  and  here's  a  marvellous  convenient 
place  for  our  rehearfal :  This  green'  plot  fhall  be  our 
ftage,  this  hawthorn  brake  our  tyring-houfe ;  and  we 
will  do  it  in  aftion,  as  we  will  do  it  before  the  duke. 

BoT.  Peter  Quince, — 

^iN.  What  fay'ft  thou,  bully  Bottom  ? 

BoT.  There  are  things  in  this  comedy  of  Pyramus  and 
fbi/by,  that  will  never  pleafe.  Firft,  Pyramus  muil  draw 
a  fword  to  kill  himfelf ;  which  the  ladies  cannot  abide* 
How  anfwer  you  that  ? 

SNOtiT.  By'rlakin,  a  parlous  fear. 

Star.  I  beheve,  we  muft  leave  the  killing  out,  when 
f^l  is  done. 
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Bor.  Not  a  whit;  I  have  a  device  to  make  all  well. 
Write  me  a  prologue :  and  let  the  prologue  feexn  to  fay, 
iwe  will  do  no  harm  with  our  fwords ; jmd  that  Pyramus 
is  not  killed  indeed :  and,  for  the  more  better  affurance, 
tell  them,  that  I  Pyramus  am  not  Pyramus,  but  Bottom 
the  weaver  :  This  will  put  them  out  of  fear. 

^iN.  Well,  we  will  have  fuch  a  prologue ;  and  it  fhall 
be  written  in  eight  and  fix. 

Bor.  No,  make  it  two  more ;  let  it  be  written  in  eight 
and  eight. 

Snout.  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afeard  of  the  lion  ?  . 

Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promife  you, 

BoT.  Mailers,  you  ought  to  confider  with  yourfelves  : 
to  bring  in,  God  ihield  us !  a  lion  among  ladies,  is  a 
moft  dreadful  thing :  for  there  is  not  a  more  fearful 
wild-fowl  than  your  lion,  living ;  and  we  ought  to  look 
to  it. 

Snout.  Therefore,  another  prologue  muft  tell,  he  is 
not  a  lion. 

BoT.  Nay,  ybu  mud  name  his  name,  and  half  his  face 
muft  be  feen  through  the  lion's  neck ;  and  he  himfelf 
muft  fpeak  through,  faying  thus,  or  to  the  fame  defed, 
— ^Ladies,  or  fair  ladies,  I  would  wifli  you,  or,  I  would 
requeft  you,  or,  I  would  entreat  you,  not  to  fear,  not 
to  tremble  :  my  life  for  yours.  If  you  think  I  come 
hither  as  a  lion,  it  were  pity  of  my  life :  No,  I  am  no 
fuch  thing ;  I  am  a  man  as  other  men  are : — and  there, 
indeed,  let  him  name  his  name ;  and  tell  them  plainly, 
he  is  Snug  the  joiner. 

^iN.  Well,  it  fhall  be  fo.  But  there  is  two  hard 
things;  that  is,  to  bring  the  moon-light  into  a  chamber  : 
for  you  know,  Pyramus  and  Thifby  meet  by  moon-light. 

Snug,  Doth  the  moon  ihine,that  night  we  play  ourpl?y  ? 
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BoT.  A  calendar,  a  calendar !  look  in  tbe  almanack ; 
find  out  moon-'fhme,  find  out  nKxm*i}nne. 

j^/jr.  Yes,  it  dqth  fhine  that  night. 

BoT.  Why,  then  you  may  leaTe  a  cafemeat  of  the 
great  chamber  window,  where  we  play,  open  ;  amd  the 
moon  may  (hine  in  at  the  cafement. 

^iN.  Ay ;  or  elfe  one  muft  come  in  with  a  bufh  of 
thorns  and  a  lanthom,  and  fay,  he  comes  to  disfigure,  or 
to  prefent,  the  perfon  of  moon-ihine.  Then,  there  is 
another  thing  :•  we  muft  have  a  wall  in  the  great  cham- 
ber ;  for  Pyramus  and  Thilby,  fays  the  ftory,  did  talk 
through  the  chink  of  a  wall. 

Si^vo.  You  never  can  bring  in  a  walL*-— What  fay  you, 
Bottom  ? 

BoT.  Some  man  or  other  muft  prefent  wall :  and  let 
him  have  fome  plafter,  or  fome  lome,  or  fome  rougb* 
caft  about  him,  to  fignify  wall ;  or  let  him  hold  his  fin- 
gers thuS)  and  through  that  cranny  fliaU  Pyramus  and 
Thilby  whifper. 

S^iN.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come,  fit  down, 

every  mother's  fon,  and  rehearfe  your  parts.     Pyramus, 

you  begin :  when  you  have  fpoken  your  fpeech,  enter 

into  that  brake ;  and  fo  every  one  according  to  his  cue. 

Enter  Puck  behind. 

Puck.  What  hempen  home-fpuns  have  we  fwaggering 
So  near  the  cradle  of  the  fairy  queen  ?  [here, 

What,  a  play  toward  ?  1*11  be  an  auditor ; 
An  ador  too,  perhaps,  if  I  fee  caufe. 

^iN.  Speak,  Pyramus ; — ^Thifl)y,  ftand  forth. 

PrR.  Tbi/by^  tbe  flowers  of  odious  fctvours  feueet^-^^ 

^iN.  Odours,  odours, 

Ptk.   odours  favours  fiveet  : 

S0  dotb  thy  breathy  my  dearefi  ^bifby  dear.^^ 


MJhSVMMMR-NJOMT^S  DKEAM.  537 

I      But^  hurk^  a  wice!  Jlay  tbau  but  here  a  wbile^ 

And  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  [Emt^ 

Puck.  A  ftranger  Pyninus  than  e'er  play'd  here ! 

[afide. — Eadt. 
B  Tbis.  Muil  I  fpeak  now  ? 

^jn'.  Ay,  marry,  muft  ycni :  for  you  muft  under- 
I  ftand,  he  goes  but  to  fee  a  noiie  that  he  heard,  and  is 
r       to  come  agam. 

{  ^HMS.  Mofi  radiant  Pyramas,  mqfi  lify-wbite  (ffbue^ 

I  Cf  colour  Hie  the  red  rofe  on  triumphant  brier ^ 

j        Mq/l  brijky  juvenaly  and  eke  moft  lovely  Jew, 

As  true  as  truejl  horfe^  that  yet  would  never  tire^ 
Til  meet  thee^  Pyramus^  at  Ninn/s  tomb. 

^iN.  Ninus'  tomb,  man :  Why  you  muft  not  fpeak 
I        that  yet ;  that  you  anfwer  to  Pyramus :  you  fpeak  all 
,        your  part  at  once,  cues  and  all, — .Pyramus  enter ;  your 
cue  is  pad ;  it  is,  never  tire. 

Re-enter  Puck,  and  Bottom  with  an  af/s  bead. 
I'm  IS.  O, — As  true  as  trueft  borfe,  that  yet  would  never  tire. 
Ptr.  If  I  were/air,  ^hi/by,  I  were  only  thine  :— 
^iN.  O  monftrous !  O  ftrange  I  we  are  haunted.  Pray, 
mailers  !  fly,  matters !  help  I  [Exeunt  CLOtnr$. 

Puck.  PU  follow  you,  I'll  lead  you  about  a  round. 
Through  bog,  through  bufh,  through  brake,  through 
Sometime  a  horfe  PU  be,  fometime  a  hound^        [brier ; 

A  hog,  a  headlefs  bear,  fometime  a  fire ; 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  roar,  and  bum. 
Like  horfe,  hound,  hog,  bear,  fire,  at  every  turn.  [Exit 
BoT.  Why  do  they  run  away  ?  this  is  a  knavery  of 
them,  to  make  me  afeard. 

Be-enter  Snout. 
Snout.  O  Bottom,  thou  art  changed  I  what  do  I  fee 
on  thee  ? 


SZ9  MIDSUMMBR'NIOHT^S  DRSAM. 

BoT.  What  do  you  fee  ?  you  fee  an  afs'  head  of  ycmr 
own ;  Do  you  ? 

R^^^nter  ^iNCJB. 
^in.  Blefs  thee.  Bottom !  blefs  thee !  thou  art  tranf^ 
lated.  [£»r. 

Bor,  I  fee  their  knavery :  this  is  to  make  an  ais   of 
me ;  to  fright  me,  if  they  could«   But  I  will  not  ftir  from 
this  place,  do  what  they  can :  I  will  walk  up  and  down 
here,  and  I  will  iing,  that  they  fhall  hear  I  am  not  a- 
fraid.  [<SM|fx. 

The  oufelrcock^fo  black  of  hue  ^ 

With  orange-tawny  bill, 
Tie  throjllc  with  his  notefo  true^ 
lie  wren  with  little  quill; 
TiTA.  What  angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowery  bed  ? 

BoT.  lie  finch,  thejparrow,  and  the  lari^ 

Thepkun-fong  cuckoo  gray, 
Whofe  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark^ 

And  dares  not  anfwer,  nay; — 
for,  indeed,  who  would  fet  his  wit  to  fo  fooliih  a  bird  ? 
who  would  give  a  bird  the  lie,  though  he  cry,  cuckoo^ 
never  fo  ? 

TCiTA.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  mortal,  fing  again  2 
Mine  ear  is  much  enamoured  of  thy  note. 
So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  fhape  ; 
And  thy  fair  virtue's  force  perforce  doth  move  me. 
On  the  firft  view,  to  fay,  to  fwear,  I  love  thee. 

Bot.  Methinks,  miflxels,  you  fliould  have  little  reafon 
for  that :  And  yet,  to  fay  the  truth,  reafon  and  love  keep 
little  company  together  npw-a-days:  The  more  the  pity, 
that  fome  honeft  neighbours  will  npt  make  them  friends* 
Nay,  I  can  gleek,  upon  occafion. 
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ftiTA.  Thou  art  as  wife  as  thou  art  beautiful. 

Bor.  Not  fo,  neither :  but  if  I  had  wit  enough  to  get 
out  of  this  wood,  I  have  enough  to  ferve  mine  own  turn* 

7/r^.  Out  of  this  wood  do  not  defire  to  go ; 
Thou  fhalt  remain  here  whether  thou  wilt  or  no, 
I  am  a  fpirit,  of  no  common  rate ; 
The  fummer  ftill  doth  tend  upon  my  ftate. 
And  I  do  love  thee :  therefore,  go  with  me ;  ^ 
1*11  give  thee  fairies  to  attend  on  thee ; 
And  they  fhall  fetch  thee  jewels  from  the  deep. 
And  iing,  while  thou  on  prefled  flowers  dofl  ileep : 
And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  groflhefs  fo, 
That  thou  fhalt  like  an  airy  fpirit  go.— 
Peas-bloffom !  Cobweb !  Moth !  and  Muflard-feed ! 
Enter  four  Fairies. 

1.  Fai.  Ready. 

2.  Fai.  And  I. 

3.  Fai.  And  I. 

4.  Fai.  Where  fhall  we  go  ? 

l^iTA.  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gentleman ; 
Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes ; 
Feed  him  with  apricocks,  and  dewberries. 
With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mulberries  j 
The  honey-bags  fleal  from  the  humble-bees. 
And,  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worm's  eyes, 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arife ; 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies. 
To  fan  the  moon-beams  from  his  fleeping  eyes : 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him,  courtefies, 

1,  Fai.  Hail,  mortal! 

2,  Fai.  Hail ! 

3,  loij.  Hail! 
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4.  F-rfj:  Hail  I 

Bor.  I  cry  your  wodhips  mercy,  heartily.— I  befiDech, 
your  worihip's  nanie. 

Cob.  Cobwebw 

Bor.  I  fhall  defire  you  of  more  acquaintance,  gpoi 
mailer  Cobweb  :  If  I  cut  my  finger,  I  (hall  make  bold 
with  you. — ^Your  name,  honeft  gentleman? 

Peas.  Peas-bloflbm* 

BoT.  I  pray  you,  commend  me  to  miftiefs  Sqnafli, 
your  mother,  and  to  mailer  Peafcod,  your  &ther.  Good 
mailer  Peas-bloi£>m,  I  ihall  defire  you  of  more  acquaint- 
ance too. — Your  name,  I  befeech  you,  fir  ? 

Mus.  Muilard-feed, 

Bor.  Good  mailer  Muilard-feed,  I  know  your  patience 
well :  that  fame  cowardly,  giant-Uke,  ox-beef  hath  de- 
voured many  a  gentleman  of  your  houfe :  I  promiie 
you,  your  kindred  hath  made  my  eyes  water  ere  now. 
I  defire  you  more  acquaintance,  good  mafter  Muilard- 
feed. 

^iTA.  Come,  wait  upon  him ;  lead  him  to  my  bower. 

The  moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  wat'ry  eye  ; 
And  when  ihe  weeps,  weeps  every  little  flower^ 

Lamenting  fome  enforced  chaility. 

Tie  up  my  love's  tongue,  bring  him  iilently.  [£raraf. 

SCENE  II.   jimtber  part  of  tie  Wood. 
Enter  Obmron. 
Obb,  I  wonder,  if  Titania  be  awak'd ; 
Then,  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye. 
Which  ihe  muft  dote  on  in  extremity. 

Enter  Puck. 

Here  comes  my  meilenger ^How^now,  mad  fpirh  \ 

What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  grove  ? 
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Pucr.  My  miftrefs  widi  a  moiifter  is  in  love, 
Near  to  her  ciofe  and  confecrated  bower, 
"While  (he  i^ras  ta  her  dull  and  deeping  hour, 
A  crew  of  patches,  rude  mechanicak, 
That  work  for  bread  upon  Athenian  fiaUs^ 
Were  met  tocher  to  rehearfe  a  play. 
Intended  for  great  Theieus*  nuptial  day. 
The  flialloweft  thick-(kin  of  that  barren  fbit, 
Who  Pyraimis  prefented,  in  their  fpoit 
Forfook  his  fcene,  and  ^iter'd  in  a  brake : 
When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take. 
An  afs's  nowl  I  fixed  on  his  head ; 
Anon,  his  Thilbe  muft  be  anIVered, 
And  forth  my  mimick  comes  :  When  diey  him  f^, 
A&  wild  geefe  that  the  creeping  fowier  cyc;, 
Or  rnilet^pated  dioughs^  many  in  ibrt, 
Rifing  and  cawing  at  the  gun's  report 
Sever  themfeives,  and  madly  iweep  the  &y ; 
So,  at  his  fight,  away  his  fellows  fly : 
And,  at  our  ftan^,  here  o'er  and  o^er  one  falls 9 
He  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  cafls. 
Their  fenfe,  this  weak,  loft  with  their  fears,  thus  ftnmg^ 
Made  fenfeie^  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong : 
For  briers  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  fiiatch ; 
Some,  :£leeve5 ;  fome,  hats :  IromyielderBaHi  diingscalch. 
I  led  them  on  in  diis  diilraded  &ar. 
And  left  f-weet  Pjrramus  tranflated  then : 
^^en  in  t^t  moment  (fo  it  came  to  pa&,) 
Titania  wak'd,  and  flraightway  lov'd  an  ais. 

Obs.  This  £dls  out  better  than  I  could  devile. 
But  hafl  thou  yet  iMch'd  the  Athenian's  eyes 
With  the  love-juice,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do^ 

PucK.ltmiLkimSkc^m^^^^ 
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And  the  Athenian  woman  by  his  fide ; 
That,  when  he  wakM,  of  force  £he  muft  be  ey'd- 
^*  Enter  Dbmbtrivs  and  Hermia. 

Ore.  Stand  clofe  ;  this  is  the  fame  Athenian. 

Puck.  This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 

Dem.  O,  why  rebuke  ye  him  that  loves  you  £o  ? 
Lay  breath  fo  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 

Her.  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  (hould  ufe  thee  \Forfe  ; 
For  thou,  I  fear,  haft  given  me  caufe  to  curfe. 
If  thou  haft  flain  Lyfander  in  his  fleep. 
Being  o'er  Ihoes  in  blood,  plunge  in  the  de^. 
And  kill  me  too. 

The  fun  was  not  fo  true  unto  the  day. 
As  he  to  me  :  Would  he  have  ftol'n  away 
From  fleeping  Hermia  ?  Til  believe  as  foon. 
This  whole  earth  may  be  bor'd ;  and  that  the  moon 
May  through  the  centre  creep,  and  fo  difpleafe 
Her  brother's  noon-tide  with  the  Antipodes. 
It  cannot  be,  but  thou  haft  murder'd  him ; 
So  fliould  a  murderer  look ;  fo  dead,  fo  grim. 

Dem.  So  fhould  the  murder'd  look ;  and  fo  fhould  I, 
Pierc'd  through  the  heart  with  your  ftem  cruelty : 
Yet  you,  the  murderer,  look  as  bright,  as  clear. 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  fphere. 

Her.  What's  this  to  my  Lyfander  ?  where  is  he  ? 
Ah,  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  give  him  me  ? 

Dem.  I  had  rather  give  his  carcafe  to  my  hoimds. 

Her.  Out,  dog !  out,  cur !  thou  driv'ft  me  paft  the 
bounds 
Of  maiden's  patience.     Haft  thou  flain  him  then  ? 
Henceforth  be  never  number'd  among  men ! 
O  !  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for  my  fake  ; 
Durft  thou  have  look'd  upon  him,  being  awake. 
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And  haft  thou  kill'd  him  fleeping  ?  O  brave  touch  ! 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  adder,  do  fo  much  ? 
An  adder  did  it ;  for  with  doubler  tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  ferpent,  never  adder  ftung. 

Dbm.  Tou  fpend  your  palfion  on  a  mifpris'd  mood : 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Lyfander's  blood ; 
Nor  is  he  dead,  for  aught  that  I  can  telL 

Her.  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  then  that  he  is  well. 
Dem.  An  if  I  could,  what  ihould  I  get  therefore  i 
Her.  a  privilege,  never  to  fee  me  more. — 
And  from  thy  hated  prefence  part  I  fo : 
See  me  no  more,  whether  he  be  dead  or  no.  [Exit. 

Dem.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  vein : 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 
So  forrow's  heavinefs  doth  heavier  grow 
For  debt  that  bankrupt  fleep  doth  forrow  owe ; 
Which  now  in  fome  flight  meafure  it  will  pay. 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  fome  ftay.         [Lies  down. 
Ore.  What  haft  thou  done  ?  thou  haft  miftaken  quite. 
And  laid  the  love-juice  on  fome  true-love's  fight : 
Of  thy  mifprifion  muft  perforce  enfue 
Some  true  love  tum'd,  and  not  a  falfe  tum'd  true. 
PucR.  Then  fate  o'er-rules ;  that,  one  man  holding 
troth, 
A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Ore.  About  the  wood  go  fwifter  than  the  wind. 
And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  find : 
All  fancy-fick  flie  is,  and  pale  of  cheer 
With  fighs  of  love,  that  coft  the  frefli  blood  dear : 
By  fome  illufion  fee  thou  bring  her  here ; 
rU  charm  his  eyes,  againft  ftie  do  appear. 

Puck.  I  go,  I  go ;  look,  how  I  go  ; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tarur's  bow,  fE«V. 
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Om£.  Flower  of  this  purple  dye. 
Hit  with  Guptd*s  archery. 
Sink  in  apple  of  his  eye  ! 
When  his  lore  he  doth  efpy, 
Let  her  fliine  as  glorioufly 
As  the  Venus  of  the  &y_ 
When  thou  wak'ft,  if  flie  be  by, 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 

Rc'-ent^r  Pucr. 
PvcK.  Captain  of  our  fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand ; 
And  the  youth,  miftook  by  me. 
Pleading  for  a  lover's  fee  ; 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  fee  ^ 
Lord,  what  fools  thefe  mortals  be  ! 

Obe.  StSHul  afide :  the  noife  they  make, 
Will  caiife  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puck.  Then  will  two,  at  once,  woo  one ; 
That  muft  needs  be  fport  alone : 
And  thofe  things  do  bed  pleafe  roe. 
That  befal  prepofteroufly,  ,  *  . 

Enter  Ltsander  €md  Helena. 
Lr^.  Why  fliould  you  think,  that  I  fiiould  woo  in  icorn? 
Scorn  and  derifion  never  come  in  tears : 
Look,  when  I  vow,  J  weep ;  and  vows  fo  bom, 

In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  thefe  things  in  me  foem  feom  to  yon. 
Bearing  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true  ? 
Hsi.  You  do  advance  your  cunning  more  and  more. 
When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devilifh-holy  fray ! 
Thefe  vows  are  Hermia's ;  Will  you  give  her  o*er  ? 

Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you  will  nothing  wdgfi  : 
Yoor  vows,  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  fcaies^ 
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Will  even  weigh  ;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lrs.  I  had  no  judgement,  when  to  her  I  fwore. 

Hel.  Nor  none,  in  my  mind,  now  you  give  her  o'er* 

Lrs.  Demetrius  loves  her,  and  he  loves  not  you. 

Dem.  [awaking.']  O  Helen,  goddefs,  nymph,  perfect,  di- 
To  what,  my  Uve,  fhall  I  compare  thine  eyne  ?    [vine  ! 
Cryftal  is  muddy.     O,  how  ripe  in  fhow 
Thy  lips,  thofe  killing  cherries,  tempting  grow  ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taurus'  fnow, 
Fann'd  with  the  eaftem  wind,  turns  to  a  crow. 
When  thou  hold'ft  up  thy  hand  :  O  let  me  kifs 
This  princefs  of  pure  white,  this  feal  of  blifs  ! 

Hel.  O  fpite  !  O  hell !  I  fee  you  all  are  bent 
To  fet  againfl  me,  for  your  merriment. 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtefy. 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury^ 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  dp,     , 
But  you  muft  join,  in  fouls,  to  mock  me  too  ? 
If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  fhow, 
You  would  not  ufe  a  gentle  lady  fo ; 
To  vow,  and  fwear,  and  fuperpraife  my  .parti, 
When,  I  am  fure,  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts^ 
You  both  are  rivals,  and  love  Hermia ; 
And  now  both  xivals,  to  mock  Helena  2 
A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprife. 
To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maid's  eyes^ 
With  your  derifion !  none,  of  noble  fdrt, 
Would  fo  offend  a  virgin ;  and  extort 
A  poor  fours  patience,  all  to  make  you  fport; 

Lrs^  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius  j  be  not  fo  j 
For  you  love  Hermia ;  this,  you  know,  J  know : 
And  here,  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart, 
In  Hermia's  love  I  yield  you  up  my  part ; 
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And  yours  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath. 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

Hbl.  Never  did  mockers  wafte  more  idle  breatb* 

Dbm.  Lyfander,  keep  thy  ijlermia ;  I  will  none  2 
If  e'er  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  love  is  gone. 
My  heart  with  her  but,  as  gueft-wife,  fojoum'd  ; 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  retum'd. 
There  to  remain. 

Lrs.  Helen,  it  is  n6t  fo. 

Dbm.  Difparage  not  the  faith  thou  doft  not  know^ 
Left,  to  thy  peril,  thou  aby  it  dear. — 
Look,  whdre  thy  love  comes ;  yonder  is  thy  dear. 

Enter  Hbrmia. 

Hbr.  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  fundion  takes^ 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehenfion  makes ; 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  fenfe, 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompencc  :— -- 
Thou  art  hot  by  tnine  eye,  Lyfander,  found  j 
Mine  ear,  I  thank  it,  brought  me  to  thy  found. 
But  why  unkindly  didft  thou  leave  me  fo  ? 

Lrs.  Why  (hould  he  ftay,  whom  love  doth  prefs  to  go  ? 

Hbr4  What  love  could  prefs  Lyfander  from  my  fide  I 

Lrs.  Lyfander's  love,  that  would  not  let  him  bide, 
Fair  Helena;  who  more  engilds  the  night 
Than  all  yon  fiery  oes  and  eyes  of  lights 
Why  feek'ft  thou  me  ?  could  not  this  make  thee  know, 
The  hate  I  be^r  thee  made;  me  leave  thee  fo  ? 

Hbr.  You  fpeak  not  as  you  think ;  it  cannot  be. 

Hbl.  Lo,  flie  is  one  of  this  confederacy  ! 
Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoined,  all  three. 
To  fafhion  this  jfalfe  fport  in  fpite  of  me. 
Injurious  Hermia !  moft  ungrateful  maid ! 
Have  you  confpir'd,  have  you  with  diefe  contrived 
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TTo  bait  me  with  this  foul  derifion  ? 
-  Is  all  the  counfel  that  we  too  have  fhar'd. 

The  fifters*  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  fpent^ 
\    "When  we  have  chid  the  hafty-footed  time 

For  parting  us, — ^O,  and  is  all  forgot  ? 
;    All  fchool-days*  friendfhip,  childhood  innocence  ? 
We,  Hermia,  like  two  artificial  gods, 
Have  with  our  neelds  created  both  one  flower, 
Both  on  one  fampler,  fitting  on  one  cufliion, 
Both  warbling  of  one  fong,  both  in  one  key ; 
As  if  our  hands,  our  fides,  voices,  and  minds. 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  feeming  parted ; 
But  yet  a  union  in  partition, 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  ftem : 
So,  with  two  feeming  bodies,  but  one  heart  j 
Two  of  the  firft,  like  coats  in  heraldry. 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  creft. 
And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  love  afunder, 
To  join  with  men  in  fcoming  your  poor  friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly  : 
Oujr  fex,  as  well  as  I,  may  chide  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  pafiionate  words : 
I  fcom  you  not  j  it  feems  that  you  fcom  me. 

Hel.  Have  you  not  fet  LyfaTider,  as  in  fcom. 
To  follow  me,  and  praife  my  eyes  and  face  ? 
And  made  your  other  love,  Demetrius, 
(Who  even  but  now  did  fpum  me  with  his  foot,) 
To  call  me  goddefs,  nymph,  divine,  and  rare. 
Precious,  celeftial  ?  Wherefore  fpeaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ?  And  wherefore  doth  Lyfander 
Deny  your.  Ipve,  fo  rich  within  his  foul, 
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And  tender  me»  forfooth,  affection ; 
But  by  your  fetting  on,  by  your  confent  ? 
What  though  I  be  not  fo  in  grace  as  you, 
So  hung  upon  with  love,  fo  fortunate  ; 
But  miferable  mod,  to  love  unlov'd  ? 
This  you  fhould  pity,  rather  than  defpife. 

Her.  I  underftand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 

Hbl.  Ay,  do,  perfever,  counterfeit  fad  looks. 
Make  mows  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  back  ; 
Wink  at  each  other ;  hold  the  fweet  jeft  up  : 
This  fport,  well  carried,  fhall  be  chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners. 
You  would  not  make  me  fuch  an  argument. 
But,  fare  ye  well :  *tis  partly  mine  own  fault ; 
Which  death,  or  abfence,  foon  (hall  remedy. 

Lrs.  Stay,  gentle  Helena ;  hear  my  excufe  ; 
My  love,  my  life,  my  foul,  fair  Helena ! 

JIbl.  O  excellent ! 

Her.  Sweet,  do  not  fcom  her  fo^ 

JDem.  If  fhe  cannot  entreat,  I  can  compel. 

Lrs.  Thou  canft  compel  no  more  than  (he  entreat ; 
Thy  threats  have  no-fxiore  ftrength,  than  her  weak  pray- 
Helen,  I  love  thee  ;  by  my  life,  I  do  ;  [ers— 

I  (wear  by  that  which  I  wilHofe  for  thee, 
To  prove  him  falfe,  that  fays  I  love  thee  not. 

Dem.  I  fay,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 

Lrs.  If  thou  fay  fo,  withdraw,  and  prove  it  too. 

Dem.  Quick,  come,— 

Her.  Lyfander,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 

Lrs.  Away,  you  Ethiop  ! 

Dem.  No,  no,  fir : — ^he  will 
Seem  to  break  loofe ;  take  on,  as  you  would  follow  j 
But  yet  come  not :  You  are  ^  tame-man^  go  I 
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Lrs.  Hang  o£F,  thou  cat,  thou  burr :  vile  thing,  let 
Or  I  will  fhaJce  mee  from  me,  like  a  ferpent.        [loofe ; 

Her.  Why  are  you  grown  fo  rude  ?  What  change  is 
Sweet  love  ?  [this. 

Lrs.  Thy  love  ?  out,  tawny  Tartar,  out ! 
Out,  loathed  medicine  !  hated  potion,  hence  ! 

Her.  Do  you  not  jeft  ? 

Hel.  Yes,  'footh  j  and  fo  do  you. 

Lrs.  Demetrius,  I  will  keep  my  word  with  thee, 

Dem.  I  would,  I  had  your  bond  :  for,  I  perceive, 
A  weak  bond  holds  you ;  I'll  not  truft  your  word, 

Lrs.  What,  ihoukl  I  hurt  her,  ftrike  her,  kill  her  dead? 
Although  I  hate  her,  1*11  not  harm  her  to. 

Her.  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm,  than  hate  ? 
Hate  me !  wherefore  ?  O  me !  what  news,  my  love  ? 
Am  not  I  Hcrmia  ?  Are  not  you  Lyfander  ? 
I  aim  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  erewhile. 
Since  night,  you  lov'd  me ;  yet,  fince  night,  you  left  me ; 
Why,  then  you  left  me, — O,  the  gods  forbid  !— », 
In  earneft,  (hall  I  fay  ? 

Jjrs\  Ay,  by  my  Ufe  ; 
And  never  did  defire  to  fee  thee  more. 
Therefore,  be  out  of  hope,  of  queftion,  doubt. 
Be  certain,  nothing  truer ;  'tis  no  jeft. 
That  I  do  hate  thee,  and  love  IJelena. 

Her.  O  me  !  you  juggler  !  you  canker-bloflbm  \ 
You  thief  of  love  !  what,  have  you  come  by  night, 
And  ftoPn  my  love's  heart  from  him  ? 

Hel.  Fine,  i'faith ! 
Have  you  no  modefty,  no  maiden  (hame. 
No  touch  of  bafhftilnefs  ?  What,  will  you  tear 
Impatient  anfwers  from  my  gentle  tongue  ? 
Fie,  fie !  you  counterfeit,  you  puppet,  you  \ 
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Her^  Puppet !  why  fo  ?  Ay,  that  way  goes  the  game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  fhe  hath  made  compare 
Between  our  ftatures,  ihe  hath  urg'd  her  height ; 
And  with  her  perfonage,  her  tall  perfonage. 
Her  height,  forfooth,  flie  hath  prevailed  with  hini. — • 
And  are  you  grown  fo  high  in  his  efleem, 
Becaufe  I  am  fo  dwarfifh,  and  fo  low  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  maypole  ?  fpeak ; 
How  low  am  I  ?  I  am  not  yet  fo  low. 
But  that  my  nails  can  reach  unto  thine  eyes. 

Hbl.  I  pray  you,  though  you  mock  me,  gentlemen, 
Let  her  not  hurt  me :  I  was  never  curft ; 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  fhrewifhnefs ; 
I  am  a  right  maid  for  my  cowardice ; 
Let  her  not  ilrike  me :  You,  perhaps,  may  think, 
Becaufe  Ihe's  fomething  lower  than  myfelf. 
That  I  can  match  her. 

Her.  Lower !  hark,  again. 

Hel.  Good  Hermia,  do  not  be  fo  bitter  with  me^ 
I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia, 
Did  ever  keep  your  counfels,  never  wrongM  you  j 
Save  that,  in  love  unto  Demetrius, 
I  told  him  of  your  flealth  unto  this  wood  : 
He  foUow'd  you ;  for  love,  I  followed  him. . 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence ;  and  threaten'd  mo 
To  ftrike  me,  fpum  me,  nay,  to  kill  me  too ; 
And  now,  fp  you  will  let  me  qxiiet  go. 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back, 
And  follow  you  no  further :  Let  me  go : 
You  fee  how  fimple  and  how  fond  I  am. 

Her.  Why,  get  you  gone :  Who  is't  that  hinders  you? 

Hel.  a  foolifh  heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind. 

jflER.  What,  with  Lyfander  ? 


MIDSUMMSR^NIGHT^S  DREAM.  551 

JffsL.  With  Demetrius. 

Z»rs.'  Be  not  afraid  ?  flie  (hall  not  harm  thee,  Helena. 
Z>EM.  No,  fir ;  flie  fhall  not,  though  you  take  her  part, 
Hbl.  O,  when  fhe's  angry,  (he  is  keen  and  fhrewd  : 
She  was  a  vixen,  when  fhe  went  to  fchool ; 
And,  though  fhe  be  b\>t  Uttle,  (he  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  again  ?  nothing  but  low  and  little  ^-^ 
Why  will  you  fufFer  her  to  flout  me  thus  ? 
LiCt  me  come  to  her. 

Lrs.  Get  you  gone,  you  dwarf; 
You  miiiimus,  of  hind'ring  knot-grafs  made  j 
You  bead,  you  acoriu 

Dem.  You  are  too  officious. 
In  her  behalf  that  fcoms  your  fervices. 
Let  her  alone ;  fpeak  not  of  Helena  j 
Take  not  her  part :  for  if  thou  dofl  intend 
Never  fo  Httle  fhowof  love  to  her, 
Thou  fhalt  aby  it. 

Lrs.  Now  fhe  holds  me  not ; 
Now,  follow,  if  thou  dar'fl,  to  try  whofe  right, 
Or  thine  or  mine,  is  mofl  in  Helena. 

J)em.  Follow  ?  nay,  PU  go  with  thee,  cheek  by  jole. 

[Exeunt  Lrs.  and  Dem^ 
Her.  You,  miftrefs,  ail  this  coil  is  long  of  you; 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

Hel.  I  will  not  trufl  you,  I ; 
Nor  longer  flay  in  your  curfl  company. 
Your  hands,  than  mine,  are  quicker  for  a  fray  j 
My  legs  are  Longer  though,  to  run  away.  [Exit. 

Her.  I  am  amazM,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

[Exit,  purjuing  Helena^ 
Obe.  This  is  thy  negligence :  fUU  thou  miflak'fl, 
Or  elfe  commit'ft  thy  knaveries  wilfully. 
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Puck.  Believe  me,  king  of  ihadows,  I  miftook. 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  fhould  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  gstrments  he  had  on? 
And  fp  far  blan^eleis  proves  'my  enterprizc. 
That  I  have  'nointed  an  Athenian's  eyes : 
And  fo  far  am  I  glad  it  fo  did  foft, 
As  this  their  jangling  I  efteem  a  fpor^. 

Obb.  Thou  feeft,  thefe  lovers  feek  a  place  to  fight : 
Hie  therefore,  Robin,  overcaft  the  night  j 
The  ftarry  welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping  fog,  as  black  as  Acheron ; 
And  lead  thefe  tefty  rivals  fo  aftray. 
As  one  come  not  within  another's  way. 
Like  to  Lyfander  fometime  frame  thy  tongue. 
Then  ftir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wrong ; 
And  fometime  rail  thou, like  Demetrius ; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus. 
Till  o'er  their  brows  death-counterfeiting  fleep 
With  leaden  legs  and  batty  wings  doth  creep : 
Then  crufh  this  herb  into  Lyfander's  eye ; 
Whofe  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property. 
To  take  from  thence  all  error,  with  his  might. 
And  m^ke  his  eye-balls  roll  with  wonted  fight* 
When  they  next  wake,  all  this  derilion 
Shall  feem  a  dream  and  fruitlefs  vifion  j. 
And  back  to  Athens  (hall  the  lovers  wend. 
With  league,  whofe  date  till  death  ihall  never  endi 
Whiles  I  in  this  afiair  do  thee  employ, 
111  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  boy ; 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  eye  releafe 
Jrom  monfter-s  view:  and  all  things  fhall  be  peace. 

Puck.  My  fairy  lord,  this  muft  be  done  with  hafte; 
Jot  3[ii^ht's  fwift  dra^gons  cut  th?  clouds  full  faft, 


Ahd  yonder  ihines  Aurora's  harbinger ; 

At  whofe  approach,  ghofts,  vrandering  here  and  there. 

Troop  home  to  church-yards :  damned  fpirits  all. 

That  in  crofs-ways  and  floods  have  burial. 

Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone ; 

For  fear  lead  day  fhould  look  their  fhames  upon. 

They  wilfully  themfelves  exile  from  light. 

And  muft  for  aye  comfort  with  black-brow'd  night, 

Obe.  But  we  are  fpirits  of  another  fort :. 
I  with  the  morning's  love  have  oft  made  fport ; 
And,  hke'a'forefter,  the  groves  may  tread. 
Even  till  the  eaflem  gate,  all  fiery-red. 
Opening  on  Neptune  with  £aar  blefled  beams. 
Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  falt-green  ftreams. 
But,  notwithftanding,  hafte ;  make  no  delay : 
We  may  tSt&.  this  bufinefs  yet  ere  day.     *    {Exit  Obe^ 
Puck.  Up  and  down,  up  and  down  j 
I  will  lead  them  up  and  down : 
I  am  fear'd  in  field  and  town ; 
Goblin,  lead  them  up  and  down. 
Here  comes  one« 

Enter  Lysander. 

JaTs.  Where  art  thou,proudDemetrius?  fpeakthou  now. 

Puck.  Here, villain;  drawn  and  ready.  Where  art  thou? 

Lrs.  I  will  be  with  thee  ftraight, 

PvcK.  Follow  me  then 
To  plainer  ground.  [Exit  Lrs.  as  following  the  voice. 

Enter  Demezrius, 

Dem.  Lyfander !  fpeak  again. 
Thou  runaway,  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled  ? 
Speak.  In  fome  bufli?  Where  dofl:  thou  hide  thy  head? 

PvcK.  Thou  coward,  art  thou  bragging  to  the  ilars^ 
Telling  the  buflies  that  thou  look'fl:  for  wars, 
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And  wilt  not  come?  Come,  recreant ;  come^  thou  child s 
rU  whip  the  with  a  rod:  Heis  dcfilM, 
That  draws  a  fword  on  thee. 
Dem.  Yea ;  art  thou  there  ? 

Puck.  Follow  my  voice  j  we'll  try  no  manhood  here. 

{Exemm^ 
Re^efUer  Lysander. 
Lrs.  He  goes  before  me,  and  ftill  dares  me  on  j 
When  I  come  where  he  calls,  then  he  his  gone. 
The  villain  is  much  lighter-heePd,  than  l : 
I  followed  faft,  but  fafter  he  did  fly ; 
That  fallen  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way. 
And  here  will  reft  me.     Come,  thou  gentle  day ! 

{Ides  down. 
For  if  but  once  thou  fhow  me  thy  grey  light, 
J'U  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  fpite. 
Re-enter  Puck  and  Demetrius. 
Puck.  Ho,  ho!  ho,  ho!  Coward,  why,  com'ft  thou  not? 
Dem.  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar'ft ;  for  well  I  wot. 
Thou  rimn'ft  before  me,  fhifting  every  place ; 
And  dar'ft  not  ftand,  nor  look  me  in  the  face. 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Puck.  Come  hither ;  I  am  here,  [dear, 

Dem.  Nay;  then  thou  mock'ft  me.  Thou  (halt  buy  this 
If  ever  I  thy  face  by  Hay-light  fee : 
Now,  go  thy  way.  Faintnefs  conftraineth  me 

To  meafure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed 

By  day's  approach  look«to  be  vifited. 

[Lies  dawn  andJUeps, 
Enter  Helena. 
Hel.  O  weary  night,  O  long  and  tedious  night. 
Abate  thy  hours :  fhine,  comforts,  from  the  eaft ; 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens,  by  dayrlight, 
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From  thefe  that  my  poor  company  deteft :— .• 
And,  fleep,  that  fometime  Ihuts  up  forrow's  eye. 
Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  company.  [Sleeps^ 

Fuck.  Yet  but  three  ?  Come  one  mor^  j 
Two  of  both  kinds  makes  up  four. 
Here  flie  comes,  curft,  and  fad : — 
Cupid  is  a  knavifh  lad. 
Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 
Enter  Hermia. 
Her.  Never  fo  weary,  never  fo  in  woe. 

Bedabbled  with  the  dew,  and  torn  with  briers; 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go ; 

My  legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  defires. 
Here  'vnll  I  reft  me,  till  the  break  of  day. 
Heavens  fhield  Lyfander ,  if  they  mean  a  fray !  [Lies  davn^ 
Pucjf.  On  the  ground 
Sleep  found ; 
m  apply 
To  your  eye. 
Gentle  lover,  remedy. 

[Squeezing  the  juice  on  Lys4NDER^s  ey^ 
When  thou  wak'ft, 
Thou  tak'ft 
True  delight 
In  the  fight 
Of  thy  former  lady*s  eye  ; 
And  the  country  proverb  known. 
That  every  man  /hould  take  his  own^ 
In  your  waking  fhall  be  fhown : 
Jack  fhall  have  Jill ; 
Nought  fhall  go  ill ; 
The  man  fhall  have  his  mare  again,  and  all  fhall  be  welK 

[Exit  Pvck.^Dem.  Hel.  ^c.Jleep. 
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SCENE  I.    lie  fame. 
Enter  I'itania  and  Bottom^  Fairies  attending ^ 
Oberon  behind  unfeen. 

I'lTA.  Come,  fit  thee  down  upon  this  flowery  bed. 
While  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  coy, 
And  flick  mufk-rofes  in  thy  fleek  fmooth  head. 
And  kifs  thy  fair  large  ears,  my  gentle  joy, 

Bor.  Where's  Peas-bloflbm  ? 

Peas.  Ready. 

Bor.  Scratch  my  head,  Peas-bldfTom,— Where's  men- 
fieur  Cobweb  ? 

Cob.  Ready. 

BoT.  Monfieur  Cobweb ;  good  monfieur,  get  your  wea- 
pons  in  your  hand,  and  kill  me  a  red-hip*d  humble-bee  on 
the  top  of  a  thiflle ;  and,  good  monfieur,  bring  me  the 
honey-bag.  Do  not  fret  yourfelf  too  much  in  the  adtion, 
monfieur  J  and,  good  monfieur,  have  a  care  the  honey- 
bag  break  not ;  I  would  be  loth  to  have  you  over-flown 
with  a  honey-bag,  fignior — ^Where's  monfieur  Muflard- 
feed? 
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Must.  Ready. 

BoT.  Give  me  your  neif,  monfieur  Muflard-feed,  Pray 
you,  leave  your  courtefy,  good  monfieur. 

Must.  What's  your  will  ?" 

BoT.  Nothing,  good  monfieur,  but  to  help  cavalero 
Cobweb  to  fcratch.  I  mufl  to  the  barber's,  monfieur ; 
for,  methinks,  I  am  marvellous  hairy  about  the  face :  and 
I  am  fuch  a  tender  afs,  if  my  hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I  mufl 
fcratch. 

7/r.f.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  |bmc  mufick',my fweet  love? 
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Bar.  I  have  a  reafonable  good  ear  in  muiick :  let  us 
have  the  tongs  and  the  bones. 

^iTA.  Or,  fay,  fweet  love,  what  thou  defir*fl:  to  eat. 

jBor.  Truly,  a  peck  of  provender;  I  could  munch  your 
good  dry  oats.  Methinks,  I  have  a  great  defire  to  a  bottle 
of  hay :  good  hay,  fweet  hay,  hath  no  fellow. 

TiTA.  I  have  a  venturous  fairy  that  fhall  feek 
The  fquirrePs  hoard,  and  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

BoT.  I  had  rather  have  a  handful,  or  two,  of  dried 
peas.  But,  I  pray  you,  let  none  of  your  people  ftir  me; 
I  have  an  expofition  of  fleep  come  upon  me. 

^iTA.  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my  arms. 
Fairies,  be  gone,  and  be  all  ways  away. 
So  doth  the  woodbine,  the  fweet  honeyfuekle. 
Gently  entwift, — the  female  ivy  fo 
Enrings  the  barky  fingers  of  the  elm. 
O,  how  I  love  thee !  how  I  dote  on  thee !        \Tb^Jleep. 
Obsron  advances.    Enter  Puck. 

Obb.  Welcome,  good  Robin.  See'ft  thbu  this  fweet 
Her  dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity.  [fight  ? 

For  meeting  her  of  late,  behind  the  wood. 
Seeking  fweet  favours  for  this  hateful  fool, 
I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her : 
For  (he  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded 
With  coronet  of  frefli  and  fragrant  flowers  ; 
And  that  fame  dew,  which  fometime  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to  fwell,  hke  round  and  orient  pearls. 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  floiirets*  eyes. 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  own  difgrace  bewail. 
When  I  had,  at  my  pleafure,  taunted  her, 
And  flie,  in  mild  terms,  begg'd  my  patience, 
I  then  did  a(k  of  her  her  changeling  child ; 
Which  flraight  fhe  gave  me,  and  her  fairy  fent 
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To  bear  him  to  my  bower  in  fairy  land. 
And  now  I  have  the  boy,  I  will  mido 
This  hateful  imperfedion  of  her  eyes. 
And,  gentle  Puck, -take  this  transformed  fcalp 
From  off  the  head  of  this  Athenian  fwain  ; 
That  he  awaking  when  the  other  do, 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair ; 
And  think  no  more  of  this  night's  accidents. 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 
But  firft  I  will  releafe  the  fairy  queen. 
Be,  as  thou  waft  wont  to  be ; 

[T^oucbing  ber  eyes  with  aa  ierb. 
See,  as  thou  waft  wont  to  fee : 
Dian's  bud  o'er  Cupid's  flower 
Hath  fuch  force  and  bleffed  power. 
Now,  my  Titania ;  wake  you,  my  fweet  queen. 
7/r^.  My  Oberon !  what  vifions  have  I  feen ! 
Methought,  I  was  enamour'd  of  an  afs. 
Obe.  There  Ues  your  love. 
TtiTA.  How  came  thefe  things  to  pafs  ? 
O,  how  mine  eyes  do  loath  this  vifage  now ! 

Obe.  Silence,  a  while.— Robin,  take  off  this  head. — 
Titania,  mufick  call ;  and  ftrike  more  dead 
Than  common  fleep,  of  all  thefe  five  the  fenfe. 
^iTA.  Mufick,  ho !  mufick ;  fuch  as  charmeth  fleep. 
Puck.  Now,  when  thou  wak'ft,  with  thine  own  fool's 

eyes  peep. 
Obe.  Sound,  mufick.  [Still  mufich.l  Come,  my  queen, 
.    take  hands  with  me. 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  thefe  fleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  I  are  new  in  amity ; 
And  will,  to-morrow  midnight,  folemnly. 
Dance  in  duke  Thefeus'  houfe  triumphantly, 
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And  blefs  it  to  all  fair  pofterity : 
There  (hall  the  palirs  of  faithful  lovers  be 
Wedcled,  with  Thefeus,  all  in  jollity. 

Puck.  Fairy  king^  attend,  and  mark ; 
I  do  hear  the  morning  lark. 

Obb.  Then,  my  queen,  in  filence  fad, 
Trip  we  after  the  night*s  fhade  : 
We  the  globe  can  compafs  foon,  "^ 

Swifter  than  the  wand'ring  moon. 

I'lTA.  Come,  my  lord;  and  in  our  flight, 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  night. 
That  I  fleeping  here  was  found,  < 

With  thefe  mortals  on  the  ground.  {Exeunt. 

{Horns  found  within. 
Enter  ^hbsbus,  Hippoltta^  Egbus,  and  Train. 
7'hb.  Go,  one  of  you,  find  out  the  forefter ; — 
For  now  our  obfcrvation  is  performed : 
And  fince  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day. 
My  love  fhall  hear  the  mufick  of  my  hoimds — 
Uncouple  in  the  weftem  valley ;  go  :— 
Defpatch,  I  fay,  and  find. the  forefter. — 
We  will,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  mountain's  top, 
And  mark  the  mufical  confufion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjundion. 

Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules,  and  Cadmus,  once, 
When  in  a  wood  of  Crete  they  bay'd  the  bear 
With  hoxmds  of  Sparta :  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding ;  for,  befides  the  groves, 
The  (kies,  the  fountains,  every  region  near 
Seem'd  all  one  mutual  cry :  I  never  heard 
So  mufical  a  di{cord,  fuch  fweet  thunder. 

7'hb.  My  hounds  are  brtd  out  of  the  Spartan  kmd, 
So  flew'd;  fo  landed ;  and  tneir  heads  are  hung 
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With  ears  that  fweep  away  the  morning  dew ; 

Crook-knee'd,  and  dew-lap'd  like  Thei&Han  bulk  ; 

Slow  in  purfuit,  but  matched  in  mouth  like  bells. 

Each  under  each.    A  cry  more  tuneable 

Was  nqver  hollaed  to,  nor  cheer*d  with  horn. 

In  Crete,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Theflaly :  fthefe? 

Judge,  when  you  hear — But,  foft;  what  nymphs  are 

Egb.  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  here  afleep  ; 
And  this,  Lyfander ;  this  Demetrius  is ; 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar's  Helena : 
I  wonder  of  their  being  here  together. 

The.  No  doubt,  they  rofe  up  early,  to  obferve 
The  rite  of  May ;  and,  hearing  our  intent. 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  folemnity  .— 
But,  fpeak,  Egeus ;  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  (hould  give  anfwer  of  her  choice  ? 

EoE.  It  is,  my  lord. 

The.  Go,bid  the  huntfmen  wakethem  with  their  boms. 

Homs^  andjbout  within^   Demetrius,  Ltsjinder, 
Hermia,  and  Helena  wake  andjlart  up. 

The.  Good-morrow,  friends.   Saint  Valentine  is  paft ; 
Begin  thefe  wood-birds  but  to  couple  now  ? 

Lrs.  Pardon,  my  lord. 

{He  and  tbe  rtji  kneel  to  Theseu&. 

The.  I  pray  you  all,  Hand  up. 
I  know,  you  two  are  rival  enemies  ; 
How  comes  this  gentle  concord  in  the  world. 
That  hatred  is  fo  far  from  jealoufy. 
To  fleep  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity  ? 

Lrs.  My  lord,  I  fhall  reply  amazedly. 
Half  'fleep,  half  waking :  But  as  yet,  I  fwear, 
I  cannot  truly  fay  how  I  came  here  : 
But,  as  I  think,  (for  truly  would  I  fpeak,-— 
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And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  fo  it  is ;) 

I  came  with  Hermia  hither :  our  intent 

Was,  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 

Without  the  peril  of  the  Athenian  law. 

Egb.  Enough,  enough,  my  lord ;  you  have  enough : 
I  beg  the  law,  the  law,  upon  his  head.-^ 
They  would  have  ftoPn  away,  they  would,  Demetrius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me : 
You,  of  your  wife ;  and  mfe,  of  my  confent ; 
Of  my  confent  that  fhe  Ihould  be  your  wife, 

Dem.  My  lord,  feir  Helen  told  me  of  their  flealth, 
Of  this  their  purpofe  hither,  to  this  wood  j 
And  I  in  fury  hither  followed  them ; 
Fair  Helena  in  fancy  following  me. 
But,  my  good  lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  power, 
(But  by  fome  power  it  is,)  my  love  to  Hermia, 
Melted  as  doth  the  fnow,  feems  to  me  now 
As  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gawd. 
Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  dote  upon : 
And'  all  the  faith,  the  virtue  of  my  heart. 
The  objed,  and  the  pleafure  of  mine  eye, 
Is  only  Helena.     To  her,  my  lord,  -    ^ 

Was  I  betrothed  ere  I  faw  Hermia : 
But,  like  in  ficknefs,  did  I  loath  this  food : 
But,  as  in  health,  come  to  my  natural  tafte, 
Now  do  I  wifli  it,  love  it,  long  for  it,  ../-,! 

And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it. 

Tub.  Fair  lovers,  you  are  fortunately  met  : 
Of  this  difcourfe  we  more  will  hear  anon.— 
Egeus,  I  will  overbear  your  will ; 
For  in  the  temple,  by  and  by  with  us, 
Thefe  couples  fliall  eternally  be  knit. 
And,  for  the  morning  now  is  fomething  worn. 

Vol.  I.  Nn 
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Our  purposed  huntiiig  fhall  be  fcft  ^66.^^^ 
Away,  with  us,  to  Attteiis  :  Three  arifl  tHrec> 
WeUl  hold  i  ffeaf!  in  grfeat  folemnlty.— 
Come,  Hippolyta:. 

[Exeunt  thMskvi,  ItippdirrJ,  EcEUi^  ismd  Tran. 

Dbm.  Thefe  thiii^i  ftertl  fniall,  and  uiidiftinguHBablc, 
Like  fer-off  thodritallhs  tttriied  iritti  clouds. 

HsR.  Methinks,  t  fefe  thfcffi  thiiigs  with  partfed  cjri?; 
When  every  tking  feeiil^  ddutle. 

Hel.  So  methiilks : 
And  1  hate  found  Deihetriu^  likfeaje^cl^ 
Mine  own,  and  not  minfe  dwli. 

Dem.  It  feeras  to  rfie. 
That  yet  we  fleep,  we  dream.^^Db  hbt  jroil  thiiik. 
The  duke  ^sls  here,  atid  bid  us  follow  hihl  ? 

Her.  Yed ;  itid  my  fdtheh 

Bel.  And  Hijipelyta. 

Lrs.  And  he  did  bid  us  fblldw  to  the  temple. 

Dem.  Why  then,  ^e  dre  kwakfe :  iet*s  JFollBW  him ; 

And,  by  the  way,  Ifet  u§  recount  biir  dtedtiis.        [Exeunt. 

As  they  go  out,  BdrtOM  mAdkes. 

BoT.  When  my  cue  tbmeS,  tall  me,  and  I  Will  ahfwfer  : 
—my  next  is,  Mq^  fdir  P>hi2»iirJ'.^:-:^He)',  lib  !^-^I*fettr 
Quince !  Flute,  the  beUd^fe-iheiiaer !  Snbut,  the  tihker ! 
Starveling !  God's  thy  life !  ftolfett  h'erite,  and  left  hic 
afleep !  I  have  had  a  mojfl  rare  Vifioh.  t  hat^  had  a 
dream, — ^paft  the  wit  of  mah  to  fay  ^hit  drbdiii  it  i^ : 
Man  is  but  dn  aft,  if  he  go  about  \6  cipbund  this  ^brduiu 
Methought  I  \^d^-^th'erfe  is  lio  mih  tkn  tell  '^at.  ^ite- 
thought  I  was,  and  metlioiight  t  had,— But  ifadn  is  but 
a  patched  fool,  if  hfe  ^iil  offer  to  fay  what  fnethdugHt  I 
had.  The  eye  of  mdti  lidtK  kiot  heahl,  the  cat  bF  inan 
hath  not  feeh ;  Mn'5  hdnd  is  hbt  able  X6  tafte,  lii^  tofafeutt 


to  conceive,  nor  his  heart  to  report,  what  my  dream  was. 
I  will  get  Peter  Quince  <o  write  a  ballad  of  this  dream : 
it  {hall  be  caird  Bottom's  Dream,  becaufe  it  hath  no 
bottom ;  and  I  will  ling  it  in  the  latter  end  of  a  play, 
before  the  duke:  Peradventure,  to  make  it  the  more 
gracious,  I  {hall  fing  it  at  her  death.  [£ffi>t 

,  I  ■,■■■•,  ^   ...  -  ■      ■  <i  la  w  ■ m      I   ■  .     HP  ^  ■  „■  ■ ,    » my 

SCEtfE  IT.   Athens.   A  Rom  in  Rings' s  Houfe. 

Enter  ^iNC£,  Flute,  Snovt,  and  Starfmiinq. 

!^iN.  Have  you  lent  to  Bottom's  houfe  ?  is  he  como 
home  yet  ? 

Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt,  he  i» 
tranfported. 

Flv.  If  he- come  not,  then  the  play  is  marr'd ;  It  goes 
not  forward,  doth  it  ? 

^iN.  It  is  not  polfible  :  you  have  not  a  man  in  all 
Athens,  able  to  difcharge  Pyramus,  but  he. 

Fiu.  No ;  he  hath  (imply  the  beft  wit  of  any  handy- 
craft  man  in  Athens. 

^JN.  Yea,  and  the  bell  perfon  too  :  and  he  is  a  very 
paramour,  for  a  fweet  voice. 

Flu.  You  mu{l  fay,  paragon:  a  paramour  is,  God  blefs 
us !  a  thing  of  nought. 

Fjiter  Snug. 

SsuG.  Mafters,  the  duke  is  coming  from  the  temple, 
and  there  is  two  or  three  lords  and  ladies  more  married : 
if  oiur  fport  had  gone  forward^  we  had  ^  been  made  men. 

Flu.  O  fweet  bully  Bottom  \  Thus  hath  he  UA  fix- 
pence  a-day  during  his  U£e ;  he  could  not  have  'ib^ed 
fix-pence  a-^lay :  an  the  duke  had  not  given  him  fix- 
pence  a-day  for  playing  Pyramus,  Til  be  hasig'd ;  he 
would  have  ddferv^d  it :  fiix-^ence  a^lay^  in  Pjiainm,  or 
nothing. 

N  nij 
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Enter  Bottom. 

BoT.  Where  are  thefe  lads  ?  where  are  thefe  hearts  ? 

^iN.  Bottom! — ^O  mod  courageous  day!  O  moil  hap- 
py hour ! 

BoT.  Mailers,  I  am  to  difcourfe  wonders  :  but  afk  me 
not  what ;  for,  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  no  true  Athenian.  I 
will  tell  you  every  thing,  right  as  it  fell  out. 

^iN.  Let  us  hear,  fweet  Bottom. 

BoT.  Not  a  word  of  me.  All  that  I  will  tell  you,  is^ 
that  the  duke  hath  dined  :  Get  your  apparel  togtther  ; 
good  firings  to  your  beards,  new  ribbons  to  your  pumps; 
meet  prefently  at  the  palace  ;  every  man  look  o'er  his 
part;  for,  the  fliort  and  the  long  is,  our  play  is  preferrM. 
In  any  cafe,  let  Thifby  have  clean  linen ;  and  let  not 
him,  that  plays  the  lion,  pare  his  nails,  for  they  fhali 
hang  out  for  the  lion*s  claws.  And,  moft  dear  adors, 
eat  no  onions,  nor  garlick,  for  we  are  to  utter  fweet 
breath  ;  and  I  do  not  doubt  but  to  hear  them  fay,  it  is 
a  fweet  comedy.     No  more  words ;  away ;  go,  away. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.    "The  fame.    An  Apartment  in  the  Palace  of 

Theseus. 
Enter  Theseus^  Hippoltta^  Philostrate,  Lordr^ 
and  Attendants. 
Hip.  n^is  ftrange,myThefeus,  that  thefe  lovers  fpeak  of 
The.  More  ftrange  than  true.     I  never  may  believe 
Thefe  antique  fables,  nor  thefe  fairy  toys. 
Lovers,  and  madmen,  have  fuch  feething  brains^ 
Such  fhaping  fantafies,  that  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reafon  ever  comprehends. 
The  lunatick,  the  lover,  and  the  poet, 
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Are  of  imagination  all  compaft : 

One  fees  more  devils  than  vaft  hell  can  hold  ; 

That  is,  the  madman  :  the  lover,  all  as  frantick. 

Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt : 

The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling. 

Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heaven ; 

And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 

The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 

Turns  them  to  fhapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 

A  local  habitation,  ajid  a  nalhe. 

Such  tricks  hath  ftrong  imagination ; 

That,  if  it  would  but  apprehend  fome  joy. 

It  comprehends  fome  bringer  of  that  joy ; 

Or,  in  the  night,  imagining  fome  fear. 

How  eafy  is  a  bufh  fuppos'd  a  bear  ? 

Hip.  But  all  the  (lory  of  the  night  told  over. 
And  all  their  minds  transfigur'd  fo  together^ 
More  witnefleth  than  fancy's  images. 
And  grows  to  fomething  of  great  conflancy ; 
But,  howfoever,  flrange,  and  admirable. 

Enter  Ltsander^  Dmmetrius,  Hbrmij,  and 
Helena. 
T'he.  Here  come  the  loters  full  of  joy  and  mirth.— 
Joy,  gentle  friends  !  joy,  and  frelh  days  of  love. 
Accompany  your  hearts ! 
Lrs.  More  than  to  us. 
Wait  on  your  royal  walks,  your  board,  your  bed  ! 

The.  Come  now ;  what  maiks,  what  dances  (hall  we 
To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  hours,  [have, 

Between  our  after-fupper,  and  bed-time  ? 
Where  is  our  ufual  manager  of  mirth  ? 
What  revels  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  play, 
To  eafe  the  aoguiih  of  a  torturing  hour  ? 

Nniij 
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Call  Philoftrate- 

Philost.  Here,  mighty  Thefeus. 

"Ths.  Say ,  what  abridgement  have  you  for  this  eveniiig  ? 
What  maik  ?  what  mufick  ?  How  (haii  we  beguile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  fome  delight  ? 

Philost.  There  is  a  brief,  how  many  iports  are  lipc ; 
Make  choice  of  which  your  higbnefs  will  fee  firft. 

[Giving  a  paper. 

^HB.  reads.l  the  battle  with  the  CeiSuurs^  to  btfung 
By  an  Athenian  eunuch  to  the  harp. 
Well  none  of  that :  that  have  I  told  my  4ov^ 
In  glory  of  my  kinfman  Her<:ules* 

Hbe  riot  of  the  tipfy  BacchansUs^ 

Tearif^  the  Thracianjinger  m  their  rage. 
That  is  an  old  device  j  and  it  was  play*4 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  laft  a  conquepor. 

The  thriae  three  mufes  mourning  for  the  ieOtb 

Of  learnings  late  deceased  in  beggary. 
That  is  fome  iktire,  keen,  and  critical, 
Not  forting  with  a  nuptiatl  <ieremoc^. 

A  tedious  brief fcene  of  young  Pyramwf, 

And  his  love  Thijbe  ;  very  tragical  mirth. 
^tTTf  and  tragical  P  Tedious  and  brief  ? 
That  is^  'hot  ice,  and  wonderous  Grange  &€W, 
How  fhall  we  find  the  concord  of  this  difcord  ? 

Philost.  A  play  there  is,  my  lard,  fome  ten'words  Jong; 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  jJlay ; 
But  %y  ten  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long ; 
Which  makes  it  tedious :  for  in  all  the  play 
There  is  not  one  word  apt,  one  player 'fitted. 
And  tragical,  my  ndble  lord,  it  is ; 
For  PyramuB  therein  4o&  4Lill  bimfetf. 
Which,  when  I  faw  »hcflri*d,  4  muft  ctt&Jeis, 
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Made  mine  eye?  .wjtter  j  ]t>ut  nx9f;e  merry  learu 
The  pailion  of  toud  lau^h^ter  iveyer  flie4. 

7ff^.  WHat  are  they,  tji^t  40  pl?y  it  ? 

Philost.  Hard-hande^  me»,  jtljiat  wofk  in  Athensljiete, 
Which  never  labour'd  in  their  minds  till  now ; 
And  now  have  1934*4  *^^  unl^x;eath'd  memories 
With  this  fame  play,  agaixift  y9,i^r  nuptiaj. 

The.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

Pbiiost.  ^Jq,  my  noble  lord. 
It  is  not  for  you :  I  jhave  hear^  it  oye^r, 
And  it  is  nothing,  EiQth,ing  in  ^tl^e  world ; 
Unlefs  you  can  find  fport  in  ^tjxe^r  intents, 
Extremely  ftretch'd,  and  conn!d  with  cruel  paioi 
To  do  you  ferv^ce. 

The.  I  will  hear  that  play : 
For  never  any  thing  can  be  a:p(iifs, 
When  fimplenef$  and  duty  .te:qder  it. 
Go,  bring  them  in  i— and  take  yqur  plaqes,  ladies. 

[Exit  PHIlQSTRJfE. 

Hip.  I  love  nqt  to  fee  wretcliednefs  o'ercharg'd. 
And  duty  in  his  feryice  perilling. 

The.  Why,  gc^ntle  fweqt,  ycm  fhall  ^ee  no  fuch  .thing. 

Hip.  ^e^s,  .they  can  do  ^nothing  in  this  Jcind. 

The.  Tl^e  finder  we,  to  jgi^ye  them  thanks  for  nothii^. 
Our  fport  fhall  be,  to  take  Yfh^t  they  miftak^  • 
jAj^d  whatjpqor  d^ty  canpot  do. 
Noble -xefpec^  t^^s  it  ,^. might,  not  nierit. 
Where  I  have  cqpie,  great  qleiks  have  purpo£ed 
To  greet  me  with  .prenieditated  i^relco^es ; 
Where  I  have /een, them  ibiyer,  and  look  pale. 
Make  periods  in, the  ipidft  qf  fentences, 
Thifpttle  their  pra<^s'd  accent  ip.. their  feai^. 
And,  iflf cqi»(4uiiQn,  .4^^^¥y  Mf^^^  r^fflke  off, 

N  n  iiij 
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Not  paying  me  a  wdcome :  Truft  me,  fweet. 

Out  of  this  iilence,  yet,  I  pick'd  a  welcome  ; 

And  in  the  modefty  of  fearful  duty 

I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattling  tongue 

Of  fawcy  and  audacious  eloquence. 

Love,  therefore,  and  tongue-rtied  fimplicity, 

In  leaft,  fpeak  moft,  to  my  capacity. 

Enter  Philostrate. 

Philost.  So  pleafe  your  grace,  the  prologue  is  addreft 

7'hb.  Let  him  approach.  [Flourijb  of  T!rumpcu 

Enter  Prologur. 

Prol.  If  we  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 

liat  youJhouU  think,  we  come  not  to  offend, 
Put  with  good-will.     Tojbow  our  Jimple  Jkill^ 

Tihat  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end, 
Conjider  then,  we  come  but  in  dejpite^ 

We  do  not  cofne,  as  minding  to  content  you. 
Our  true  intent  is.     All  for  your  delight. 

We  are  not  here.     That  youjhould  here  repent  yoi^ 
The  aStors  are  at  hand;  andy  by  their  Jhow, 
Youjhall  know  all^  that  you  are  like  to  know. 

Thb.  This  fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  points. 

Lrs.  He  hath  rid  his  prologue  hke  a  rough  colt ;  he 
knows  not  the  Hop,  A  good  moral,  my  lord  :  It  is  not 
enough  to  fpeak,  but  to  fpeak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  play'd  on  this  prologue  like  a 
child  on  a  recorder  ;  a  found,  but  not  in  government. 

Thb.  His  fpeech  was  like  a  tangled  chain ;  nothing 
impaired,  but  all  difordered,     Who  is  next  ? 

Enter  Pr ramus,  and  Thisbb^  Wall,  Moonshinb, 
and  Lion,  as  in  dumb  Jhow. 

Prol.  "  Gentles,  perchance,  you  wonder  at  this  fhow} 

♦^  But  wonder  on,  till  truth  make  all  things  plain, 
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•*  This  man  is  Pyramus,  if  you  would  know ; 

"  This  beauteous  lady  Thifby  is,  certain. 
**  This  man,  with  lime  and  rough-caft,  doth  prefcnt 

"  Wall,  that  vile  wall  which  did  thefe  lovers  funder : 
*'  And  through  wall's  chink,  poor  fouls,  they  are  con- 
"  tent 

"  To  whifper ;  at  the  which  let  no  man  wonder. 
*'  This  man,  with  lantern,  dog,  and  bufli  of  thom, 

"  Prefenteth  moon-fhine  :  for,  if  you  will  know, 
•*  By  moon-fhine  did  thefe  lovers  think  no  fcom 

♦*  To  meet  at  Ninus*  tomb,  there,  there  to  woo, 
"  This  grifly  bcaft,  which  by  name  lion  hight, 
"  The  trufty  Thifby,  coming  firfl  by  night, 
"  Did  fcare  away,  or  rather  did  affright : 
•*  And,  as  fhe  fled,  her  mantle  fhe  did  fall ; 

"  Which  lion  vile  with  bloody  mouth  did  flain  2 
**  Anon  comes  Pyramus,  fweet  youth,  and  tall, 

"  And  finds  his  trufly  Thifby's  mantle  flain : 
*'  Whereat,  with  blade,  with  bloody  blameful  blade, 

"  He  bravely  broached  his  boiling  bloody  breafl ; 
*'  And,  Thifby  tarrying  in  mulberry  fbade, 

**  His  dagger  drew,  and  died.     For  all  the  refl, 
♦*  Let  lion,  moonfhinc,  wall,  and  lovers  twain, 
"  At  large  difcourfe,  while  here  diey  do  remain.** 

[Exeunt  Prol.  Thisbb,  Lion^  and  Moonshine. 

The.  I  wonder  if  the  lion  be  to  fpeak.  [afles  do. 

Dbm.  No  wonder,  my  lord :  one  lion  may,  when  many' 

Wall.  **  In  this  fame  interlude,  it  doth  befall, 
**  That  I,  one  Snout  by  name,  prefent  a  wall  : 
**  And  fuch  a  wall,  as  I  would  have  you  think, 
*'  That  had  in  it  a  cranny'd  hole,  or  chink, 
"  Through  which  the  lovers,  Pyramus  and  Thifby, 
**  Did  whifper  often  very  fecretly, 
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^'  This  loam,  this  rough-vcaft,  ai^d  i}m  ft/aac,  49^  ^^"^ 

^'  That  I  am  Ui^t  f^une  wf# }  the  tj:^th  ^  ^ « 

*'  And  this  the  craiany  fs,  right  an4  fin^|ftpy, 

**  Through  which  the  fearful  lovers  ^i»e  tp  y^hilper.-^ 

Tme.  WoiUld  you  defire  lime  and  liajir  tp  fp^^^  ^^t^^il^  ' 

Z)j;if .  It  is  the  wittieft  partition  that  ever  I  heard  dif- 
courfe,  my  lord, 

7'he.  Pyi:2unus  di:aws  near  ,tl^  a;?^  :  ^1^9^  ^ 
Enter  pTR4Mps. 

Ptr.  ^'  O  grim-look'd  xught  I  O  night  rYfidjL  huf^  fo 

''  O  night,  whiclii  ever  art,  when  day  i^  not  I     £Uack! 
*^  O  night,  O  night,  alack,  ^ck,.al^ck, 

"  I  fear  my  Thifby's  promife  is  forg^if  1— ^ 
•*  And  thou,  O  wall,  O  rweet,.0  lovely  wall^ 

^'  That  ftand'fl  between  h€;r  father's  grQim^  %Qd  «mii;ie; 
"  Thou  wall,  P  wall,  O  fweet  and  lovely  waU, 

"  Show  me  thy  chink,  tp  bli^^  tbipigh  w^  jvipt 

eyne.  W^V-  6f^  Vp  i^fj^gers. 

**  Thanks,  courteous  wall:  Joye  fl^eldtj^e^wd^for^bisi 

"  But  what  fee  I  ?  No  Thifby  do  I  jfee, 
*'  O  wicked  wall,  through  wh^m  I  fee  no  ^^jj^jfs  ; 

•*  Curft  be  thy  ftones  for  t^hus  d<^eii^ng  nie !" 

The.  The  w^ll,  methinks,  bein^  fei^fibk,  fl^yi^/q^rfe 
again. 

PrR.  No,  in  truth,  fir,  he  ,ihqnld  npt.  p^ecehitig  me^ 
lis  Thifby's  cue ;  .flie  is  -to  e^i^er  now,  %nd  J  ,am  rto  fpy 
her  through  the  w^L  You  fl^  ;fce,j^t^ill  ijdl. ja*  ^  I 
told  you  :*!^Xpxider  fhe,<;qn[ies, 

^ter  Tm.mee. 

7'his.  "  O  wgU,.fuU.pfteji)^ft^tJipu:h^ar^        mf^f 

"  For.  parting  iny  fair  ^E^yranxjis  ai^d  me : 
"  My^chfirIy;^pS;hiave  qi^enjki^ldjthyjfto^ 

'*  Thy  ftones  with  lwei»pd^lt§irjitti^^ 


Ptr.  *'  I  fee  a  voice :  now  will  I  to  the  chinks 
"  To  fpv  an  I  can  hear  my  Thijiby's  face. 

-•  Thilby !'' 

"This.  "  My  love  I  thou  art  my  love,  I  think." 

Ptr.  "  Think  what  thou  wilt^  I  am  thy  lover's  grace; 

"  And  like  Limander  am  I  trufty  ftill.'* 

This.  "  And  I  like  Heleasi,  till  the  fates  me  kill" 
Ptr.  "  Not  Shal&lus  to  Procrius  was  fo  true,^ 
Sbis.  "  As  JSihaJ&lus  to  Proems,  I  to  you.*' 
Ptr.  "  O,  kifs  me  through  the  hole  gf  this, vile  waH.** 
'This.  ^  I  kifc  the  wall's  hole,  not  your  lips  at  all.^' 
Ptr.  "  WiltthouatNinny'stombmeetmeftraightway?" 
This.  "  Tide  life,  tide  deadi,  I  come  without  delay.'* 
Wall.  ^  I^ius  have  I,  wall,  my  part  difcharged  fo ; 

**  And,  being  idone,  thus  waU  ^way  dodi  go." 

[£r^0»f  WAtt^  Prji4Mus^  and  TatsBS. 
The.  Now  is  the  mural  down  between  the  two  neigJv 

bouts. 

Dem.  No  remedy,  my  lord,  when  walls  ^p  fo  wilful 

tx>  hear  without  warning. 

Hip.  This  is  the  fillieft  ftuffthat  ever  I  heard. 

The.  The  beft  in  this  kind  are  but  ihadows :  and  the 

worft  are  no  worfe,  if  imagination  amend  them. 

Hip.  It  mull  be  your  imagination  then,. and  not  theii?s* 
The.  Ilf  we  imagine  no  worfe  of  them,  than  they  of 

themfelves,  they  may  pafs  for  excellent  men.    Here  come 

two  jioble  :faeafts  >in,  a  moon  and  a  lion. 

Enter  Lion. and  MoorN SHINE. 
Lion.  "  You,  ladies,  you,  whofe  gentle  hearts  do  few 
"  The  fmalleft  monflrous  moufeithat  creeps  on  .floor, 

''  May  now,  iperdiance,  bo  A  quake  and  .tremble  horCp 
'*  When  Hon  jrougfa  in  wildeft  lage  doth  roar. 

1^  Tbsn  know;/tliat  J,  uine  Snug  the  joiner,  am 


572  midsummer-night's  dkeam^ 

"  A  lion  fell,  nor  elfe  no  lion's  dam : 
"  For  if  I  fliould  as  lion  come  in  ftrife 
"  Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  on  my  life." 

7h£.  a  very  gentle  beaft,  and  of  a  good  confcience. 

Dem.  The  very  beft  at  a  beaft,  my  lord,  that  e'er  I 
faw. 

Lrs.  This  Hon  is  a  very  fox  for  his  valour, 

T'he.  True ;  and  a  goofe  for  his  difcretion.  ' 

Dbm.  Not  fo,  my  lord :  for  his  valour  cannot  cany 
his  difcretion  ;  and  the  fox  carries  the  goofe. 

T'he.  His  difcretion,  I  am  fure,  cannot  cany  his  va- 
lour ;  for  the  goofe  carries  not  the  fox.  It  is  v^ell :  leave 
it  to  his  difcretion,  and  let  us  liflen  to  the  moon. 

Moon.  **  This  lantern  doth  the  homed  moon  prefent:* 

Dem.  He  (hould  have  worn  the  horns  on  his  head.       j 
•     The.  He  is  no  crefcent,  and  his  horas  are  invifiblc 
v^ithin  the  circumference. 

Moon.  "  This  lantern  doth  the  horned  moon  prefent; 
"  Myfelf  the  man  I'th'moon  do  fcem  to  be.'* 

7'he.  This  is  the  greateft  error  of  all  the  reft :  the  man 
fhould  be  put  into  the  lantern :  How  is  it  elfe  the  man 
i'the  moon  ? 

Dem.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle :  for, 
you  fee,  it  is  already  in  fnuff. 

Hip.  I  am  aweary  of  this  moon :  Would,  he  would 
change ! 

T'he.  It  appears,  by  his  fmall  light  of  difcretion,  that 
he  is  in  the  wane :  but  yet,  in  courtefy,  in  all  reafon, 
we  muft  ftay  the  time. 

Lrs.  Proceed,  moon. 

Moon.  All  that  I  have  to  fay,  is,  to  tell  you,  that  the 
lantern  is  the  moon ;  I,  the  man  in  the  moon ;  this 
thorn-bufh,  my  thom-l^uih ;  and  this  dqg,  my  dog. 
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DsM.  Why,  all  thefe  (hould  be  in  the  lantern ;  for 
they  are  in  the  moon.   But,  filence;  here  comes  Thiflbe. 

Enter  7'hisbb. 
7'his.  "  This  is  old  Ninny's  tomb:  Where  is  mylove?** 
Lion.  "  Oh — "        [Tie  Lion  roars.  Thisbe  runs  of. 
Dbm.  Well  roar'd,  lion. 
7'hb.  Well  run,  Thifbe. 

Hip.  Well  fhone,  moon. — ^Truly,  the  moon  fhines  with 
a  good  grace. 

Thb.  Well  mousM,  lion* 

[lie  Lion  tears  Thisbb^s  mantle^  and  exit. 
Dbm.  And  fo  comes  Pyramus. 
Lrs.  And  then  the  moon  vaniihes. 
Enter  PrRAMVS. 
Ptr.  "  Sweet  moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  funny  beams ; 
^'  I  thank  thee,  moon,  for  fhining  now  fo  bright : 
**  For,  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  flreams^ 
"  I  truft  to  tafte  of  trueft  Thi£by*s  fight. 
"  But  flay  ;—Ofpite! 
"  But  mark  ; — Poor  knight, 
"  What  dreadful  dole  is  here  ?  v 
"  Eyes,  do  you  fee  ? 
"  How  can  it  be  ? 
"  O  dainty  duck  !  O  dear  ! 
"  Thy  mantle  good, 
"  What,  ftain'd  with  blood? 
•*  Approach,  ye  furies  fell ! 
"  O  fates  !  come,  come ; 
"  Cut  thread  and  thrum ; 
"  Quail,  crufh,  conclude,  and  quell !'' 
"Thb.  This  paifion,  and  the  death  of  a  dear  fiiend, 
would  go  near  to  make  a  man  look  fad. 
Hip.  Beihrew  my  heart,  but  I  pity  the  masu 
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Frit.  **  O,  trherefore,  natufe,  didft  thou  lions  £raine  ? 
^  Since  lioti  vile  hath  here  dcHour'd  my  dear : 
**  Which  is — ^no,  no — iwhich  was  the  faireft  dame, 
*'  That  liv'd, th^  lor^d.that  lik'd^that  look'd, withcheer. 
*'  Cdtne^  tears,  confound ; 
**  Out,  fword,  and  wound 
"  The  pap  of  Pyramus  : 
**  Ay,  that  left  pap, 
**  Where  heart  doth  hop : — 
"  Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus* 
"  Now  am  I  dead, 
"  Now  am  I  fled ; 
"  My  foul  is  in  the  flcy : 

**  Tongue,  lofe  thy  light ! 
"  Moon,  take  thy  flight ! 
•*  Now  die^  die,  die,  die,  die.  [Dies.  Exit  Maoi^sBmi. 
DsM.  No  die,  but  an  ace,  for  him ;  for  he  is  but  one. 
Lrs.  Lefs  than  an  ace,  man ;  for  he  is  dead ;  he  is 
nothing. 

The.  With  the  help  of  a  furgeon,  he  might  yet  re- 
cover, and  prove  an  aft. 

Hip.  How  chance  moonlhine  is  gone,  before  Thifbc 
comes  back  and  finds  her  lover  ? 

The.  She  will  find  hirti  by  fUr-lig^t.**-Here  (he  comes; 
and  her  pailion  ends  the  pl^y. 

Enter  TH/5fifc 
Hip.  Methinks,  fhe  fhould  not  ufe  a  long  one,  for  fuch 
a  Pyramus :  I  hope,  (he  wiil  be  brief. 

Dbm.  a  mote  will  turn  the  balance,  Whicli  Pyramus, 
which  Thifbe,  is  the  better, 
Lr^.  Sfee  hatk  fpied  feim  abready ,  witk  thofe  fwect  eyes, 

Djsm.  And  thias  ^  moans,  fjfi^Scdt 

iTms-,  ^  Afleep>  my  kwe  ? 
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"  What,  dea#i  taf  dfete  ? 
**  O  l^jr^lmuS;  ki-ife, 

"  Speik,  ffJfciak.   Quite  dutob  ? 
"  Dfeid,  d6kd  ?  A  tomb 
"  Muft  coVer  thy  fWfeet  eyesw 
"  Thefe  lily  bWirs, 
"  This  fchdtry  ii6fe, 
"  Thefe  yelled  eotrflip  eheeksj 
"  Ard  feettid,  ate  gofig  : 
"  Lov^rsj  liiake  iiiaan  ! 
"  His  eyes  were  gre^il  as  kek^. 
"  O  fillers  thrWi 
*•  Come,  cotiie,  to  me, 
"  With  hands  as  pale  as  milk ; 
"  Lay  them  in  gdrd^ 
**  Since  yoU  haVe  fhore 
*♦  With  fheats  Bis  thread  of  filk. 
"  Tongue,  not  a  =#dtd  :-i-t 
"  Come,  trtifty  r#bfd ; 
**  Come,  blade,  fhy  bread  iinbrue : 
«  Ahd  fal^Wfeli  friends  ;— 
*•  Thus  Thllby  ends: 
•*  Adieu,  adieu,  adieu.**  [Dies. 

Tbe.  M oonihine  and  lion  at^  teft  td  buiy  the  dead. 
Dbm.  Ay,  and  "^all  to6. 

BoT.  No,  I  afTure  you  $  th(i  wall  is  doWn  that  parted 
their  Others.  Will  it  pleafe  ybtt  to  fee  the  epilogue,  or 
to  hear  a  Bergomafk  dance,  bet^eft  tWo  xjf  our  com- 
pany? 

Hhb.  No  epilogue,  I  pray  you  *y  for  ye^r  ^lay  needs 
no  excufe.  Never  'eltcufe;  fdr  Mihen  tJie  flayers  are  all 
dead,  there  need  none  to  b^  hltoiied.  Afeirry,  if  be  that 
writ  it,  had  play*d  PyratiMis,  iaad  hanged  hi^elf  in 
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Tliilbe's  garter,  it  would  have  been  a  fine  tragedy :  and 
fo  it  is,  truly  ;  and  very  notably  difchargM.  But  cooic, 
your  Berg6mafk :  let  your  epilogue  alone. 

\Here  a  dance  ofCbrams. 
The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve  :— 
Lovers,  to  bed ;  'tis  almofl  fairy  time. 
I  fear,  we  (hall  out-fleep  the  coming  mom, 
As  much  as  we  this  night  have  overwatch'd. 
This  palpable-grofs  play  hath  well  beguiPd 
The  heavy  gait  of  night. — ^Sweet  friends,  to  bed.^ 
A  fortnight  hold  we  this  folemnity, 
In  nightly  revels,  and  new  jollity.  [Exema. 

SCENE  IL 
Enter  Puck. 
Puck.  Now  the  hungry  lion  roars. 

And  the  wolf  behowjs  the  moon ; 
Whilft  the  heavy  ploughman  fnores, 

All  with  weary  tafk  fordone. 
Now  the  wafted  brands  do  glow, 

Whilft  the  fcritch-owl,  fcritching  loud, 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe, 

In  remembrance  of  a  ftiroud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night. 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide. 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  fprite. 

In  the  church-way  paths  to  glide : 
And  we  fairies,  that  do  nm 

By  the  triple  Hecat's  team. 
From  the  prefence  of  the  fun. 

Following  darknefs  like  a  dream. 
Now  are  frolick  ;  not  a  moufe 
Shall  difturb  this  hallow'd  houfe : 
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I  am  fent,  with  broom,  before, 

To  fweep  the  dull  behind  the  door. 

Enter  Obbron  and  Titan lA^  v^itb  their  Train. 

Obe.  Through  this  houfe  give  gUmmering  light. 

By  the  dead  and  drowfy  fire : 
Every  elf,  and  fairy  fprite, 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier ; 
And  this  ditty,  after  me. 
Sing,  and  dance  it  trippingly, 
TiTA.  Firft,  rehearfe  this  fong  by  rote : 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note, 
•   Hand  in  hand,  with  fairy  grace, 
Will  we  fing,  and  blcfs  this  place. 

SONG,  and  DANCE. 
Obe.  Now,  until  the  break  of  day. 
Through  this  houfe  each  fairy  ftray. 
To  the  beft  bride-bed  will  we. 
Which  by  us  fliall  bleffed  be ; 
And  the  iffiie,  there  create. 
Ever  fhall  be  fortunate. 
So  fhall  all  the  couples  three 
Ever  true  in  loving  be : 
And  the  blots  of  nature's  hand 
Shall  not  in  their  iflue  iland ; 
Never  mole,  hare-lip,  nor  fear. 
Nor  mark  prodigious,  fuch  as  are 
Defpifed  in  nativity, 
Shall  upon  their  children  be.— 
With  this  field-dew  confecrate, 
Every  fairy  take  his  gait ; 
And  each  feveral  chamber  blefs. 
Through  this  palace,  with  fweet  peace  : 
E'er  fhall  it  in  fafety  refl, 
Vol,  L  0  0 
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And  the  owner  of  it  bleft. 

Trip  away  j 

Make  no  ftay  j 
JMeet  me  all  by  break  of  day. 

[Exeunt  Oberon,  Titania^  and  I'rmn, 
f^ucK.  Ifwejhadcnvs  have  ojfmded^ 

Tiini  but  this,  (and  all  is  mended^) 

Tlbatyou  have  butjlumber^d  bere^ 

While  tbefe  vijions  did  appear. 

And  this  weak  and  idle  theme  ^ 

No  more  yielding  but  a  dream^ 

Gentles^  do  not  reprehend; 

If  you  pardon^  we  will  mend^ 

Andj  as  Fm  art  hone/l  Puck, 

If  we  have  unearned  luck 

Now  to  f cape  tbeferpenfs  tongue. 

We  will  mdie  amends,  ere  long : 

Elfe  the  Puck  a  liar  calL 

So,  good  night  unto  you  all. 

Give  me  your  bands,  if  we  befriends. 

And  Robin  Jball  rejlore  amends.  \Exit^ 
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